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THE HISTORY OF CLARISSA HARLOWE 


Letter I — Miss Howe to Miss Clarissa Harlowe 

Wednesday Night, April 12 . 

I have your narrative, my clear. You are the same noble 
creature you ever were. Above disguise, above art, above 
attempting to extenuate a failing. 

The only family in the world, yours, surely, that could have 
driven such a daughter upon such extremities. 

But you must not be so very much too good for them , and for 
the case. 

You lay the blame so properly and so unsparingly upon your 
meeting him , that nothing can be added to that subject by your 
worst enemies, were they to see what you have written. 

I am not surprised, now I have read your narrative, that so 

bold and so contriving a man — I am forced to break off 

••••••* 

You stood it out much better and longer Here again 

comes my bustling, jealous mother l 

Don’t be so angry at yourself. Did you not do for the best 
at the time? As to your first fault, the anszvcring his letters ; it 
was almost incumbent upon you to assume the guardianship 
of such a family, when the bravo of it had run riot, as he did, 
and brought himself into danger. 

Fxcept your mother, who has no will of her own, have any 
of them common sense? 

Forgive me, my dear — here is that stupid Uncle Antony 

of yours. A pragmatical, conceited, positive He came 

yesterday, in a fearful pucker, and puffed, and blowed, and 
stumped about our hall and parlour, while his message was 
carried up. 

My mother was dressing. These widows are as starched as 
the old bachelors. She would not sec him in a dishabille for 
the world. What can she mean by it ? 

His errand was to set her against you, and to show their 
determined rage on your going away. The issue proved too 
evidently that this was the principal end of his visit. 

1 
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The odd creature desired to speak with her alone. I am not 
used to such exceptions whenever any visits are made to my 
mother. 

When she was primmed out , down she came to him. They 
locked themselves in. The two positive heads were put together 
— close together I suppose; for I listened, but could hear nothing 
distinctly, though they both seemed full of their subject. 

I had a good mind, once or twice, to have made them open 
the door. Could I have been sure of keeping but tolerably my 
temper, I would have demanded admittance. But I was afraid, 
if I had obtained it, that I should have forgot it was my mother’s 
house, and been for turning him out of it. To come to rave 
against and abuse my dearest, dearest, faultless friend ! and the 
ravings to be encouraged, and perhaps joined in, in order to 
justify themselves; the one for contributing to drive that dear 
friend out of her father’s house; the other for refusing her a 
temporary asylum till the reconciliation could have been 
effected, which her dutiful heart was set upon ; and which it 
would have become the love which my mother had ever pre- 
tended for you, to have mediated for — Could I have had 
patience ! 

The issue , as I said, showed what the errand was. Its first 
appearance, after the old fusty fellow was marched off [you must 
excuse me , my dear], was in a kind of gloomy, Harlowe-like 
reservedness in my mother; which, upon a few resenting flirts 
of mine, was followed by a rigorous prohibition of correspondence. 

This put us, you may suppose, upon terms not the most 
agreeable. I desired to know if I were prohibited dreaming of 
you ? For, my dear, you have all my sleeping as well as waking 
hours. 

I can easily allow for your correspondence with your wretch 
at first (and yet your motives were excellent), by the effect this 
prohibition has upon me; since, if possible, it has made me love 
you better than before ; and I am more desirous than ever of 
corresponding with you. 

But I have nevertheless a much more laudable motive. I 
should think myself the unworthiest of creatures could I be 
brought to slight a dear friend, and such a meritorious one, in 
her distress. I would die first — and so I told my mother. And 
I have desired her not to watch me in my retired hours, nor to 
insist upon my lying with her constantly, which she now does 
more earnestly than ever. ’Twere better, I told her, that the 
Harlowe-Betty were borrowed to be set over me. 
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Mr. Hickman, who greatly honours you, has, unknown to me, 
interposed so warmly in your favour with my mother that it 
makes for him no small merit with me. 

I cannot, at present, write to every particular, unless I would 
be in set defiance. Tease, tease, tease for ever ! The same thing, 
though answered fifty times over, in every hour to be repeated. 

Lord bless me! what a life must my poor father But let 

me remember to whom I am writing. 

If this ever-active, ever-mischievous monkey of a man, this 

Lovelace, contrived as you suspect But here comes my 

mother again — Ay, stay a little longer, my mamma, if you 
please. I can but be suspected ! I can but be chidden for 
making you wait; and chidden I am sure to be, whether I do 
or not, in the way you, my good mamma, are Antony' d into. 

Bless me ! — how impatient she is ! — how she thunders at the 
door! This moment, madam! How came I to double-lock 
myself in! What have I done with the key? Deuce take the 
key! Dear madam! You flutter one so! 


You may believe, my dear, that I took care of my papers 
before I opened the door. We have had a charming dialogue. 
She flung from me in a passion 

So — what ’s now to be done ? Sent for down in a very peremp- 
tory manner, I assure you. What an incoherent letter will you 
have, when I can get it to you ! But now I know where to send 
it, Mr. Hickman shall find me a messenger. Yet, if he be 
detected, poor soul, he will be Harlowed off , as well as his meek 
mistress. 

Thursday , April 13 . 

I have this moment your continuation letter. And am 
favoured, at present, with the absence of my Argus-eyed 
mother. 

Dear creature! I can account for all your difficulties. A 
young lady of your delicacy ! — and with such a man ! I must 
be brief 

The man ’s a fool, my dear, with all his pride, and with all 
his complaisance, and affected regards to your injunctions . Yet 
his ready inventions 

Sometimes I think you should go to Lady Betty’s. I know 
not what to advise you to. I should , if you were not so intent 
upon reconciling yourself to your relations. Yet they are 
implacable. You can have no hopes from them. Your uncle’s 

II * A 88 3 
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errand to my mother may convinc'e you of that; and if you have 
an answer to your letter to your sister, that will confirm you, 
I dare say. 

You need not to have been afraid of asking me whether, upon 
reading your narrative, I thought any extenuation could lie 
for what you have done. I have, as above, before I had your 
question, told you my mind as to that. And I repeat, that 
I think, your provocations and inducements considered, you are 
free from blame: at least the freest that ever young creature 
was who took such a step. 

'But you took it not. You were driven on one side, and, possibly, 
tricked on the other. If any woman on earth shall be circum- 
stanced as you were, and shall hold out so long as you did against 
her persecutors on one hand, and her seducer on the other, 
I will forgive her for all the rest of her conduct, be it what it will. 

All your acquaintance, you may suppose, talk of nobody but 
you. Some indeed bring your admirable character for a plea 
against you: but nobody does, or can, acquit your father and 
uncles. 

Everybody seems apprised of your brother’s and sister’s 
motives. Your flight is, no doubt, the very thing they aimed 
to drive you to, by the various attacks they made upon you ; 
unhoping (as they must do all the time) the success of their 
schemes in Solmes’s behalf. They knew that if once you were 
restored to favour, the suspended love of your father and 
uncles, like a river breaking down a temporary obstruction, 
would return with double force; and that then you would expose 
and triumph over all their arts. And now, I hear, they enjoy 
their successful malice. 

Your father is all rage and violence. He ought, I am sure, 
to turn his rage inward. All your family accuse you of acting 
with deep art', and are put upon supposing that you are actually 
every hour exulting over them, with your man, in the success of it. 

They all pretend now, that your trial of Wednesday was to be 
the last. 

Advantage would indeed, my mother owns, have been taken 
of your yielding, if you had yielded. But had you not been to 
be prevailed upon, they would have given up their scheme, and 
taken your promise for renouncing Lovelace — Believe them 
who will! 

They own, however, that a minister was to be present. 
Mr. Solmes was to be at hand. And your father was previously 
to try his authority over you, in order to make you sign the 
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settlements. All of it a romantic contrivance of your wild- 
headed foolish brother, I make no doubt. Is it likely that he 
and Bell would have given way to your restoration to favour, 
supposing it in their power to hinder it, on any other terms than 
those their hearts had been so long set upon ? 

How they took your flight, when they found it out, may be 
better supposed than described. 

Your Aunt Hervey, it seems, was the first that went down to 
the ivy summer-house in order to acquaint you that their 
search was over. Betty followed her; and they not finding you 
there, went on towards the cascade, according to a hint of yours. 

Returning by the garden door, they met a servant [they don't 
say it was that Joseph Leman ; but it is very likely that it was 
he] running, as he said, from pursuing Mr. Lovelace (a great 
hedge-stake in his hand, and out of breath) to alarm the family. 

If it were this fellow, and if he were employed in the double 
agency of cheating them and cheating you, what shall we think 
of the wretch you are with? Run away from him, my dear, 
if so — no matter to whom — or marry him, if you cannot. 

Your aunt and all your family were accordingly alarmed by 
this fellow — evidently when too late for pursuit. They got 
together and, when a posse , ran to the place of interview; and 
some of them as far as to the tracks of the chariot-wheels, 
without stopping. And having heard the man’s tale upon the 
spot, a general lamentation, a mutual upbraiding, and rage, 
and grief, were echoed from the different persons, according to 
their different tempers and conceptions. And they returned 
like fools as they went. 

Your brother, at first, ordered horses and armed men to be 
got ready for a pursuit. Solmes and your Uncle Tony were to 
be of the party. But your mother and your Aunt Hervey 
dissuaded them from it, for fear of adding evil to evil; not 
doubting but Lovelace had taken measures to support himself 
in what he had done; and especially when the servant declared 
that he saw you run with him as fast as you could set foot to 
ground; and that there were several armed men on horseback 
at a small distance off. 

My mother’s absence was owing to her suspicion that the 
Knollys’s were to assist in our correspondence. She made 
them a visit upon it. She does everything at once. And they 
have promised that no more letters shall be left there without 
her knowledge. 
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But Mr. Hickman has engaged one Filmer, a husbandman, in 
the lane we call Finch Lane, near us, to receive them. Thither 
you will be pleased to direct yours, under cover, to Mr. John 
Soberton; and Mr. Hickman himself will call for them there; 
and there shall leave mine. It goes against me too, to make 
him so useful to me. He looks already so proud upon it! 
I shall have him (who knows?) give himself airs. He had best 
consider that the favour he has been long aiming at may put 
him into a very dangerous, a very ticklish situation. He that 
can oblige may disoblige — happy for some people not to have 
it in their power to offend ! 

I will have patience, if I can, for a while, to see if these 
bustlings in my mother will subside — but, upon my word, 
I will not long bear this usage. 

Sometimes I am ready to think that my mother carries it 
thus on purpose to tire me out, and to make me the sooner 
marry. If I find it to be so, and that Hickman, in order to make a 
merit with me, is in the low plot, I will never bear him in my sight. 

Plotting wretch as I doubt your man is, I wish to heaven that 
you were married, that you might brave them all; and not be 
forced to hide yourself and be hurried from one inconvenient 
place to another. I charge you, omit not to lay hold on any 
handsome opportunity that may offer for that purpose. 

Here again comes my mother 

• •••••• 

We look mighty glum upon each other, I can tell you. She 
had not best Harlowe me at this rate — I won’t bear it. 

I have a vast deal to write. I know not what to write first. 
Yet my mind is full, and ready to run over. 

I am got into a private corner of the garden, to be out of 
her way. Lord help these mothers! Do they think they can 
prevent a daughter’s writing, or doing anything she has a mind 
to do, by suspicion, watchfulness, and scolding? They had 
better place a confidence in one by half — a generous mind 
scorns to abuse a generous confidence. 

You have a nice, a very nice part to act with this wretch — 
who yet has, I think, but one plain path before him. I pity 
you — but you must make the best of the lot you have been 
forced to draw. Yet I see your difficulties. But if he do not 
offer to abuse your confidence, I would have you seem at least 
to place some in him. 

If you think not of marrying soon, I approve of your resolu- 
tion to fix somewhere out of his reach: and if he know not where 
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to find you, so much the better. Yet I verily believe they would 
force you back, could they but come at you, if they were not 
afraid of him. 

I think, by all means, you should demand of both your 
trustees to be put in possession of your own estate. Meantime 
I have sixty guineas at your service. I beg you will command 
them. Before they are gone, I ’ll take care you shall be further 
supplied. I don’t think you ’ll have a shilling or a shilling’s worth 
of your own from your relations, unless you extort it from them. 

As they believe you went away by your own consent, they are, 
it seems, equally surprised and glad that you have left your 
jewels and money behind you, and have contrived for clothes 
so ill. Very little likelihood this shows of their answering 
your requests. 

Indeed every one who knows not what I now know, must be 
at a loss to account for your flight, as they call it. And how, my 
dear, can one report it with any tolerable advantage to you? 
To say you did not intend it when you met him, who will believe 
it? To say that a person of your known steadiness and punctilio 
was over-persuaded when you gave him the meeting, how will 
that sound ? To say you were tricked out of yourself , and people 
were to give credit to it, how disreputable ! And while un- 
married, and yet with him, the man a man of such a character, 
what would it not lead a censuring world to think? 

I want to see how you put it in your letter for your clothes. 

As you may depend upon all the little spiteful things they can 
offer, instead of sending what you write for, pray accept the 
sum I tender. What will seven guineas do? And I will find 
a way to send you also any of my clothes and linen for present 
supply. I beg, my dearest Clarissa, that you will not put your 
Anna Howe upon a foot with Lovelace, in refusing to accept of 
my offer. If you do not oblige me, I shall be apt to think that 
you rather incline to be obliged to him than to favour me. And 
if I find this, I shall not know how to reconcile it with your 
delicacy in other respects. 

Pray inform me of everything that passes between you and 
him. My cares for you (however needless from your own 
prudence) make me wish you to continue to be very minute. 
If anything occur that you would tell me of if I were present, 
fail not to put it down in writing, although, from your natural 
diffidence, it should not appear to you altogether so worthy of 
your pen or of my knowing. A stander-by may see more of 
the game than one that plays. Great consequences, like great 
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folks, are generally attended, and even made great, by small 
causes and little incidents. 

Upon the whole, I do not think it is in your power to dismiss 
him when you please. I apprised you beforehand that it would 
not. I repeat therefore, that were I you, I would at least seem 
to place some confidence in him. So long as he is decent, 
you may. Very visibly observable, to such delicacy as yours, 
must be that behaviour in him which will make him unworthy 
of some confidence. 

Your relations, according to what old Antony says to my 
mother , and she to me (by way of threatening that you will not 
gain your supposed ends upon them by your flight), seem to 
expect that you will throw yourself into Lady Betty’s pro- 
tection ; and that she will offer to mediate for you : and they vow 
that they will never hearken to any terms of accommodation 
that shall come from that quarter. They might speak out, and 
say from any quarter; for I dare aver that your brother and 
sister will not let them cool — at least till their uncles have made 
such dispositions, and perhaps your father too, as they would 
have them make. 

As this letter will apprise you of an alteration in the place 
to which you must direct your next, I send it by a friend of 
Mr. Hickman, who may be depended upon. He has business 
in the neighbourhood of Mrs. Sorlings; and he knows her. He 
will return to Mr. Hickman this night; and bring back any letter 
you shall have ready to send, or can get ready. It is moonlight. 
He ’ll not mind waiting for you. I choose not to send by any 
of Mr. Hickman’s servants — at present, however. Every hour 
is now, or may be, important; and may make an alteration in 
your resolutions necessary. 

I hear at this instant my mother calling about her, and putting 
everybody into motion. She will soon, I suppose, make me 
and my employment the subjects of her inquiry. 

Adieu, my dear. May Heaven preserve you, and restore you 
with honour as unsullied as your mind to 

Your ever affectionate 

Anna Howe. 

Letter 11 — Miss Clarissa Harloive to Miss Hoive 

Thursday Afternoon, April 13. 

I am infinitely concerned, my ever dear and ever kind friend, 
that I am the sad occasion of the displeasure between your 
mother and you. How many persons have I made unhappy! 
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Had I not to console myself that my error is not owing to 
wicked precipitation, I should be the most miserable of all 
creatures. As it is, I am enough punished in the loss of my 
character , more valuable to me than my life; and in the cruel 
doubts and perplexities which, conflicting with my hopes, and 
each getting the victory by turns, harrow up my soul between 
them. 

I think, however, that you should obey your mother; and 
decline a correspondence with me; at least for the present. 
Take care how you fall into my error ; for that began with carrying 
on a prohibited correspondence ; a correspondence which I thought 
it in my power to discontinue at pleasure. My talent is scrib- 
bling, and I the readier fell into this freedom, as I found delight 
in writing; having motives too which I thought laudable; and, 
at one time, the permission of all my friends to write to him . 1 

Yet as to this correspondence, what hurt could arise from it, 
if your mother could be prevailed upon to permit it to be 
continued? So much prudence and discretion as you have; 
and you, in writing to me, lying under no temptation of following 
so bad an example as I have set — my letters too occasionally 
filled with self-accusation. 

I thank you, my dear, most cordially I thank you, for your 
kind offers. You may be assured that I will sooner be beholden 
to you than to anybody living. To Mr. Lovelace the last. Do 
not therefore think that by declining your favours I have an 
intention to lay myself under obligation to him. 

I am willing to hope (notwithstanding what you write) that 
my friends will send me my little money, together with my 
clothes. They are too considerate, some of them at least, to 
permit that I should be put to such low difficulties. Perhaps 
they will not be in haste to oblige me. But if not, I cannot yet 
want. I believe you think I must not dispute with Mr. Lovelace 
the expenses of the road and lodgings till I can get to a fixed 
abode. But I hope soon to put an end even to those sort of 
obligations. 

Small hopes indeed of a reconciliation from your account of 
my uncle’s visit to your mother, in order to set her against an 
almost friendless creature whom once he loved ! But is it not 
my duty to try for it ? Ought I to widen my error by obstinacy 
and resentment because of their resentment; which must appear 
reasonable to them, as they suppose my flight premeditated ; 
and as they are made to believe that I am capable of triumphing 

1 See vol. i, p. 12. 
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in it, and over them, with the man they hate ? When I have done 
all in my power to restore myself to their favour, I shall have the 
less to reproach myself with. 

These considerations make me waver about following your 
advice in relation to marriage ; and the rather, as he is so full 
of complaisance with regard to my former conditions, which he 
calls my injunctions . Nor can I, now that my friends, as you 
inform me, have so strenuously declared against accepting of 
the mediation of the ladies of Mr. Lovelace' s family, put myself 
into their protection, unless I am resolved to give up all hopes 
of a reconciliation with my own. 

Yet if any happy introduction could be thought of to effect 
this desirable purpose, how shall terms be proposed to my 
father while this man is with me, or near me? On the other 
hand, should they in his absence get me back by force (and this 
you are of opinion they w ould attempt to do, but in fear of him), 
how will their severest acts of compulsion be justified by my 
flight from them ? Meanwhile, to what censures, as you remind 
me, do I expose myself while he and I are together and un- 
married ! Yet (can I with patience ask the question?) is it in 
my poiver ? O my dear Miss Howe! And am I so reduced, as 
that, to save the poor remains of my reputation in the world’s 
eye, I must watch the gracious motion from this man’s lips? 

Were my Cousin Morden in England, all might still perhaps 
be determined happily. 

If no other mediation than his can be procured to set on foot 
the wished-for reconciliation, and if my situation with Mr. Love- 
lace alter not in the interim, I must endeavour to keep myself 
in a state of independence till he arrive, that I may be at liberty 
to govern myself by his advice and direction. 

I w ill acquaint you, as you desire, with all that passes between 
Mr. Lovelace and me. Hitherto I have not discovered anything 
in his behaviour that is very exceptionable. Yet I cannot say 
that I think the respect he shows me, an easy, unrestrained, and 
natural respect; although I can hardly tell where the fault is. 

13ut he has doubtless an arrogant and encroaching spirit. Nor 
is he so polite as his education, and other advantages, might 
have made one expect him to be. He seems, in short, to be 
one who has always had too much of his own will to study to 
accommodate himself to that of others. 

As to the placing of some confidence in him, I shall be as ready 
to take your advice in this particular as in all others, and as he 
wull be to deserve it. But tricked away as I was by him, not 
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only against my judgment, but my inclination, can he, or anybody, 
expect that I should immediately treat him with complaisance, 
as if I acknowledged obligation to him for carrying me away? 

If I did, must he not either think me a vile dissembler before he 

gained that point, or afterwards? . 

Indeed, indeed, my dear, I could tear my hair, on reconsidering 
what you write (as to the probability that the dreaded Wednesday 
was more dreaded than it needed to be), to think that I should 
be thus tricked by this man; and that, in all likelihood, through 
his vile agent Joseph Leman. So premeditated and elaborate 
a wickedness as it must be ! Must I not, with such a man , be 
wanting to myself, if I were not jealous and vigilant? Yet what 
a life to live for a spirit so open, and naturally so unsuspicious , 

as mine ! , 

I am obliged to Mr. Hickman for the assistance he is so 

kindly ready to give to our correspondence. He is so little 

likely to make himself an additional merit with the daughter 

upon it, that I shall be very sorry if he risk anything with the 

mother by it. . . 

I am now in a state of obligation : so must rest satisfied with 

whatever I cannot help. Whom have I the power, once so 

precious to me, of obliging? What I mean, my dear, is that I 

ought, perhaps, to expect that my influences over you are 

weakened by my indiscretion. Nevertheless, I will not, if I can 

help it, desert myself, nor give up the privilege you used to allow 

me, of telling you what I think of such parts of your conduct 

as I may not approve. 

You must permit me therefore (severe as your mother is 
against an undesigning offender) to say that I think your live- 
liness to her inexcusable — to pass over, for this time, what never- 
theless concerns me not a little, the free treatment you almost 

indiscriminately give to my relations. 

If you will not, for your duty's sake, forbear your tauntmgs 
and impatience, let me beseech you that you will for mine. 
since otherwise your mother may apprehend that my example, 
like a leaven, is working itself into the mind of her beloved 
daughter. And may not such an apprehension give her an 

irreconcilable displeasure against me? 

I enclose the copy of my letter to my sister, which you are 
desirous to see. You will observe that, although I have not 
demanded my estate in form, and of my trustees, yet that I 
have hinted at leave to retire to it. How joyfully would I keep 
my word if they would accept of the offer I renew ! It was not 
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proper, I believe you will think, on many accounts, to own that 
I was carried off against my inclination. I am, my dearest 
friend, 

Your ever obliged and affectionate 

Cl. Harlowe. 


Letter 111 — To Miss Arabella Harlowe 


[ Enclosed to Miss Howe in the preceding\ 


St . Albans , Apr . ii. 


My dear Sister, — I have, I confess, been guilty of an action 
which carried with it a rash and undutiful appearance. And 
I should have thought it an inexcusable one had I been used 
with less severity than I have been of late ; and had I not had 
too great reason to apprehend that I was to be made a sacrifice 
to a man I could not bear to think of. But what is done, is 
done — perhaps I could wish it had not; and that I had trusted 
to the relenting of my dear and honoured parents. Yet this 
from no other motives but those of duty to them. To whom 
I am ready to return (if I may not be permitted to retire to 
The Grove') on conditions which I before offered to comply with. 

Nor shall I be in any sort of dependence upon the person by 
whose means I have taken this truly reluctant step , inconsistent 
with any reasonable engagement I shall enter into if I am not 
further precipitated. Let me not have it to say now, at this 
important crisis! that I have a sister, but not a friend in that 
sister. My reputation, dearer to me than life (whatever you 
may imagine from the step I have taken), is suffering. A little 
lenity will, even yet, in a great measure, restore it, and make 
that pass for a temporary misunderstanding only which other- 
wise will be a stain as durable as life, upon a creature who has 
already been treated with great unkindness , to use no harsher 
a word. 

For your own sake therefore, for my brother’s sake, by whom 
(I must say) I have been thus precipitated, and for all the family’s 
sake, aggravate not my fault, if, on recollecting everything, you 
think it one; nor by widening the unhappy difference, expose a 
sister for ever — prays 

Your affectionate 


Cl. Harlowe. 


I shall take it for a very great favour to have my clothes 
directly sent me, together with fifty guineas, which you will 
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find in my escritoire (of which I enclose the key); as also the 
divinity and miscellany classes of my little library; and, if it 
be thought fit, my jewels — directed for me, to be left till called 

for, at Mr. Osgood’s, near Soho Square. 

Letter IV — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford, Esq. 

Mr. Lovelace , in continuation of his last letter (No. xcix of vol. i), 
gives an account to his friend (pretty much to the same effect 
with the lady's) of all that passed between them at the inns , in 
the journey, and till their fixing at Mrs. S or ling s' s. To avoid 
repetition, those passages in his narrative are only extracted 
which will serve to embellish hers ; to open his views ; or to 
display the humorous talent he was noted for. 

At their alighting at the inn at St. Albans on Monday night, 

thus he writes : 

The people who came about us, as we alighted, seemed by 
their jaw-fallen faces and goggling eyes, to wonder at beholding 
a charming young lady, majesty in her air and aspect, so 
composedly dressed, yet with features so discomposed, come oil 
a journey which had made the cattle smoke and the servants 
sweat. I read their curiosity in their faces, and my beloved s 
uneasiness in hers. She cast a conscious glance, as she alighted, 
upon her habit, which was no habit, and repulsively, as I may 
say, quitting my assisting hand, hurried into the house. . . . 

Ovid was not a greater master of metamorphoses than thy 
friend. To the mistress of the house I instantly changed her into a 
sister, brought off by surprise from a near relation’s (where she 
had wintered) to prevent her marrying a confounded rake [I love 
always to go as near the truth as I can], whom her father and 
mother, her elder sister, and all her loving uncles, aunts, and 
cousins abhorred. This accounted for my charmer’s expected 
sullens; for her displeasure when she was to join me again, weie 
it to hold; for her unsuitable dress upon the road; and, at the 
same time, gave her a proper and seasonable assurance of my 

honourable views. 77 

Upon the debate between the lady and him , and particularly 
upon that part where she upbraids him with putting a young 
creature upon making a sacrifice of her duty and conscience, 
he writes : 

All these, and still more mortifying things, she said. 

I heard her in silence. But when it came to my turn, I 
pleaded, I argued, I answered her, as well as I could. And 
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when humility would not do, I raised my voice, and suffered 
my eye to sparkle with anger : hoping to take advantage of that 
sweet cowardice which is so amiable in the sex, and to which 
my victory over this proud beauty is principally owing. 

She was not intimidated, however; and was going to rise 
upon me in her temper; and would have broken in upon my 
defence. But when a man talks to a woman upon such subjects, 
let her be ever so much in alt , ’tis strange if he cannot throw out 
a tub to the whale; that is to say, if he cannot divert her from 
resenting one bold thing by uttering two or three full as bold; 
but for which more favourable interpretations will lie. 

To that part where she tells him of the difficulty she made to 
correspond with him at first , thus he writes : 

Very true, my precious! And innumerable have been the 
difficulties thou hast made me struggle with. But one day 
thou mayest wish that thou hadst spared this boast; as well 
as those other pretty haughtinesses: “That thou didst not 
reject Solmes for my sake: that my glory, if I valued myself 
upon carrying thee off, was thy shame: that I have more merit 
with myself than with thee or anybody else \what a coxcomb 
she makes me, Jack /] : that thou wishest thyself in thy father’s 
house again, whatever were to be the consequence .” If I forgive 
thee, charmer, for these hints, for these reflections, for these 
wishes, for these contempts, I am not the Lovelace I have been 
reputed to be; and that thy treatment of me shows that thou 
thinkest I am. 

In short, her whole air throughout this debate expressed a 
majestic kind of indignation, which implied a believed superiority 
of talents over the person to whom she spoke. 

Thou hast heard me often expatiate upon the pitiful figure 
a man must make, whose wife has , or believes she has, more sense 
than himself. A thousand reasons could I give why I ought 
not to think of marrying Miss Clarissa Harlowe: at least till 
I can be sure that she loves me with the preference I must expect 
from a wife. 

I begin to stagger in my resolutions. Ever averse as I was 
to the hymeneal shackles, how easily will old prejudices recur! 
Heaven give me the heart to be honest to my Clarissa ! There ’s 
a prayer. Jack ! If I should not be heard, what a sad thing would 
that be for the most admirable of women! Yet, as I do not 
often trouble Heaven with my prayers, who knows but this 
may be granted ? 

But there lie before me such charming difficulties, such scenery 
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for intrigue, for stratagem, for enterprise. What a horrible thing 
that my talents point all that way — when I know what is 
honourable and just; and would almost wish to be honest. 
Almost, I say; for such a varlet am I, that I cannot altogether 
wish it, for the soul of me ! Such a triumph over the whole 
sex if I can subdue this lady! My maiden vow, as I may call 
it' 9 For did not the sex begin with me? And does this lady 
spare me? Thinkest thou. Jack, that I should have spared my 
Rosebud, had I been set at defiance thus? Her grandmother 
besought me, at first, to spare her Rosebud ; and when a girl is 
put, or puts herself, into a man’s power, what can he wish for 
further ? while I always considered opposition and resistance as 
a challenge to do my worst. 1 

Why, why will the dear creature take such pains to appear 
all ice to me? Why will she, by her pride, awaken mine ? Hast 
thou not seen, in the above, how contemptibly she treats me . 
What have I not suffered for her, and even from her ? Ought 
I to bear being told that she will despise me, if I value myself 
above that odious Solmes? 

Then she cuts me short in all my ardours. To vow fidelity is, 
by a cursed turn upon me, to show that there is reason, in my 
own opinion, for doubt of it. The very same reflection upon 
me once before. 2 In my power, or out of my power, all one 
to this lady. So, Belford, my poor vows are crammed down my 
throat before they can well rise to my lips. And what can a 
lover say to his mistress if she will neither let him he noi 
swear ? 

One little piece of artifice I had recourse to: when she pushed 
so hard for me to leave her, I made a request to her, upon a 
condition she could not refuse; and pretended as much gratitude 
upon her granting it, as if it were a favour of the last consequence. 

And what was this? But to promise what she had before 
promised, “Never to marry any other man, while I am living 
and single, unless I should give her cause for high disgust 
against me.” This, you know, was promising nothing, because 
she could be offended at any time ; and was to be the sole judge 
of the offence. But it showed her how reasonable and just my 
expectations were; and that I was no encroacher. 

She consented ; and asked what security I expected ? 

Her word only. 

She gave me her word : but I besought her excuse for sealing 
it: and in the same moment (since to have waited for consent 

1 See vol. i, p. 170. 2 Ibid. p. 289. 
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would have been asking for a denial) saluted her. And, believe 
me or not, but, as I hope to live, it was the first time I had the 
courage to touch her charming lips with mine. And this I tell 
thee, Belford, that that single pressure (as modestly put too, as 
if I were as much a virgin as herself, that she might not be afraid 
of me another time) delighted me more than ever I was delighted 
by the ultimatum with any other woman. So precious does 
awe, reverence, and apprehended prohibition make a favour! 

And now, Belford, I am only afraid that I shall be too cunning; 
for she does not at present talk enough for me. I hardly know 
what to make of the dear creature yet. 

I topped the brother’s part on Monday night before the 
landlady at St. Albans; asking my sister’s pardon for carrying 
her off so unprepared for a journey; prated of the joy my father 
and mother, and all our friends, would have on receiving her; 
and this with so many circumstances, that I perceived, by a 
look she gave me, that went through my very veins, that I had 
gone too far. I apologized for it indeed when alone; but I could 
not penetrate, for the soul of me, whether I made the matter 
better or worse by it. 

But I am of too frank a nature: my success, and the joy I have 
because of the jewel I am half in possession of, has not only 
unlocked my bosom, but left the door quite open. 

This is a confounded sly sex. Would she but speak out, as 
I do — but I must learn reserves of her. 

She must needs be unprovided of money: but has too much 
pride to accept of any from me. I would have had her to go to 
town [to town, if possible, must I get her to consent to go] in order 
to provide herself with the richest of silks which that can 
afford. But neither is this to be assented to. And yet, as my 
intelligencer acquaints me, her implacable relations are resolved 
to distress her all they can. 

These wretches have been most gloriously raving, ever since 
her flight; and still, thank Heaven, continue to rave; and will, 
I hope, for a twelvemonth to come. Now, at last, it is my 
day ! 

Bitterly do they regret that they permitted her poultry visits 
and garden walks, which gave her the opportunity to effect an 
escape which they suppose preconcerted. For, as to her dining 
in the ivy-bower, they had a cunning design to answer upon 
her in that permission, as Betty told Joseph her lover. 1 

1 hey lost, they say, an excellent pretence for confining her 

1 See vol. i, p. 469. 
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more closely on my threatening to rescue her, if they offered 
to carry her against her will to old Antony’s moated house. 1 
For this, as I told thee at the Hart, and as I once hinted to the 
dear creature herself, 2 they had it in deliberation to do; appre- 
hending that I might attempt to carry her off, either with or 
without her consent, on some one of those connived-at excursions. 

But here my honest Joseph, who gave me the information, 
was of admirable service to me. I had taught him to make 
the Harlowes believe that I was as communicative to my 
servants as their stupid James was to Joseph 3 : Joseph, as they 
supposed, by tampering with Will, 4 got at all my secrets, and 
was acquainted with all my motions: and having also undertaken 
to watch all those of his young lady, 5 the wise family were 
secure; and so was my beloved; and so was I. 

I once had it in my head (and hinted it to thee 6 in a former), 
in case such a step should be necessary, to attempt to carry her 
off by surprise from the wood-house; as it is remote from the 
dwelling-house. This, had I attempted, I should certainly have 
effected, by the help of the confraternity: and it would have been 
an action worthy of us all. But Joseph’s conscience, as he 
called it, stood in my way; for he thought it must have been 
known to be done by his connivance. I could, I dare say, have 
overcome this scruple, as easily as 1 did niany of his others , had 
I not depended at one time upon her meeting me at a midnight 
or late hour [and, if she had, she never would have gone back]; 
at other times, upon the cunning family’s doing my work for 
me, equally against their knowledge or their wills. 

For well I knew that James and Arabella were determined 
never to leave off their foolish trials and provocations till, by 
tiring her out, they had either made her Solmes’s wife, or guilty 
of some such rashness as should throw her for ever out of the 
favour of both her uncles; though they had too much malice 
in their heads to intend service to me by their persecutions of her. 

Letter V — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford y Esq. 

\ln continuation] 

I obliged the dear creature highly, I could perceive, by bringing 
Mrs. Greme to attend her, and to suffer that good woman’s 
recommendation of lodgings to take place, on her refusal to go 
to The Lawn. 

1 See vol. i, pp. 408-9, 424. 2 Ibid. p. 408. See also ibid. p. 460. 

3 Ibid. pp. 466, 470. 5 Ibid. pp. 147-8, 173. 

* This will be further explained in Letter xiv of this volume. 

* Ibid. p. 174. 
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She must believe all my views to be honourable, when I had 
provided for her no particular lodgings, leaving it to her choice 
whether she would go to M. Hall, to The Lawn , to London, or to 
either of the dowagers of my family. 

She was visibly pleased with my motion of putting Mrs. Greme 
into the chaise with her, and riding on horseback myself. 

Some people would have been apprehensive of what might 
pa-ss between her and Mrs. Greme. But as all my relations either 
know or believe the justice of my intentions by her, I was in no 
pain on that account; and the less, as I have been always above 
hypocrisy, or wishing to be thought better than I am. And 
indeed, what occasion has a man to be a hypocrite, who has 
hitherto found his views upon the sex better answered for his 
being known to be a rake? Why, even my beloved here denied 
not to correspond with me, though her friends had taught her 
to think me a libertine. Who then would be trying a new and 
worse character? 

And then Mrs. Greme is a pious matron, and would not have 
been biased against the truth on any consideration. She used 
formerly, while there were any hopes of my reformation, to 
pray for me. She hardly continues the good custom, I doubt; 
for her worthy lord makes no scruple, occasionally, to rave 
against me to man, woman, and child, as they come in his 
way. He is very undutiful, as thou knowest. Surely I may 
say so; since all duties are reciprocal. But for Mrs. Greme, 
poor woman \ when my lord lias the gout, and is at The Lawn, 
and the chaplain not to be found, she prays by him, or reads a 
chapter to him in the Bible or some other good book. 

Was it not therefore right to introduce such a good sort of 
woman to the dear creature; and to leave them, without reserve, 
to their own talk? And very busy in talk I saw they were, as 
they rode; and felt it too; for most charmingly glowed my cheeks. 

I hope I shall be honest, I once more say: but as we frail 
mortals are not our own masters at all times, I must endeavour 
to keep the dear creature unapprehensive until I can get her to 
our acquaintance' s in London , or to some other safe place there. 
Should I, in the interim, give her the least room for suspicion; 
or offer to restrain her; she can make her appeals to strangers, 
and call the country in upon me; and, perhaps, throw herself 
upon her relations on their own terms. And were I now to 
lose her, how unworthy should I be to be the prince and leader 
of such a confraternity as ours ! — how unable to look up among 
men ! or to show my face among women ! 
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As things at present stand, she dare not own that she went off 
against her own consent; and I have taken care to make all the 

implacable s believe that she escaped with it. 

She has received an answer from Miss Howe, to the letter 

written to her from St. Albans . 1 

Whatever are the contents, I know not; but she was drowned 

in tears on the perusal of it. And I am the sufferer. 

Miss Howe is a charming creature too; but confoundedly 
smart and spiritful. I am a good deal afraid of her Her 
mother can hardly keep her in. I must continue to play oft 
old Antony , by my honest Joseph , upon that mother, in order to 
manage that daughter, and oblige my beloved to an absolute 

dependence upon myself . 2 . . _ . . 

Mrs. Howe is impatient of contradiction. So is Miss. A 
young lady who is sensible that she has all the maternal requi- 
sites herself, to be under maternal control ; fine ground for a 
man of intrigue to build upon! A mother over-notable; a 
daughter over-sensible; and their Hickman, who is over- 

neither; but merely a passive 

Only that I have an object still more desirable ! 

Yet how unhappy that these two young ladies lived so near 
each other, and are so well acquainted ! Else how charmingly 
might I have managed them both! 

But one man cannot have every woman worth having — pity 
though — when the man is such a very clever fellow ! 


Letter VI — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford } Esq. 

[In conti 7 ination\ 

Never was there such a pair of scribbling lovers as we; yet 
perhaps whom it so much concerns to keep from each other 
what each writes. She won’ t have anything else to do. I would , 
if she ’d let me. I am not reformed enough for a husband. 
Patience is a virtue , Lord M. says. Slow and sure is another of 
his sentences. If I had not a great deal of that virtue, I should 
not have waited the Harlowes’ own time of ripening into 
execution my plots upon themselves and upon their goddess 
daughter. 

My beloved has been writing to her saucy friend, I believe, all 
that has befallen her, and what has passed between us hitherto. 
She will possibly have fine subjects for her pen, if she be as 
minute as I am. 

1 See vol. i, Letter xcii. 


3 See vol. i, pp. 147-8. 
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I would not be so barbarous as to permit old Antony to set 
Mrs. Howe against her, did I not dread the consequence of the 
correspondence between the two young ladies. So lively the 
one, so vigilan*-, so prudent both, who would not wish to outwit 
such girls, and to be able to twirl them round his finger? 

My charmer has written to her sister for her clothes, for some 
gold, and for some of her books. What books can tell her more 
than she knows? But 1 can. So she had better study me. 

She may write. She must be obliged to me at last, with all 
her pride. Miss Howe indeed will be ready enough to supply 
her; but I question whether she can do it without her mother, 
who is as covetous as the grave. And my agent’s agent, old 
Antony, has already given the mother a hint which will make her 
jealous of pecnniaries. 

Besides, if Miss Howe has money by her, I can put her mother 
upon borrowing it of her: nor blame me. Jack, for contrivances 
that have their foundation in generosity. Thou knowest my 
spirit ; and that I should be proud to lay an obligation upon my 
charmer to the amount of half, nay, to the whole of my estate. 
Lord M. has more for me than I can ever wish for. My pre- 
dominant passion is girl, not gold ; nor value I this, but it helps 
me to that, and gives me independence. 

I was forced to put it into the sweet novice’s head, as well 
for my sake as for hers (lest we should be traceable by her 
direction), whither to direct the sending of her clothes, if they 
incline to do her that small piece of justice. 

If they do, I shall begin to dread a reconciliation; and must 
be forced to muse for a contrivance or two, to prevent it; and 
to avoid mischief. For that (as I have told honest Joseph 
Leman) is a great point with me. 

Thou wilt think me a sad fellow, I doubt. But are not all 
rakes sad fellows? And art not thou, to thy little power, as 
bad as any? If thou dost all that ’s in thy head and in thy heart 
to do, thou art worse than I; for I do not, I assure thee. 

I proposed, and she consented, that her clothes, or whatever 
else her relations should think fit to send her, should be directed 
to thy Cousin Osgood’s. Let a special messenger, at my charge, 
bring me any letter, or portable parcel, that shall come. If not 
portable, give me notice of it. But thou ’It have no trouble of 
this sort from her relations, I dare be sworn. And, in this 
assurance, I will leave them, I think, to act upon their own 
heads. A man would have no more to answer for than 
needs must. 
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But one thing, while I think of it ; which is of great importance 
to be attended to. You must hereafter write to me in character, 
as I shall do to you. It would be a confounded thing to be 
blown up by a train of my own laying. And who knows what 
opportunities a man in love may give against himself? In 
changing a coat or waistcoat something might be forgotten. 

I once suffered that way. Then for the sex’s curiosity, it is but 
remembering, in order to guard against it, that the name of 
their common mother was Eve. 

Another thing remember; I have changed my name: changed 
it without an Act of Parliament. “Robert Huntingford ” it is 
now. Continue Esquire. It is a respectable addition, although 
every sorry fellow assumes it, almost to the banishment of the 
usual travelling one of Captain. “To be left till called for, at 
the post-house at Hertford.” 

Upon naming thee, she asked thy character. I gave thee a 
better than thou deservest, in order to do credit to myself. Yet 
I told her that thou wert an awkward fellow ; and this to do 
credit to thee, that she may not, if ever she be to see thee, expect 
a cleverer man than she ’ll find. Yet thy apparent awkwardness 
befriends thee not a little: for wert thou a sightly mortal, people 
would discover nothing extraordinary in thee when they con- 
versed with thee: whereas seeing a bear, they are surprised to 
find in thee anything that is like a man. Felicitate thyself then 
upon thy defects; which are evidently thy principal perfections ; 
and which occasion thee a distinction which otherwise thou 
wouldst never have. 

The lodgings we are in at present are not convenient. I was 
so delicate as to find fault with them, as communicating with 
each other, because I knew she would ; and told her that, were 
I sure she was safe from pursuit, I would leave her in them 
(since such was her earnest desire and expectation) and go to 

London. 

She must be an infidel against all reason and appearances, if 
I do not banish even the shadow of mistrust from her hearty 
Here are two young likely girls, daughters of the widow 
Sorlings; that ’s the name of our landlady. 

I have only, at present, admired them in their dairy-works. 
How greedily do the sex swallow praise ! Hid I not once, in 
the streets of London, see a well-dressed handsome girl laugh, 
bridle, and visibly enjoy the praises of a sooty dog, a chimney- 
sweeper: who, with his empty sack across his shoulder, after 
giving her the way, stopped, and held up his brush and shovel 
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in admiration of her? Egad, girl, thought I, I despise thee as 
Lovelace: but were I the chimney-sweeper, and could only 
contrive to get into thy presence, my life to thy virtue, I would 
have thee. 

So pleased was I with the younger Sorlings, for the elegance 
of her works, that I kissed her, and she made me a curtsy for 
my condescension; and blushed, and seemed sensible all oven 
encouragingly, yet innocently, she adjusted her handkerchief, 
and looked towards the door, as much as to say she would not 
tell were I to kiss her again. 

Her elder sister popped upon her. The conscious girl blushed 
again, and looked so confounded, that I made an excuse for her 
which gratified both. Mrs. Betty, said I, I have been so much 
pleased with the neatness of your dairy-works, that I could not 
help saluting your sister: you have your share of merit in them, 
I am sure — give me leave 

Good souls! I like them both. She curtsied tool How 
I love a grateful temper! Oh, that my Clarissa were but half so 
acknowledging ! 

I think I must get one of them to attend my charmer when 
she removes. The mother seems to be a notable woman. She 
had not best, however, be too notable: since, were she by suspi- 
cion to give a face of difficulty to the matter, it would prepare 
me for a trial with one or both the daughters. 

Allow me a little rodomontade. Jack — but really and truly 
my heart is fixed. I can think of no creature breathing of the 
sex but my Gloriana. 


Letter VII — Air. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

[In continuation] 

This is Wednesday; the day that I was to have lost my charmer 
for ever to the hideous Solmes ! With what high satisfaction 
and heart’s ease can I now sit down and triumph over my men 
in straw at Harlowe Place! Yet ’tis perhaps best for them 
that she got off as she did. Who knows what consequences 
might have followed upon my attending her in; or (if she had 
not met me) upon my projected visit, followed by my 
myrmidons? 

But had I even gone in with her unaccompanied, I think I had 
but little reason for apprehension: for well thou knowest that 
the tame spirits which value themselves upon reputation, and are 
held within the skirts of the law by political considerations only. 



VII] CLARISSA HARLOWE 23 

may be compared to an infectious spider; which will run into 
his hole the moment one of his threads is touched by a finger 
that can crush him, leaving all his toils defenceless, and to be 
brushed down at the will of the potent invader. While a silly 
fly, that has neither courage nor strength to resist, no sooner 
gives notice by its buzz and its struggle, of its being entangled, 
but out steps the self-circumscribed tyrant, winds round and 
round the poor insect, till he covers it with his bowel-spun toils; 
and when so fully secured that it can neither move leg nor wing, 
suspends it, as if for a spectacle to be exulted over: then stalking 
to the door of its cell, turns about, gloats over it at a distance; 
and, sometimes advancing, sometimes retiring, preys at leisure 
upon its vitals. 

But now I think of it, will not this comparison do as well 
for the entangled girls as for the tame spirits? Better, o* my 
conscience! ’Tis but comparing the spider to us brave fellows; 
and it quadrates. 

Whatever our hearts are in, our heads will follow. Begin 
with spiders , with flies, with what we will, girl is the centre of 
gravity, and we all naturally tend to it. 

Nevertheless, to recur; I cannot but observe that these tame 
spirits stand a poor chance in a fairly offensive war with such of 
us mad fellows as are above all law, and scorn to skulk behind 
the hypocritical screen of reputation. 

Thou knowest that I never scrupled to throw myself among 
numbers of adversaries; the more the safer: one or two, no fear, 
will take the part of a single adventurer, if not intentionally, in 
fact: holding him in, while others hold in the principal antagonist, 
to the augmentation of their mutual prowess, till both are pre- 
vailed upon to compromise, or one to be absent. So that upon the 
whole, the law-breakers have the advantage of the law-keepers 
all the world over; at least for a time, and till they have run to 
the end of their race. Add to this, in the question between me 
and the Harlowes, that the whole family of them must know 
that they have injured me — must therefore be afraid of me. 
Did they not, at their own church, clustei together like bees 
when they saw me enter it? Nor knew they which should 
venture out first when the service was over. 

James, indeed, was not there. If he had, he would perhaps 
have endeavoured to look valiant. But there is a sort of valour 
in the face, which, by its over- bluster, shows fear in the heart : 
just such a face would James Harlowe’s have been had I made 
them a visit. 
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When I have had such a face and such a heart as I have 
described to deal with, I have been all calm and serene, and left 
it to the friends of the blusterer (as I have done to the Harlowes) 
to do my work for me. 

I am about mustering up in my memory all that I have ever 
done that has been thought praiseworthy, or but barely toler- 
able. I am afraid thou canst not help me to many remembrances 
of this sort; because I never was so bad as since I have known 
thee. 

Have I not had it in my heart to do some good that thou canst 
remind me of? Study for me. Jack. I have recollected several 
instances which I think will tell in. But see if thou canst not 
help me to some which I may have forgotten. 

This I may venture to say, that the principal blot in my 
escutcheon is owing to these girls, these confounded girls. But 
for them I could go to church with a good conscience: but when 
I do, there they are. Everywhere does Satan spread his snares 
for me! 

But, now I think of it, what if our governors should appoin 
churches for the women only, and others for the men? Full a 
proper, I think, for the promoting of true piety in both (muck 
better than the synagogue-lattices), as separate boarding-schools 
for their education. 

There are already male and female dedications of churches. 

St. Swithin’s, St. Stephen’s, St. Thomas’s, St. George’s, and 
so forth, might be appropriated to the men; and the Santa 
Katharina’s, Santa Anna’s, Santa Maria’s, Santa Margaretta’s 
for the women. 

Yet were it so, and life to be the forfeiture of being found at 
the female churches, I believe that I, like a second Clodius, 
should change my dress, to come at my Portia or Pompeia. 
though one the daughter of a Cato, the other the wife of a Caesar. 

But how I excurse ! Yet thou usedst to say thou likedst my 
excursions. If thou dost, thou ’It have enow of them: for I 
never had a subject I so much adored; and with which I shall 
probably be compelled to have so much patience, before I strike 
the blow; if the blow I do strike. 

But let me call myself back to my recordation-subject. Thou 
needest not remind me of my Rosebud. I have her in my head ; 
and, moreover, have contrived to give my fair one a hint of 
that affair by the agency of honest Joseph Leman 1 ; although 
I have not reaped the hoped-for credit of her acknowledgment. 

1 See vol. i, pp. 326, 353* 
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That ’s the devil; and it was always my hard fate. Every- 
thing I do that is good is but as I ought \ Everything of a con- 
trary nature is brought into the most glaring light against me ! 
Is this fair? Ought not a balance to be struck? and the credit 
carried to my account? Yet I must own too, that I half grudge 
Johnny this blooming maiden; for, in truth, I think a fine woman 
too rich a jewel to hang about a poor man's neck. 

Surely, Jack, if I am guilty of a fault in my universal adora- 
tions of the sex, the women in general ought to love me the 
better for it. 

And so they do, I thank them heartily ; except here and there 
a covetous little rogue comes across me, who, under the pretence 
of loving virtue for its own sake, wants to have me all to herself. 

I have rambled enough. 

Adieu, for the present. 


Letter VI 11 — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Thursday Night , April 13. 

I always loved writing, and my unhappy situation gives me 
now enough of it; and you, I fear, too much I have had 
another very warm debate with Mr. Lovelace. It brought on 
the subject which you advised me not to decline when it hand- 
somely offered. And I want to have either your acquittal or 
blame for having suffered it to go off without effect. 

The impatient wretch sent up to me several times, while 
I was writing my last to you, to desire my company: yet his 
business nothing particular; only to hear him talk. The man 
seems pleased with his own volubility; and, whenever he has 
collected together abundance of smooth things, he wants me 
to find an ear for them! Yet he need not; for I don’t often 
gratify him either with giving him the praise for his verboseness 
or showing the pleasure in it that he would be fond of. 

When I had finished the letter, and given it to Mr. Hickman’s 
friend, I was going up again, and had got up half a dozen stairs; 
when he besought me to stop and hear what he had to say. 

Nothing, as I said, to any new purpose had he to offer; but 
complainings; and those in a manner, and with an air, as I 
thought, that bordered upon insolence. He could not live, he 
told me, unless he had more of my company, and of my indulgence 
too, than I had yet given him. 

Hereupon I stepped down, and into the parlour, not a little 
out of humour with him ; and the more as he has very quietly 
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taken up his quarters here, without talking of removing, as he 
had promised. 

We began instantly our angry conference. He provoked me; 
and I repeated several of the plainest things I had said in our 
former conversations; and particularly told him that I was 
every hour more and more dissatisfied with myself and with 
him; that he was not a man who, in my opinion, improved upon 
acquaintance: and that I should not be easy till he had left me 
to myself. 

He might be surprised at my warmth, perhaps; but really the 
man looked so like a simpleton, hesitating, and having nothing 
to say for himself, or that should excuse the peremptoriness of 
his demand upon me (when he knew I had been writing a letter 
which a gentleman waited for), that I flung from him, declaring 
that I would be mistress of my own time, and of my own actions, 
and not be called to account for either. 

He was very uneasy till he could again be admitted into my 
company. And when I was obliged to see him, which was 
sooner than I liked, never did man put on a more humble and 
respectful demeanour. 

He told me that he had, upon this occasion, been entering 
into himself, and had found a great deal of reason to blame him- 
self for an impatience and inconsideration which, although he 
meant nothing by it, must be very disagreeable to one of my 
delicacy. That having always aimed at a manly sincerity and 
openness of heart, he had not till now discovered that both were 
very consistent with that true politeness which he feared he 
had too much disregarded, while he sought to avoid the contrary 
extreme; knowing that in me he had to deal with a lady who 
despised a hypocrite, and who was above all flattery. But, 
from this time forth, I should find such an alteration in his 
whole behaviour as might be expected from a man who knew 
-himself to be honoured with the presence and conversation of 
a person who had the most delicate mind in the world — that was 
his flourish. 

I said that he might perhaps expect congratulation upon the 
discovery he had just now made, to wit, that true politeness and 
sincerity were reconcilable: but that I, who had, by a perverse 
fate, been thrown into his company, had abundant reason to. 
regret that he had not sooner found this out: since, I believed, 
very few men of birth and education were strangers to it. 

He knew not, either, he said, that he had so badly behaved 
himself as to deserve so very severe a rebuke. 
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Perhaps not, I replied: but he might, if so, make another 
discovery from what I had said; which might be to my own 
disadvantage: since, if he had so much reason to be satisfied 
with himself , he would see what an ungenerous person he spoke 
to, who, when he seemed to give himself airs of humility, which 
perhaps he thought beneath him to assume, had not the civility 
to make him a compliment upon them; but was ready to take 
him at his word. 

He had long, with infinite pleasure, the pretended flattery-hater 
said, admired my superior talents, and a wisdom in so young a 
lady perfectly surprising. 

Let me, madam, said he, stand ever so low in your opinion, 
I shall believe all you say to be just; and that I have nothing to 
do but to govern myself for the future by your example, and by 
the standard you shall be pleased to give me. 

I know better, sir, replied I, than to value myself upon your 
volubility of speech. As you pretend to pay so preferable a 
regard to sincerity, you should confine yourself to the strict 
rules of truth, when you speak of me to myself: and then, 
although you shall be so kind as to imagine you have reason to 
make me a compliment, you will have much more to pride 
yourself in those arts which have made so extraordinary a young 
creature so great a fool. 

Really, my dear, the man deserves not politer treatment. 
And then has he not made a fool, an egregious fool, of me? 
I am afraid he himself thinks he has. 

I am surprised! I am amazed, madam, returned he, at so 
strange a turn upon me ! I am very unhappy, that nothing 
I can do or say will give you a good opinion of me! Would to 
Heaven that I knew what I can do to obtain the honour of your 
confidence ! 

I told him that 1 desired his absence , of all things. I saw not, 
I said, that my friends thought it worth their while to give me 
disturbance: therefore, if he would set out for London, or Berk- 
shire, or whither he pleased, it would be most agreeable to me, 
and most reputable too. 

He would do so, he said, he intended to do so , the moment I 
was in a place to my liking — in a place convenient for me. 

This , sir, will be so, said I, when you are not here to break 
in upon me, and make the apartments inconvenient. 

He did not think this place safe, he replied ; and as I intended 
not to stay here, he had not been so solicitous, as otherwise he 
should have been, to enjoin privacy to his servants, nor to 
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Mrs. Greme at her leaving me; and there were two or three 
gentlemen in the neighbourhood, he said, with whose servants 
his gossiping fellows had scraped acquaintance: so that he could 
not think of leaving me here unguarded and unattended. But 
fix upon any place in England where I could be out of danger, 
and he would go to the furthermost part of the king’s dominions, 
if by doing so he could make me easy. 

I told him plainly that I should never be in humour with 
myself for meeting him; nor with him, for seducing me away : 
that my regrets increased, instead of diminished: that my 
reputation was wounded: that nothing I could do would now 
retrieve it: and that he must not wonder, if I every hour grew 
more and more uneasy both with myself and him: that upon the 
whole I was willing to take care of myself; and when he had left 
me, I should best know what to resolve upon and whither to go. 

He wished, he said, he were at liberty, without giving me 
offence, or being thought to intend to infringe the articles 1 had 
stipulated and insisted upon , to make one humble proposal to 
me. But the sacred regard he was determined to pay to all my 
injunctions (reluctantly as I had on Monday last put it into his 
power to serve me) would not permit him to make it, unless 
I would promise to excuse him if I did not approve of it. 

I asked, in some confusion, what he would say? 

He prefaced and paraded on; and then out came, with great 
diffidence, and many apologies, and a bashfulness which sat 
very awkwardly upon him, a proposal of speedy solemnization: 
which, he said, would put all right; and make my first three or 
four months (which otherwise must be passed in obscurity and 
apprehension) a round of visits and visitings to and from all 
his relations; to Miss Howe; to whom I pleased: and would pave 
the way to the reconciliation I had so much at heart. 

Your ad7)ice had great weight with me just then, as well as 
his reasons, and the consideration of my unhappy situation', but 
what could I say? I wanted somebody to speak for me. 

The man saw I was not angry at his motion. I only blushed; 
and that I am sure I did up to the ears; and looked silly, and 
like a fool. 

He wants not courage. Would he have had me catch at his 
first, at his very first word? I was silent too — and do not the 
bold sex take silence for a mark of favour? Then, so lately in 
my father’s house ! Having also declared to him in my letters, 
before I had your advice, that I would not think of marriage 
till he had passed through a state of probation, as I may call 
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it. How was it possible I could encourage, with very ready 
signs of approbation, such an early proposal? especially so soon 
after the free treatment he had provoked from me. If I were 
to die, I could not. 

He looked at me with great confidence; as if (notwithstanding 
his contradictory bashfulness) he would look me through ; while 
my eye but now and then could glance at him. He begged my 
pardon with great humility: he was afraid I would think he 
deserved no other answer but that of a contemptuous silence. 
True love was fearful of offending. [Take care, Mr. Lovelace, 
thought I, how yours is tried by that rule.] Indeed so sacred a 
regard (foolish man !) would he have to all my declarations made 
before I honoured him 

I would hear him no further; but withdrew in a confusion too 
visible , and left him to make his nonsensical flourishes to himself. 

I will only add that, if he really wishes for a speedy solemniza- 
tion, he never could have had a luckier time to press for my 
consent to it. But he let it go off; and indignation has taken 
place of it: and now it shall be a point with me to get him at a 
distance from me. 

I am. my dearest friend. 

Your ever faithful and obliged 

Cl. H. 


Letter IX — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

Thursday , Apr. 13. 

Why, Jack, thou needst not make such a wonderment , as the 
girls say, if I should have taken large strides already towards 
reformation; for dost thou not see, that while I have been so 
assiduously, night and day, pursuing this single charmer, I have 
infinitely less to answer for than otherwise I should have had ? 
Let me see, how many days and nights? — Forty, I believe, after 
open trenches, spent in the sap only, and never a mine sprung yet ! 

By a moderate computation, a dozen kites might have fallen 
while I have been only trying to ensnare this single lark ; nor 
yet do I see when I shall be able to bring her to my lure; so more 
innocent days yet! But reformation for my stalking-horse, 
I hope, will be a sure, though a slow method to effect all my 
purposes. 

Then, Jack, thou wilt liave a merit too in engaging my pen, 
since thy time would be otherwise worse employed ; and, after 
all, who knows but by creating new habits, at the expense of the 
old, a real reformation may be brought about ? I have promised 



THE HISTORY OF 



[LET. 


it; and I believe there is a pleasure to be found in being good, 
reversing that of Nat Lee’s madmen: 


— Which none but good men know. 


By all this, seest thou not how greatly preferable it is, on 
twenty accounts, to pursue a difficult rather than an easy chase? 
I have a desire to inculcate this pleasure upon thee, and to teach 
thee to fly at nobler game than daws, crows, and wigeons; I 
have a mind to show thee from time to time, in the course of 
the correspondence thou hast so earnestly wished me to begin 
on this illustrious occasion, that these exalted ladies may be 
abased, and to obviate one of the objections that thou madest 
to me when we were last together, that the pleasure which 
attends these nobler aims, remunerates not the pains they bring 
with them ; since, like a paltry fellow as thou wert, thou 
assertedst that all women are alike. 

Thou knowest nothing. Jack, of the delicacies of intrigue; 
nothing of the glory of outwitting the witty and the watchful; 
of the joys that fill the mind of the inventive or contriving 
genius, ruminating which to use of the different webs that offer 
to him for the entanglement of a haughty charmer, who in her 
day has given him unnumbered torments. Thou, Jack, who, 
like a dog at his ease, contentest thyself to growl over a bone 
thrown out to thee, dost not know the joys of the chase, and in 
pursuing a winding game; these I will endeavour to rouse thee 
to, and thou wilt have reason doubly and trebly to thank me, 
as well because of thy present delight, as with regard to thy 
prospects beyond the moon. 

To this place I had written, purely to amuse myself, before I 
was admitted to my charmer. But now I have to tell thee, 
that I was quite right in my conjecture, that she would set up 
for herself, and dismiss me; for she has declared in so many 
words that such was her resolution. And why? Because, to 
be plain with me, the more she saw of me and of my ways, the 
less she liked of either. 

This cut me to the heart ! I did not cry indeed ! Had I been 
a woman , I should though, and that most plentifully; but I 
pulled out a white cambric handkerchief; that I could command, 
but not my tears. 

She finds fault with my protestations; with my professions; 
with my vows. I cannot curse a servant, the only privilege a 
master is known by, but I am supposed to be a trooper 1 — I 

1 See vol. i, p. 506. 
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must not say. By my soul ! nor. As I hope to be saved ! Why, 
Jack, how particular this is ! Would she not have me think 
I have a precious soul as well as she ? If she thinks my salvation 
hopeless, what a devil — (another exceptionable word !) does she 
propose to reform me for? — So I have not an ardent expression 
left me. 


What can be done with a woman who is above flattery, and 
despises all praise but that which flows from the approbation 
of her own heart ? 

Well, Jack, thou seest it is high time to change my measures. 
I must run into the pious a little faster than I had designed. 

What a sad thing would it be, were I, after all, to lose her 
person as well as her opinion ! The only time that further 
acquaintance, and no blow struck, nor suspicion given, ever 
lessened me in a lady’s favour — a cursed mortification! ’Tis 
certain I can have no pretence for holding her, if she will go. 
No such thing as force to be used, or so much as hinted at ; Lord 
send us safe at London! That ’s all I have for it now; and yet 
it must be the least part of my speech. 

But why will this admirable creature urge her destiny? Why 
will she defy the power she is absolutely dependent upon ? Why 
will she still wish to my face that she had never left her father’s 
house? Why will she deny me her company, till she makes me 
lose my patience and lay myself open to her resentment? And 
why, when she is offended, does she carry her indignation to 
the utmost length that a scornful beauty, in the very height of 
her power and pride , can go ? 

Is it prudent, thinkest thou, in her circumstances, to tell me, 
repeatedly to tell me, “That she is every hour more and more 
dissatisfied with herself and me? That I am not one who 
improve upon her in my conversation and address? [Couldst 
thou , Jack, bear this from a captive!] That she shall not be 
easy while she is with me? That she was thrown upon me by 
a perverse fate? That she knows better than to value herself 
upon my volubility? That if I think she deserves the compli- 
ments I make her, I may pride myself in those arts by which I 
have made a fool of so extraordinary a person ? That she shall 
never forgive herself for meeting me, nor me for seducing her 
away? [ Her very words I] That her regrets increase instead 
of diminish? That she will take care of herself; and since her 
friends think it not worth while to pursue her, she will be left 
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to her own care? That I shall make Mrs. Sorlings’s house 
more agreeable by my absence? — And go to Berks, to town, or 
wherever I will [to the devil, I suppose], with all her heart?” 

The impolitic charmer! — To a temper so vindictive as she 
thinks mine ! To a free-liver, as she believes me to be, who 
has her in his power! I was before , as thou knowest, balancing; 
now this scale, now that, the heaviest. I only waited to see how 
her will would work, how mine would lead me on. Thou seest 
what bias hers takes — and wilt thou doubt that mine will be 
determined by it? Were not her faults before this numerous 
enough? Why will she put me upon looking back? 

I will sit down to argue with myself by and by, and thou shalt 
be acquainted with the result. 

If thou didst but know, if thou hadst but beheld what an 
abject slave she made me look like! — I had given myself high 
airs, as she called them ; but they were airs that showed my love 
for her; that showed I could not live out of her company. But 
she took me down with a vengeance ! She made me look about 
me. So much advantage had she over me, such severe turns 
upon me, by my soul, Jack, I had hardly a word to say for 
myself. I am ashamed to tell thee what a poor creature she 
made me look like! But I could have told her something that 
would have humbled her pretty pride at the instant, had she 
been in a proper place, and proper company about her. 

To such a place then — and where she cannot fly me — and then 
see how my will works, and what can be done by the amorous 
see-saw; now humble; now proud ; now expecting, or demanding; 
now submitting, or acquiescing — till I have tired resistance. 

But these hints are at present enough. I may further explain 
myself as I go along, and as I confirm or recede in my future 
motions. If she will revive past disobligations ! If she will — 
but no more, no more, as I said, at present , of threatenings. 


Letter X — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

[In continuation\ 

And do I not see that I shall need nothing but patience in order 
to have all power with me? For what shall we say, if all these 
complaints of a character wounded; these declarations of 
increasing regrets for meeting me; of resentments never to be 
got over for my seducing her away ; these angry commands to 
leave her: — What shall we say if all were to mean nothing but 
matrimony? And what if my forbearing to enter upon that 
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subject come out to be the true cause of her petulance and 
uneasiness ? 

I had once before played about the skirts of the irrevocable 
obligation, but thought myself obliged to speak in clouds, and 
to run away from the subject as soon as she took my meaning, 
lest she should imagine it to be ungenerously urged , now she was 
in some sort in my power, as she had forbid me beforehand to 
touch upon it till I were in a state of visible reformation, and till 
a reconciliation with her friends were probable. But now, out- 
argued, out-talented, and pushed so vehemently to leave one 
whom I had no good pretence to hold , if she would go, and who 
could so easily, if I had given her cause to doubt, have thrown 
herself into other protection, or have returned to Harlowe Place 
and Solmes ; I spoke out upon the subject, and offered reasons, 
although with infinite doubt and hesitation [ lest she should be 
offended at nie , Belford!], why she should assent to the legal tie 
and make me the happiest of men. And oh, how the mantled 
cheek, the downcast eye, the silent, yet trembling lip, and the 
heaving bosom, a sweet collection of heightened beauties, gave 
evidence that the tender was not mortally offensive ! 

Charming creature! thought I \but I charge thee , that thou, let 
not any of the sex know my exultation *], is it so soon come to 
this? Am I already lord of the destiny of a Clarissa Harlowe? 
Am I already the reformed man thou resolvedst I should be, 
before I had the least encouragement given me? Is it thus that 
the more thou knowest me the less thou seest reason to approve of me? 
— And can art and design enter into a breast so celestial; to 
banish me from thee, to insist so rigorously upon my absence, in 
order to bring me closer to thee, and make the blessing dear ? 
Well do thy arts justify mine , and encourage me to let loose my 
plotting genius upon thee. 

But let me tell thee, charming maid, if thy wishes are at all 
to be answered, that thou hast yet to account to me for thy 
reluctance to go off with me at a crisis when thy going off was 
necessary to avoid being forced into the nuptial fetters with a 
wretch that, were he not thy aversion, thou wert no more honest 
to thy own merit than to me. 

I am accustomed to be preferred, let me tell thee, by thy equals 

1 Mr. Lovelace might have spared his caution on this occasion, since 
many of the sex (we mention it with regret) who on the first publication 
had read thus far, and even to the lady’s first escape, have been readier 
to censure her for over-niceness, as we have observed in a former note 
(vol. i, p. 501), than him for artifices and exultations not less cruel and 
ungrateful, than ungenerous and unmanly. 
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in rank, too, though thy inferiors in merit; but who is not so? 
And shall I marry a woman who has given me reason to doubt 
the preference she has for me? 

No, my dearest love, I have too sacred a regard for thy 
injunctions to let them be broken through, even by thyself. 
Nor will I take in thy full meaning by blushing silence only. 
Nor shalt thou give me room to doubt, whether it be necessity 
or love that inspires this condescending impulse. 

Upon these principles, what had I to do but to construe her 
silence into contemptuous displeasure? And I begged her 
pardon for making a motion which I had so much reason to fear 
would offend her. For the future 1 ‘would pay a sacred regard 
to her previous injunctions , and prove to her by all my conduct 
the truth of that observation. That true love is always fearful 
of offending. 

And what could the lady say to this ? methinks thou askest. 

Say! Why she looked vexed, disconcerted, teased; was at a 
loss, as I thought, whether to be more angry with herself or 
with me. She turned about, however, as if to hide a starting 
tear; and drew a sigh into two or three but just audible quavers, 
trying to suppress it; and withdrew — leaving me master of the 
field. 

Tell me not of politeness; tell me not of generosity; tell 
me not of compassion — is she not a match for me? More than 
a match? Does she not outdo me at every fair weapon? Has 
she not made me doubt her love? Has she not taken officious 
pains to declare that she was not averse to Solmes for any 
respect she had to me? and her sorrow for putting herself out 
of his reach; that is to say, for meeting me? 

Then what a triumph would it be to the Harlowe pride were I 
now to marry this lady! A family beneath my own! No one 
in it worthy of an alliance with, but her! My own estate not 
contemptible ! Living within the bounds of it to avoid depend- 
ence upon their betters, and obliged to no man living! My 
expectations still so much more considerable! My person, my 
talents — not to be despised, surely — yet rejected by them with 
scorn. Obliged to carry on an underhand address to their 
daughter, when two of the most considerable families in the 
kingdom have made overtures which I have declined, partly 
for her sake, and partly because I never will marry, if she be 
not the person. To be forced to steal her away, not only from 
them , but from herself \ And must I be brought to implore 
forgiveness and reconciliation from the Harlowes? Beg to be 
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acknowledged as the son of a gloomy tyrant whose only boast 
is his riches? As a brother to a wretch who has conceived 
immortal hatred to me; and to a sister who was beneath my 
attempts, or I would have had her in my own way (and that 
with a tenth part of the trouble and pains that her sister has 
cost me); and finally, as a nephew to uncles who, valuing 
themselves upon their acquired fortunes, would insult me as 
creeping to them on that account? Forbid it the blood of the 
Lovelaces, that your last, and let me say, not the meanest of 
your stock, should thus creep, thus fawn, thus lick the dust,, 
for a wife! — 

Proceed anon. 

Letter XI — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

[In continuation ] 

But is it not the divine Clarissa [Harlowe let me not say; my 
soul spurns them all but her] whom I am thus by implication 
threatening? If virtue be the true nobility, how is she ennobled, 
and how would an alliance with her ennoble, were not contempt 
due to the family from which she sprung, and prefers to me? 

But again let me stop. Is there not something wrong; has 
there not been something wrong in this divine creature? And 
will not the reflections upon that wrong (what though it may be 
construed in my favour ?) 1 make me unhappy, when novelty 
has lost its charms, and when, mind and person, she is all my 
own? Libertines are nicer, if at all nice, than other men. They 
seldom meet with the stand of virtue in the women whom they 
attempt. And by the frailty of those they have triumphed 
over, they judge of all the rest. “ Importunity and opportunity 
no woman is proof against, especially from a persevering lover 
who knows how to suit temptations to inclinations: ” this, 
thou knowest, is a prime article of the rake’s creed. 

And what ! (methinks thou askest with surprise) : Dost thou 
question this most admirable of women? — The virtue of a 
Clarissa dost thou question? 

I do not, I dare not question it. My reverence for her will 
not let me directly question it. But let me, in my turn, ask thee: 
Is not, may not, her virtue be founded rather in pride than in 
principle ? Whose daughter is she? And is she not a daughter ? 

1 The particular attention of such of the fair sex as are more apt to 
read for the sake of amusement than instruction, is requested to this 
letter of Mr. Lovelace. 

II — * B 883 
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If impeccable, how came she by her impeccability? The pride 
of setting an example to her sex has run away with her hitherto, 
and may have made her till now invincible. But is not that 
pride abated ? What may not both men and women be brought 
to do in a mortified state ? What mind is superior to calamity? 
Pride is perhaps the principal bulwark of female virtue. Humble 
a woman, and may she not be effectually humbled? 

Then who says Miss Clarissa Harlowe is the paragon of virtue? 
— Is Virtue itself? 

All who know her and have heard of her, it will be answered. 

Common bruit ! Is virtue to be established by common bruit 
only? Has her virtue ever been proved? Who has dared to 
try her virtue? 

I told thee I would sit down to argue with myself, and I have 
drawn myself into argumentation before I was aware. 

Let me enter into a strict discussion of this subject. 

I know how ungenerous an appearance what I have said, 
and what I have further to say on this topic, will have from me ; 
but am I not bringing virtue to the touchstone with a view to 
exalt it, if it come out to be proof? “Avaunt then, for one 
moment, all consideration that may arise from a weakness 
which some would miscall gratitude , and is oftentimes the 

corrupter of a heart not ignoble!” 

To the test then — and I will bring this charming creature to 

the strictest test, “that all the sex, who may be shown any 
passages in my letters [and I know thou cheerest the hearts of 
all thy acquaintance with such detached parts of mine as tend 
not to dishonour characters or reveal names; and this gives me 
an appetite to oblige thee by inter lardtneni], that all the sex, I say, 
may see what they ought to be; what is expected from them; 
and if they have to deal with a person of reflection and punctilio 
(of pride, if thou wilt), how careful they ought to be, by a regular 
and uniform conduct, not to give him cause to think lightly of 
them for favours granted, which may be interpreted into natural 
weakness. For is not a wife the keeper of a man’s honour? 
And do not her faults bring more disgrace upon a husband 
than even upon herself ? ” 

It is not for nothing. Jack, that I have disliked the life of 
shackles 

To the test then, as I said, since now I have the question 
brought home to me whether I am to have a wife? And whether 
she be to be a wife at the first or at the second hand ? 

I will proceed fairly. I will do the dear creature not only 


XI] CLARISSA HARLOWE 37 

strict, but generous justice; for I will try her by her own judg- 
ment, as well as by our principles. 

She blames herself for having corresponded with me, a man 
of free character, and one indeed whose first view it was to draw 
her into this correspondence, and who succeeded in it by means 
unknown to herself. 

“Now, what were her inducements to this correspondence ? ” 
If not what her niceness makes her think blameworthy, why does 
she blame herself? 

Has she been capable of error? Of persisting in that error? 

Whoever was the tempter , that is not the thing; nor what the 
temptation. The fact , the error , is now before us. 

Did she persist in it against parental prohibition? 

She owns she did. 

Was a daughter ever known who had higher notions of the 
filial duty, of the parental authority? 

• Never. 

“What must be those inducements, how strong, that were 
too strong for duty, in a daughter so dutiful ? What must my 
thoughts have been of these inducements; what my hopes built 
upon them, at the time , taken in this light ?” 

Well, but it will be said that her principal view was to pre- 
vent mischief between her brother and her other friends, and 
the man vilely insulted by them all. 

But why should she be more concerned for the safety of others 
than they were for their own? And had not the rencounter 
then happened? “Was a person of virtue to be prevailed upon 
to break through her apparent , her acknowledged duty, upon any 
consideration?” And if not, was she to be so prevailed upon 
to prevent an apprehended evil only? 

Thou, Lovelace, the tempter (thou wilt again break out and 
say), to be the accuser! 

But I am not the accuser. I am an arguer only, and, in my 
heart, all the time acquit and worship the divine creature. 
“But let me, nevertheless, examine whether the acquittal be 
owing to her merit or to my weakness — weakness the true name 
♦ for love!” 

But shall we suppose another motive? — And that is love; 
a motive which all the world will excuse her for. “ But let me 
tell all the world that do, not because they ought, but because 
all the world is apt to be misled by it.” 

Let love, then, be the motive: — Love of whom? 

A Lovelace , is the answer. 
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“ Is there but one Lovelace in the world ? May not more 
Lovelaces be attracted by so fine a figure? By such exalted 
qualities? It was her character that drew me to her; and it 
was her beauty and good sense that riveted my chains ; and now 
all together make me think her a subject worthy of my attempts ; 
worthy of my ambition.” 

But has she had the candour, the openness, to acknowledge 
that love? 

She has not. 

“Well then, if love it be at bottom, is there not another fault 
lurking beneath the shadow of that love? Has she not 
affectation ? — or is it pride of heart ?” 

And what results? “Is then the divine Clarissa capable of 
loving a man whom she ought not to love? And is she capable 
of affectation ? And is her virtue founded in pride ? And, if 
the answer to these questions be affirmative, must she not then 
be a woman ? ” 

And can she keep this lover at bay? Can she make him, 
who has been accustomed to triumph over other women, 
tremble? Can she so conduct herself as to make him, at times, 
question whether she loves him or any man; “yet not have the 
requisite command over the passion itself in steps of the highest 
consequence to her honour, as she thinks [/ am trying her, Jack, 
by her own thoughts ], but suffer herself to be provoked to promise 
to abandon her father’s house, and go off with him, knowing his 
character; and even conditioning not to marry till improbable 
and remote contingencies were to come to pass? What though 
the provocations were such as would justify any other woman; 
yet was a Clarissa to be susceptible to provocations which she 
thinks herself highly censurable for being so much moved by?” 

But let us see the dear creature resolved to revoke her promise; 
yet meeting her lover; a bold and intrepid man, who was more 
than once before disappointed by her; and who comes, as she 
knows, prepared to expect the fruits of her appointment; and 
resolved to carry her off. And let us see him actually carrying 
her off; and having her at his mercy — “May there not be, I 
repeat, other Lovelaces; other like intrepid, persevering enter- 
prisers; although they may not go to work in the same way? 

“And has then a Clarissa (herself her judge) failed? — in 
such great points failed? And may she not further fail? — fail 
in the greatest point, to which all the other points in which she 
has failed, have but a natural tendency?” 

Nor say thou that virtue, in the eye of Heaven, is as much a 
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manly as a womanly grace. By virtue in this place I mean 
chastity, and to be superior to temptation; my Clarissa out of 
the question. Nor ask thou : Shall the man be guilty, yet expect 
the woman to be guiltless, and even unsuspectable ? Urge thou 
not these arguments, I say, since the wife, by a failure, may 
do much more injury to the husband than the husband can do 
to the wife, and not only to her husband, but to all his family, 
by obtruding another man’s children into his possessions, per- 
haps to the exclusion of (at least to a participation with) his 
own; he believing them all the time to be his. In the eye of 
Heaven, therefore, the sin cannot be equal. Besides I have 
read in some place that the woman was made for the man , not 
the man for the woman. Virtue, then, is less to be dispensed with 

in the woman than in the man. 

Thou, Lovelace (methinks some better man than thyself 
will say), to expect such perfection in a woman ! 

Yes, I, may I answer. Was not the great Caesar a great rake 
as to women? Was he not called by his very soldiers, on one 
of his triumphant entries into Rome, the bald-pated lecher ? and 
warning given of him to the wives , as well as to the daughters, 
of his fellow-citizens? Yet did not Caesar repudiate his wife 
for being only in company with Clodius, or rather because 
Clodius, though by surprise upon her, was found in hers ? And 
what was the reason he gave for it ? It was this (though a rake 
himself, as I have said) and only this — The wife of Ccesar must 
not be suspected / 

Caesar was not a prouder man than Lovelace. 

Go to, then, Jack; nor say, nor let anybody say in thy hearing, 
that Lovelace, a man valuing himself upon his ancestry, is 
singular in his expectations of a wife’s purity, though not 
pure himself. 

As to my Clarissa, I own that I hardly think there ever was 
such an angel of a woman. But has she not, as above, already 
taken steps which she herself condemns? Steps which the 
world and her own family did not think her capable of taking? 
And for which her own family will not forgive her ? 

Nor think it strange that I refuse to hear anything pleaded 
in behalf of a standard virtue from high provocations. Are 
not provocations and temptations the tests of virtue? A 
standard virtue must not be allowed to be provoked to destroy 
or annihilate itself. 

“May not then the success of him who could carry her thus 
far, be allowed to be an encouragement for him to try to carry 
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her farther ?” ’Tis but to try. Who will be afraid of a trial 
for this divine creature? “Thou knowest that I have more than 
one, twice, or thrice, put to the fiery trial young women of name 
and character; and never yet met with one who held out a month ; 
nor indeed so long as could puzzle my invention. I have 
concluded against the whole sex upon it.” And now, if I have 
not found a virtue that cannot be corrupted, I will swear that 
there is not one such in the whole sex. Is not then the whole 
sex concerned that this trial should be made? And who is it 
that knows this lady, that would not stake upon her head the 
honour of the whole? Let her who would refuse it come forth, 
and desire to stand in her place. 

I must assure thee that I have a prodigious high opinion of 
virtue; as I have of all those graces and excellences, which I 
have not been able to attain myself. Every free-liver would not 
say this nor think thus ; every argument he uses, condemnatory 
of his own actions, as some would think. But ingenuousness 
was ever a signal part of my character. 

Satan, whom thou mayest, if thou wilt, in this case call my 
instigator, put the good man of old upon the severest trials. 
“To his behaviour under these trials that good man owed his 
honour and his future rewards.” An innocent person, if doubted, 
must wish to be brought to a fair and candid trial. 

Rinaldo indeed, in Ariosto, put the Mantuan knight’s cup of 
trial from him, which was to be the proof of his wife’s chastity . 1 
This was his argument for forbearing the experiment: “Why 
should I seek a thing I should be loath to find ? My wife is a 
woman. The sex is frail. I cannot believe better of her than 
I do. It will be to my own loss if I find reason to think worse.” 
But Rinaldo would not have refused the trial of the lady before 
she became his wife, and when he might have found his account 
in detecting her. 

For my part, I would not have put the cup from me, though 
married, had it been but in hope of finding reason to confirm my 
good opinion of my wife’s honour, and that I might know whether 
I had a snake or a dove in my bosom. 

To my point: “What must that virtue be which will not stand 
a trial? — What that woman who would wish to shun it?” 

Well then, a trial seems necessary for the further establishment 
of the honour of so excellent a creature. 

And who shall put her to this trial? Who but the man who 

1 The story tells us that who ever drank of this cup, if his wife were 
chaste, could drink without spilling; if otherwise, the contrary. 
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has, as she thinks, already induced her in lesser points to swerve ? 
— And this for her own sake in a double sense ; not only as he 
has been able to make some impression, but as she regrets the 
impression made; and so may be presumed to be guarded 
against his further attempts. 

The situation she is at present in, it must be confessed, is a 
disadvantageous one to her; but, if she overcome, that will 
redound to her honour. 

Shun not, therefore, my dear soul, further trials, nor hate 
me for making them. “For what woman can be said to be 
virtuous till she has been tried? 

“Nor is one effort, one trial, to be sufficient. Why? Because 
a woman’s heart may be at one time adamant , at another wax ” 
— as I have often experienced. And so, no doubt, hast thou. 

A fine time of it, methinks thou sayest, would the women 
have, if they were all to be tried ! 

But, Jack, I am not for that neither. Though I am a rake, 
I am not a rake’s friend, except thine and company’s. 

And be this one of the morals of my tedious discussion: 
“Let the little rogues who would not be put to the question , as 
I may call it, choose accordingly. Let them prefer to their 
favour good honest sober fellows, who have not been used to 
play dogs’ tricks; who will be willing to take them as they offer ; 
and who being tolerable themselves are not suspicious of others.” 

But what, methinks thou askest, is to become of the lady if 
she fail? 

What? — Why will she not, “ if once subdued , be always sub - 
dued ?” Another of our libertine maxims. And what an 
immense pleasure to a marriage - hater, what rapture to 
thought, to be able to prevail upon such a woman as Miss 
Clarissa Harlowe to live with him without real change of name ! 

But if she resist — if nobly she stand her trial ? 

Why then I will marry her, and bless my stars for such an 
angel of a wife. 

But will she not hate thee? Will she not refuse? 

No, no. Jack! Circumstanced and situated as we are, I am 
not afraid of that. And hate me! Why should she hate the 
man who loves her upon proof? 

And then for a little hint at reprisal. Am I not justified in 
my resolutions of trying her virtue, who is resolved, as I may say, 
to try mine ? Who has declared that she will not marry me till 
she has hopes of my reformation? 

And now, to put an end to this sober argumentation, wilt 
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thou not thyself (whom I have supposed an advocate for the 
lady, because I know that Lord M. has put thee upon using the 
interest he thinks thou hast in me, to persuade me to enter the 
pale ; wilt thou not thyself) allow me to try if I cannot awaken the 
woman in her? To try if she, with all that glowing symmetry 
of parts, and that full bloom of vernal graces, by which she 
attracts every eye, be really inflexible as to the grand article? 

Let me begin then, as opportunity presents — I will, and watch 
her every step to find one sliding one; her every moment, to 
find the moment critical. And the rather, as she spares not 
me, but takes every advantage that offers to puzzle and plague 
me; nor expects nor thinks me to be a good man. 

If she be a woman and love me, I shall surely catch her once 
tripping; for love was ever a traitor to its harbourer. And 
love within, and I without , she will be more than woman, as the 
poet says, or I less than man, if I succeed not. 

Now, Belford, all is out. The lady is mine — shall be more 
mine. Marriage, I see, is in my power, now she is so. Else 
perhaps it had not. If I can have her without marriage, who 
can blame me for trying ? If not, great will be her glory and my 
future confidence. And well will she merit the sacrifice I shall 
make her of my liberty; and from all her sex honours next to 
divine, for giving a proof, “that there was once a woman whose 
virtue no trials, no stratagems, no temptations, even from the 
man she hated not, could overpower/’ 

Now wilt thou see all my circulation; as in a glass wilt thou 
see it. Cabala , 1 however, is the word ; nor let the secret escape 
thee even in thy dreams. 

Nobody doubts that she is to be my wife. Let her pass for 
such when I give the word. “Meantime reformation shall be 
my stalking-horse; some one of the women in London, if I can 
get her thither, my bird.” And so much for this time. 


'Letter XII — Miss Howe to Miss Clarissa Harloive 

[In answer to Letters II, VIll~\ 

Do not be so much concerned, my dearest friend, at the bickerings 
between my mother and me. We love one another dearly not- 
withstanding. If my mother had not me to find fault with, she 
must find fault with somebody else. And as to me, I am a very 

1 This word, whenever used by any of these gentlemen, was agreed to 
imply an inviolable secret. 
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saucy girl, and were there not this occasion, there would be some 
other to show it. 

You have heard me say that this was always the case between 
us. You could not otherwise have known it. For when you 
was with us you harmonized us both, and indeed I was always 
more afraid of you than of my mother. But then that awe is 
accompanied with love. Your reproofs, as I have always found, 
are so charmingly mild and instructive, so evidently calculated 
to improve and not to provoke, that a generous temper must be 
amended by them. But here now, mind my good mamma, when 
you are not with us — You shall, 1 tell you , Nancy. I will have 
it so. Don't I know best? I won't be disobeyed. How can a 
daughter of spirit bear such language — such looks, too, with the 
language, and not have a longing mind to disobey? 

Don’t advise me, my dear, to subscribe to my mother’s 
prohibition of correspondence with you. She has no reason for 
it. Nor would she of her own judgment have prohibited it. 
That odd old ambling soul your uncle (whose visits are frequenter 
than ever), instigated by your malicious and selfish brother and 
sister, is the occasion. And they only have borrowed my mother’s 
lips, at the distance they are from you, for a sort of speaking- 
trumpet for them. The prohibition, once more I say, cannot 
come from her heart; but if it did, is so much danger to be 
apprehended from my continuing to write to one of my own sex, 
as if I wrote to one of the other? Don’t let dejection and 
disappointment, and the course of oppression which you have 
run through, weaken your mind, my dearest creature, and make 
you see inconveniences where there possibly cannot be any. 
If your talent is scribbling , as you call it, so is mine — and I will 
scribble on at all opportunities, and to you, let ’em say what 
they will. Nor let your letters be filled with the self-accusations 
you mention; there is no cause for them. I wish that your Anna 
Howe, who continues in her mother’s house, were but half so 
good as Miss Clarissa Harlowe, who has been driven out of 
her father’s. 

I will say nothing upon your letter to your sister till I see 
the effect it will have. You hope, you tell me, that you shall 
have your money and clothes sent you, notwithstanding my 
opinion to the contrary. I am sorry to have it to acquaint 
you that I have just now heard that they have sat in council 
upon your letter; and that your mother was the only person 
who was for sending you your things, and was overruled. 
I charge you, therefore, to accept of my offer as by my last. 
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and give me particular directions for what you want, that I can 
supply you with besides. 

Don’t set your thought so much upon a reconciliation as to 
prevent your laying hold of any handsome opportunity to give 
yourself a protector; such a one as the man will be who, I 
imagine, husband-like, will let nobody insult you but himself. 

What could he mean by letting slip such a one as that you 
mention? I don’t know how to blame you; for how could you 
go beyond silence and blushes, when the foolish fellow came with 
his observances of the restrictions which you laid him under 
when in another situation? But, as I told you above, you 
really strike people into awe. And upon my word, you did not 
spare him. 

I repeat what I said in my last, that you have a very nice part 
to act; and I will add that you have a mind that is much too 
delicate for your part. But when the lover is exalted, the lady 
must be humbled. He is naturally proud and saucy, I doubt 
you must engage his pride , which he calls his honour ; and that 
you must throw off a little more of the veil. And I would have 
you restrain your wishes before him, that you had not met him, 
and the like. What signifies wishing, my dear? He will not 
bear it. You can hardly expect that he will. 

Nevertheless it vexes me to the very bottom of my pride, 
that any wretch of that sex should be able to triumph over such 
a woman as you. 

I cannot however but say that I am charmed with your spirit. 
So much sweetness, where sweetness is requisite; so much 
spirit, where spirit is called for — what a true magnanimity! 

But I doubt, in your present circumstances, you must 
endeavour after a little more of the reserve, in cases where you 
are displeased with him, and palliate a little. That humility 
which he puts on when you rise upon him is not natural to him. 

Methinks I see the man hesitating, and looking like the fool 
you paint him, under your corrective superiority! But he is 
not a fool. Don’t put him upon mingling resentment with 
his love. 

You are very serious, my dear, in the first of the two letters 
before me, in relation to Mr. Hickman and me, and in relation 
to my mother and me. But as to the latter, you must not be 
too grave. If we are not well together at one time, we are not 
ill together at another. And while I am able to make her smile 
in the midst of the most angry fit she ever fell into on the present 
occasion (though sometimes she would not if she could help it). 
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it is a very good sign — a sign that displeasure can never go deep 
or be lasting. And then a kind word, or kind look, to her favourite 
Hickman, sets the one into raptures, and the other in tolerable 
humour, at any time. 

But your case pains me at heart; and with all my levity, both 
the good folks must sometimes partake of that pain ; nor will it 
be over as long as you are in a state of uncertainty; and especially 
as I was not able to prevail for that protection for you which 
would have prevented the unhappy step, the necessity for which 
we both, with so much reason, deplore. 

I have only to add (and yet that is needless to tell you) that 

I am, and will ever be. 

Your affectionate friend and servant, 

Anna Howe. 

Letter XIII — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

You tell me, my dear, that my clothes and the little sum of 
money I left behind me will not be sent me — but I will still hope. 
It is yet early days. When their passions subside, they will 
better consider of the matter; and especially as I have my ever 
dear and excellent mother for my friend in this request. Oh, 
the sweet indulgence! How has my heart bled, and how does 
it still bleed for her! 

You advise me not to depend upon a reconciliation. I do 
not, I cannot depend upon it. But nevertheless it is the wish 
next my heart. And as to this man, what can I do? You see 
that marriage is ?iot absolutely in my own power , if I were ificltned 
to prefer it to the trial which I think I ought to have principally 
in view to make for a reconciliation. 

You say he is proud and insolent — indeed he is. But can it 
be your opinion that he intends to humble me down to the level 
of his mean pride ? 

And what mean you, my dear friend, when you say that I 
must throw off a little more of the veil ? Indeed I never knew that 
I wore one. Let me assure you, that if I see anything in Mr. 
Lovelace that looks like a design to humble me, his insolence 
shall never make me discover a weakness unworthy of a person 
distinguished by your friendship, that is to say, unworthy either 
of my sex or of my former self. 

But I hope, as I am out of all other protection, that he is 
not capable of mean or low resentments. If he has had any 
extraordinary trouble on my account, may he not thank himself 
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for it ? He may; and lay it, if he pleases, to his character ; which, 
as I have told him, gave at least a pretence to my brother against 
him. And then, did I ever make him any promises? Did I 
ever profess a love for him? Did I ever wish for the con- 
tinuance of his address? Had not mv brother’s violence 
precipitated matters, would not my indifference to him in all 
likelihood (as I designed it should) have tired out his proud 
spirit, 1 and made him set out for London, where he used chiefly 
to reside? And if he had , would there not have been an end of 
all his pretensions and hopes? For no encouragement had I 
given him; nor did I then correspond with him. Nor, believe 
me, should I have begun to do so — the fatal rencounter not 
having then happened, which drew me in afterwards for others’ 
sakes (fool that I was !) and not for my own. And can you think, 
or can he , that even this but temporarily-intended corre- 
spondence (which, by the way, my mother 2 connived at) would 
have ended thus, had I not been driven on one hand, and teased 
on the other, to continue it, the occasion which had at first 
induced it continuing? What pretence then has he, were I to 
be absolutely in his power, to avenge himself on me for the 
faults of others, and through which I have suffered more than 
he? It cannot, cannot be, that I should have cause to appre- 
hend him to be so ungenerous, so bad a man. 

You bid me not be concerned at the bickerings between your 
mother and you. Can I avoid concern when those bickerings are 
on my account? That they are raised (instigated, shall I say?) 
by my uncle and my other relations, surely must add to my 
concern. 

But I must observe, perhaps too critically for the state my 
mind is in at present, that the very sentences you give from 
your mother, as so many imperatives , which you take amiss, are 
very severe reflections upon yourself. For instance, “ You 
shall, 1 tell you , Nancy” implies that you had disputed her 
will — and so of the rest. 

And further let me observe, with respect to what you say, 
that there cannot be the same reason for a prohibition of corre- 
spondence with me, as there was of mine with Mr. Lovelace; 
that I thought as little of bad consequences from my corre- 
spondence with him at the time, as you can do from yours to me 
now. But if obedieJice he a duty , the breach of it is the faulty 
however circumstances may differ. Surely there is no merit in 
setting up our own judgment against the judgments of our 
1 See vol. i, p. 18. * Ibid. p. 20. 
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parents. And if it be punishable to so do, I have been severely 
punished; and that is what I warned you of from my own 
dear experience. 

Yet God forgive me ! I advise thus against myself with very 
great reluctance; and, to say truth, have not strength of mind 
at present to decline it myself. But if the occasion go not off, 
I will take it into further consideration. 

You give me very good advice in relation to this man, and I 
thank you for it. "When you bid me be more upon the reserve 
with him in expressing my displeasure, perhaps I may try for 
it; but to palliate , as you call it, that, my dear Miss Howe, 
cannot be done by 

Your own 

Clarissa Harlowe. 

Letter XIV — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

You may believe, my dear Miss Howe, that the circumstance 
of the noise and outcry within the garden door on Monday last 
gave me no small uneasiness, to think that I was in the hands of 
a man who could, by such vile premeditation, lay a snare to 
trick me out of myself, as I have so frequently called it. 

Whenever he came in my sight, the thought of this gave me 
an indignation that made his presence disgustful to me; and 
the more, as I fancied I beheld in his face a triumph which 
reproached my weakness on that account; although perhaps it 
was only the same vivacity and placidness that generally sit 
upon his features. 

I was resolved to task him upon this subject, the first time I 
could have patience to enter upon it with him. For, besides 
that it piqued me excessively from the nature of the artifice, 
I expected shuffling and evasion, if he were guilty, that would 
have incensed me; and if not confessedly guilty, such unsatis- 
factory declarations as still would have kept my mind doubtful 
and uneasy; and would, upon every new offence that he might 
give me, sharpen my disgusts to him. 

I have had the opportunity I waited for, and will lay before 
you the result. 

He was making his court to my good opinion in very polite 
terms, and with great seriousness lamenting that he had lost it; 
declaring that he knew not how he had deserved to do so ; 
attributing to me an indifference to him that seemed, to his 
infinite concern, hourly to increase. And he besought me to 
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let him know my whole mind, that he might have an opportunity 
either to confess his faults and amend them, or clear his conduct 
to my satisfaction, and thereby entitle himself to a greater share 
of my confidence. 

I answered him with quickness: Then, Mr. Lovelace, I will 
tell you one thing with a frankness that is, perhaps, more suit- 
able to my character than to yours [He hoped not, he said^\ which 
gives me a very bad opinion of you as a designing, artful man. 

I am all attention, madam. 

I never can think tolerably of you, while the noise and voice 
I heard at the garden door, which put me into the terror you 
took so much advantage of, remains unaccounted for. Tell me 
fairly, tell me candidly, the whole of that circumstance, and of 
your dealings with that wicked Joseph Leman; and according to 
your explicitness in this particular, I shall form a judgment of 
your future professions. 

I will, without reserve, my dearest life, said he, tell you the 
whole ; and hope that my sincerity in the relation will atone for 
anything you may think wrong in the fact. 

“ I knew nothing, said he, of this man — this Leman, and should 
have scorned a resort to so low a method as bribing the servant 
of any family to let me into the secrets of that family, if I had 
not detected him in attempting to corrupt a servant of mine, 
to inform him of all my motions, of all my supposed intrigues, 
and, in short, of every action of my private life, as well as of my 
circumstances and engagements ; and this for motives too obvious 
to be dwelt upon. 

“ My servant told me of his offers, and I ordered him, unknown 
to the fellow, to let me hear a conversation that was to pass 
between them. 

“ In the midst of it, and just as he had made an offer of money 
for a particular piece of intelligence, promising more when 
procured, I broke in upon them, and by bluster, calling for a 
knife to cut off his ears (one of which I took hold of) in order to 
make a present of it, as I said, to his employers, I obliged him 
to tell me who they were. 

“Your brother, madam, and your Uncle Antony he named. 

“It was not difficult, when I had given him my pardon on 
naming them (after I had set before him the enormity of the task 
he had undertaken, and the honourableness of my intentions 
to your dear self), to prevail upon him, by a larger reward, to 
serve me; since at the same time he might preserve the favour 
of your uncle and brother, as I desired to know nothing but what 
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related to myself and to you, in order to guard us both against 
the effects of an ill-will, which all his fellow-servants, as well as 
himself, as he acknowledged, thought undeserved. 

“By this means, I own to you, madam, I frequently turned 
his principals about upon a pivot of my own, unknown to them- 
selves; and the fellow, who is always calling himself a plain 
man , and boasting of his conscience , was the easier, as I con- 
descended frequently to assure him of my honourable views; 
and as he knew that the use I made of his intelligence in all 

likelihood prevented fatal mischiefs. 

“I was the more pleased with his services, as (let me acknow- 
ledge to you, madam) they procured to you, unknown to yourself, 
a safe and uninterrupted egress (which perhaps would not other- 
wise have been continued to you so long as it was) to the garden 
and wood-house; for he undertook, to them, to watch all your 
motions; and the more cheerfully (for the fellow loves you) as it 

kept off the curiosity of others.” 1 

So my dear, it comes out that I myself was obliged to this 

deep contriver. 

I sat in silent astonishment, and thus he went on: 

“As to the circumstance for which you think so hardly of 
me, I do freely confess, that having a suspicion that you would 
revoke your intention of getting away, and in that case appre- 
hending that we should not have the time together that was 
necessary for that purpose; I had ordered him to keep off every- 
body he could, keep off, and to be himself within view of the 
garden door, for I was determined, if possible, to induce you to 
adhere to your resolution ” 

But pray, sir, interrupting him, how came you to apprehend 
that I should revoke my intention ? I had indeed deposited a 
letter to that purpose; but you had it not; and how, as I had 
reserved to myself the privilege of a revocation, did you know 
but I might have prevailed upon my friends, and so have revoked 
upon good grounds? 

“I will be very ingenuous, madam. You had made me hope 
that if you changed your mind, you would give me a meeting to 
apprise me of the reasons for it. I went to the loose bricks and 
I saw the letter there; and as I knew your friends were immov- 
ably fixed in their schemes, I doubted not but the letter was to 
revoke or suspend your resolution, and probably to serve instead 
of a meeting too. I therefore let it lie, that if you did rev oke, 
you might be under the necessity of meeting me for the sake of 

1 See vol. i, p. 409- 
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the expectation you had given me; and as I came prepared, 
I was resolved, pardon me, madam, whatever were your inten- 
tions, that you should not go back. Had I taken your letter 
I must have been determined by the contents of it, for the 
present, at least; but not having received it, and you having 
reason to think I wanted not resolution; in a situation so 
desperate, to make your friends a personal visit, I depended 
upon the interview you had bid me hope for.” 

Wicked wretch! said I. It is my grief that I gave you 
opportunity to take so exact a measure of my weakness! But 
would you have presumed to visit the family had I not met 
you ? 

Indeed I would. I had some friends in readiness, who were to 
have accompanied me to them. And had your father refused 
to give me audience, I would have taken my friends with me 
to Solmes. 

And what did you intend to do to Mr. Solmes? 

Not the least hurt, had the man been passive. 

But had he not been passive, as you call it, what would you 
have done to Mr. Solmes? 

He was loath, he said, to tell me — yet not the least hurt to 
his person. 

I repeated my question. 

If he must tell me, lie only proposed to carry off the poor fellow , 
and to hide him for a month or two. And this he would have 
done, let what would have been the consequence. 

Was ever such a wretch heard of ! I sighed from the bottom 
of my heart; but bid him proceed from the part I had interrupted 
him at. 

“I ordered the fellow, as I told you, madam, said he, to keep 
within view of the garden door; and if he found any parley 
between us, and anybody coming (before you could retreat 
undiscovered) whose coming might be attended with violent 
effects, he would cry out; and this not only in order to save 
himself from their suspicions of him, but to give me warning to 
make off, and, if possible, to induce you (I own it, madam) to 
go off with me, according to your own appointment. And I 
hope, all circumstances considered, and the danger I was in of 
losing you for ever, that the acknowledgment of this contrivance, 
or if you had not met me, that upon Solmes, will not procure me 
your hatred; for had they come as 1 expected as well as you , 
what a despicable wretch had I been, could I have left you to 
the insults of a brother and others of your family, whose mercy 
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was cruelty when they had not the pretence with which this 
detected interview would have furnished them!” 

What a wretch, said I ! But if, sir, taking your own account 
of this strange matter to be fact, anybody were coming, how 
happened it that I saw only that man Leman (I thought it was 
he) out of the door, and at a distance, look after us ? 

Very lucky ! said he, putting his hand first in one pocket, then 
in another — I hope I have not thrown it away — it is, perhaps, in 
the coat I had on yesterday — little did I think it would be 
necessary to be produced — but I love to come to a demonstra- 
tion whenever I can — I may be giddy — I may be heedless. I am 
indeed — but no man, as to you, madam, ever had a sincerer heart. 

He then, stepping to the parlour door, called his servant to 
bring him the coat he had on yesterday. 

The servant did. And in the pocket, rumpled up as a paper 
he regarded not, he pulled out a letter written by that Joseph, 
dated Monday night; in which “he begs pardon for crying out 
so soon — says that his fears of being discovered to act on both 
sides, had made him take the rushing of a little dog (that always 
follows him) through the phyllirea-hedge, for Betty’s being at 
hand, or some of his masters; and that when he found his mis- 
take, he opened the door by his own key (which the contriving 
wretch confessed he had furnished him with) and inconsiderately 
ran out in a hurry, to have apprised him that his crying-out was 
owing to his fright only”: and he added: “that they were upon 
the hunt for me by the time he returned.” 1 

I shook my head. Deep! deep! deep! said I, at the best! 

0 Mr. Lovelace ! God forgive and reform you ! But you are, 

1 see plainly (upon the whole of your own account), a very artful, 
a very designing man. 

Love, my dearest life, is ingenious. Night and day have I 
racked my stupid brain [O sir , thought /, not stupid ! ’T were 
well perhaps if it were\ to contrive methods to prevent the 
sacrifice designed to be made of you, and the mischief that must 
have ensued upon it; so little hold in your affections; such un- 
deserved antipathy from your friends; so much danger of losing 
you for ever from both causes. I have not had for the whole 
fortnight before last Monday half an hour’s rest at a time. 
And I own to you, madam, that I should never have forgiven 
myself had I omitted any contrivance or forethought that would 
have prevented your return without me. 

1 See his letter to Joseph Leman, No. xcv of vol. i, p. 491, where he 
tells him he would contrive for him a letter of this nature to copy. 
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Again I blamed myself for meeting him; and justly, for there 
were many chances to one that I had not met him. And if I 
had not, all his fortnight's contrivances as to me would have 
come to nothing; and perhaps I might nevertheless have escaped 
Solmes. 

Yet had he resolved to come to Harlowe Place with his 
friends, and been insulted, as he certainly would have been, what 
mischiefs might have followed ! 

But his resolution to run away with and to hide the poor 
Solmes for a month or so — O my dear! what a wretch have I 
let run away with me> instead of Sol?7ies\ 

I asked him if he thought such enormities as these, such 
defiances of the laws of society, would have passed unpunished? 

He had the assurance to say, with one of his usual gay airs, 
that he should by this means have disappointed his enemies, 
and saved me from a forced marriage. He had no pleasure in 
such desperate pushes. Solmes he would not have personally 
hurt. He must have fled his country for a time at least; and 
truly, if he had been obliged to do so (as all his hopes of my 
favour must have been at an end), he would have had a fellow- 
traveller of his own sex out of our family, whom I little thought of. 

Was ever such a wretch! To be sure, he meant my brother! 

And such, sir, said I, in high resentment, are the uses you 
make of your corrupt intelligencer 

My corrupt intelligencer, madam! interrupted he. He is to 
this hour your brother’s as well as mine. By what I have 
ingenuously told you, you may see who began this corruption. 
Let me assure you, madam, that there are many free things 
which I have been guilty of as reprisals , in which I would not 
have been the aggressor. 

All that I shall further say on this head, Mr. Lovelace, is this: 
that as this vile double-faced wretch has probably been the cause 
of great mischief on both sides, and still continues, as you own, 
his wicked practices, I think it would be but just to have my 
friends apprised what a creature he is whom some of them 
encourage. 

What you please, madam, as to that. My service, as well as 
your brother’s, is now almost over for him. The fellow has 
made a good hand of it. He does not intend to stay long in his 
place. He is now actually in treaty for an inn, which will do his 
business for life. I can tell you further, that he makes love to 
your sister’s Betty; and that by tny advice. They will be married 
when he is established. An innkeeper’s wife is every man’s 
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mistress; and I have a scheme in my head to set some engines 
at work to make her repent her saucy behaviour to you to the 
last day of her life. 

What a wicked schemer are you, sir! ' Who shall avenge upon 
you the still greater evils which you have been guilty of? I 
forgive Betty with all my heart. She was not my servant; 
and but too probably, in what she did, obeyed the commands 
of her to whom she owed duty better than I obeyed those to 
whom I owed more. 

No matter for that, the wretch said [to be sure , my dear , he 
must design to make me afraid of him]: the decree was gone 
out — Betty must smart; smart too by an act of her own choice. 
He loved, he said, to make bad people their own punishers. 
Nay, madam, excuse me; but if the fellow, if this Joseph, in 
your opinion, deserves punishment, mine is a complicated 
scheme; a man and his wife cannot well suffer separately, and 
it may come home to him too. 

I had no patience with him. I told him so. I see, sir, said I, 

I see what a man I am with. Your rattle warns me of the snake. 
And away I flung, leaving him seemingly vexed and in confusion. 

Letter XV — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

My plain dealing with Mr. Lovelace, on seeing him again, and 
the free dislike I expressed to his ways, his manners, and his 
contrivances, as well as to his speeches, have obliged him to 
recollect himself a little. He will have it that the menaces 
which he threw out just now against my brother and Mr. Solmes 
are only the effect of an unmeaning pleasantry. He has too 
great a stake in his country, he says, to be guilty of such enter- 
prises as should lay him under a necessity of quitting it for ever. 
Twenty things particularly, he says, he has suffered Joseph 
Leman to tell of him that were not and could not be true, in order 
to make himself formidable in some people’s eyes, and this 
purely with a view to prevent mischief . He is unhappy, as far as 
he knows, in a quick invention ; in hitting readily upon ex- 
pedients; and many things are reported of him which he never 
said, and many which he never did, and others which he has 
only talked of (as just now), and which he has forgot as soon as 
the words have passed his lips. 

This may be so in part, my dear. No one man so young 
could be so wicked as he has been reported to be. But such a 
man at the head of such wretches as he is said to have at his 
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beck, all men of fortune and fearlessness, and capable of such 
enterprises as I have unhappily found him capable of, what is not 
to be apprehended from him? 

His carelessness about his character is one of his excuses; 
a very bad one. What hope can a woman have of a man who 
values not his reputation? These gay wretches may, in mixed 
conversation, divert for an hour or so; but the man of probity, 
the man of virtue, is the man that is to be the partner for life. 
What woman, who could help it, would submit it to the courtesy 
of a wretch who avows a disregard to all moral sanctions, 
whether he will perform his part of the matrimonial obligation, 
and treat her with tolerable politeness? 

With these notions, and with these reflections, to be thrown 
upon such a man myself! Would to Heaven — but what avail 
wishes now ? To whom can I fly, if I would fly from him ? 


Letter XVI — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

Friday, April 14. 

Never did I hear of such a parcel of foolish toads as these 
Harlowes! Why, Belford, the lady must fall, if every hair of 
her head were a guardian angel, unless they were to make a 
visible appearance for her, or, snatching her from me at 
unawares, would draw her after them into the starry regions. 

All I had to apprehend was, that a daughter so reluctantly 
carried off, would offer terms to her father, and would be 
accepted upon a mutual concedencei they to give up Solmes ; 
she to give up me. And so I was contriving to do all I could to 
guard against the latter. But they seem resolved to perfect 
the work they have begun. 

What stupid creatures are there in the world ! This foolish 
brother, not to know that he who would be bribed to undertake 
a base thing by one, would be over- bribed to retort the baseness, 
especially when he could be put into the way to serve himself by 
both! Thou, Jack, wilt never know one half of my contrivances. 

He here relates the conversation between him and the lady {upon 
the subject of the noise and exclamations his agent made at the 
garden door ) to the sanie eject as in the lady's letter , No. xiv, 
and proceeds exulting : 

What a capacity for glorious mischief has thy friend ! — Yet how 
near the truth all of it ! The only deviation, my asserting that 
the fellow made the noises by mistake and through fright , and 
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not by previous direction. Had she known the precise truth, 
her anger, to be so taken in, would never have let her for- 
give me. 

Had I been a military hero, I should have made gunpowder 
useless; for I should have blown up all my adversaries by dint 
of stratagem, turning their own devices upon them. 

But these fathers and mothers — Lord help 'em ! — Were not the 
powers of nature stronger than those of discretion, and were not 
that busy dea bona to afford her genial aids, till tardy prudence 
qualified parents to manage their future offspring, how few people 
would have children! 

James and Arabella may have their motives; but what can 
be said for a father acting as this father has acted? What for 
a mother? What for an aunt? What for uncles? Who can 
have patience with such fellows and fellowesses? 

Soon will the fair one hear how high their foolish resentments 
run against her; and then will she, it is to be hoped, have a little 
more confidence in me. Then will I be jealous that she loves me 
not with the preference my heart builds upon; then will I bring 
her to confessions of grateful love; and then will I kiss her when 
I please; and not stand trembling, as now, like a hungry hound 
who sees a delicious morsel within his reach (the froth hanging 
about his vermilion jaws), yet dares not leap at it for his life. 

But I was originally a bashful mortal. Indeed I am bashful 
still with regard to this lady — bashful, yet know the sex so well! 
But that indeed is the reason that I know it so well. For, Jack, 

I have had abundant cause, when I have looked into myself , 
by way of comparison with the other sex, to conclude that a 
bashful man has a good deal of the soul of a woman ; and so, like 
Tiresias, can tell what they think, and what they drive at, as well 
as themselves. 

The modest ones and I, particularly, are pretty much upon a 
par. The difference between us is only, what they think, I act. 
But the immodest ones outdo the worst of us by a bar’s length, 
both in thinking and acting. 

One argument let me plead in proof of my assertion: that even 
we rakes love modesty in a woman : while the modest women, as 
they are accounted (that is to say, the slyest), love, and generally 
prefer, an impudent man. Whence can this be but from a like- 
ness in nature? And this made the poet say that every woman 
is a rake in her heart. It concerns them by their actions to 
prove the contrary, if they can. 

Thus have I read in some of the philosophers: That no uncked- 
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ness is comparable to the wickedness of a woman* Canst thou tell 
me. Jack, who says this? Was it Socrates? — for he had the 
devil of a wife — or who? Or is it Solomon? — King Solomon — 
thou rememberest to have read of such a king, dost thou not? 
Sol-o-mon, I learned, in my infant state [my mother was a good 
woman], to answer when asked, Who was the wisest man ? But 
my indulgent questioner never asked me how he came by the 
uninspired part of his wisdom. 

Come, come, Jack, you and I are not so very bad, could we but 
stop where we are. 

He then gives the particulars of what passed between him and the 
lady on his menaces relating to her brother and Mr. Sohnes , and 
of his design to punish Betty Barnes and Joseph Leman. 


Letter XVII — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Friday, April 14. 

I will now give you the particulars of a conversation that has 
just passed between Mr. Lovelace and me, which I must call 
agreeable. 

It began with his telling me that he had just received intelli- 
gence that my friends were on a sudden come to a resolution to 
lay aside all thoughts of pursuing me, or of getting me back; 
and that therefore he attended me to know my pleasure, and 
what 7 would do or have him do? 

I told him that I would have him leave me directly; and that 
when it was known to everybody that I was absolutely indepen- 
dent of him, it would pass that I had left my father’s house 
because of my brother’s ill-usage of me; which was a plea that 
I might make with justice, and to the excuse of my father as 
well as of myself. 

He mildly replied that if he could be certain that my relations 
would adhere to this their new resolution, he could have no 
objection, since such was my pleasure ; but as he was well assured 
that they had taken it only from apprehensions that a more active 
one might involve my brother (who had breathed nothing but 
revenge) in some fatal misfortune, there was too much reason 
to believe that they would resume their former purpose the 
moment they should think they safely might. 

This, madam, said he, is a risk I cannot run. You would 
think it strange if I could. And yet, as soon as I knew they had 

1 Mr. Lovelace is as much out in his conjecture of Solomon as of Socrates. 
The passage is in Ecclesiasticus, chap. xxv. 
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so given out, I thought it proper to apprise you of it, and to 

take your commands upon it. . 

Let me hear, said I, willing to try if he had any particular 

view, what you think most advisable? 

’Tis very easy to say that, if I durst — if 1 might not offend you 

if it were not to break conditions that shall be inviolable with me. 

Say then, sir, what you would say. I can approve or dis- 

approve as I think fit. __ 

Had not the man a fine opportunity here to speak out ? He 

had. And thus he used it. 

To waive, madam, what I woidd say till I have more courage 
to speak out — [more courage — Mr. Lovelace more courage , my 
dear /] — I will only propose what I think will be most agreeable 
to you — suppose, if you choose not to go to Lady Betty s , that you 
take a turn cross the country to Windsor ? 

Why to Windsor? . 

Because it is a pleasant place; because it lies in the way 
either to Berkshire, to Oxford, or to London. Berkshire where 
Lord M. is at present; Oxford , in the neighbourhood of which 
lives Lady Betty; London, whither you may retire at your 
pleasure; or, if you will have it so, whither I may go, you staying 
at Windsor; and yet be within an easy distance of you, if any- 
thing should happen, or if your friends should change their 

new-taken resolution. . 

This proposal, however, displeased me not. But I said my 
only objection was the distance of Windsor from Miss Howe, 
of whom I should be glad to be always within two or three hours 

reach by a messenger, if possible. 

If I had thoughts of any other place than Windsor, or nearer 

to Miss Howe, he wanted but my commands, and would seek 
for proper accommodations; but, fix as I pleased, farther or 
nearer, he had servants, and they had nothing else to do but to 


obey me. , 

A grateful thing then he named to me: to send for my Hanna 
as soon as I should be fixed 1 ; unless I would choose one of the 
young gentlewomen here to attend me ; both of whom, as 1 ia 
acknowledged, were very obliging; and he knew I had generosity 

enough to make it worth their while. , , 

This of Hannah, he might see, I took very well. I said 1 had 
thoughts of sending for her as soon as I got to more convenient 
lodgings. As to these young gentlewomen, it were pity to 

1 See his reasons for proposing Windsor, pp. 65 , 66— and her Hannah, 
p. 68. 
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break in upon that usefulness which the whole family were of to 
each other ; each having her proper part, and performing it with 
an agreeable alacrity; insomuch that I liked them all so well, 
that I could even pass my days among them, were he to leave 
me; by which means the lodgings would be more convenient to 
me than now they were. 

He need not repeat his objections to this place, he said; but as 
to going to Windsor, or wherever else I thought fit, or as to his 
personal attendance, or leaving me, he would assure me (he very 
agreeably said) that I could propose nothing in which I thought 
my reputation, and even my punctilio , concerned, that he would 
not cheerfully come into. And since I was so much taken up 
with my pen, he would instantly order his horse to be got ready 
and would set out. 

Not to be off my caution: Have you any acquaintance at 
Windsor? said I. Know you of any convenient lodgings there? 

Except the forest, replied he, where I have often hunted, I 
know the least of Windsor of any place so noted and so pleasant. 
Indeed, I have not a single acquaintance there. 

Upon the whole, I told him that I thought his proposal of 
Windsor not amiss; and that I would remove thither, if I could 
get a lodging only for myself, and an upper chamber for Hannah; 
for that my stock of money was but small, as was easy to be 
conceived; and I should be very loath to be obliged to anybody. 
I added that the sooner I removed the better; for that then he 
could have no objection to go to London, or Berkshire, as he 
pleased; and I should let everybody know my independence. 

He again proposed himself, in very polite terms, for my 
banker. But I, as civilly, declined his offer. 

This conversation was to be, all of it, in the main agreeable. 
He asked whether I would choose to lodge in the town of Windsor, 
or out of it? 

As near the castle, I said, as possible, for the convenience of 
going constantly to the public worship; an opportunity I had 
been long deprived of. 

He should be very glad, he told me, if he could procure me 
accommodations in any one of the canon’s houses; which he 
imagined would be more agreeable to me than any other on 
many accounts. And as he could depend upon my promise, 
never to have any other man but himself, on the condition to 
which he had so cheerfully subscribed, he should be easy; since 
it was now his part, in earnest, to set about recommending himself 
to my favour by the only way he knew it could be done. Adding, 
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with a very serious air, I am but a young man, madam; but I 
have run a long course; let not your purity of mind incline you 
to despise me for the acknowledgment. It is high time to be 
weary of it, and to reform; since, like Solomon, I can say. There 
is nothing new under the sun; but that it is my belief that a 
life of virtue can afford such pleasures, on reflection, as will 
be for ever blooming, for ever new ! 

I was agreeably surprised. I looked at him, I believe, as if I 
doubted my ears and my eyes. His aspect, however, became 
his words. 

I expressed my satisfaction in terms so agreeable to him that 
he said he found a delight in this early dawning of a better day 
to him, and in my approbation, which he had never received 
from the success of the most favoured of his pursuits. 

Surely, my dear, the man must be in earnest. He could not 
have said this, he could not have thought it, had he not. What 
followed made me still readier to believe him. 

In the midst of my wild vagaries, said he, I have ever preserved 
a reverence for religion and for religious men. I always called 
another cause when any of my libertine companions, in pur- 
suance of Lord Shaftesbury’s test (which is a part of the rake’s 
creed, and what I may call the whetstone of infidelity) , endeavoured 
to turn the sacred subject into ridicule. On this very account 
I have been called by good men of the clergy, who nevertheless 
would have it that I was a practical rake, the decent rake ; and 
indeed I had too much pride in my shame to disown the name 
of rake. 

This, madam, I am the readier to confess, as it may give you 
hope that the generous task of my reformation, which I flatter 
myself you will have the goodness to undertake, will not be so 
difficult a one as you may have imagined ; for it has afforded me 
some pleasure in my retired hours, when a temporary remorse 
has struck me for anything I have done amiss, that I should 
one day take delight in another course of life; for unless we can , 
I dare say, no durable good is to be expected from the endeavour. 
Your example, madam, must do all, must confirm all . 1 

The divine grace or favour, Mr. Lovelace, must do all, and 
confirm all. You know not how much you please me that I 
can talk to you in this dialect. 

And I then thought of his generosity to his pretty rustic, and 
of his kindness to his tenants. 

1 That he proposes one day to reform, and that he has sometimes good 
motions, see vol. i, pp. 17 1-3. 
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Yet, madam, be pleased to remember one thing: reformation 
cannot be a sudden work. I have infinite vivacity; it is that 
which runs away with me. Judge, dearest madam, by what I 
am going to confess, that I have a prodigious way to journey on 
before a good person will think me tolerable; since, though I 
have read in some of our perfectionists enough to make a better 
man than myself either run into madness or despair about the 
grace you mention, yet I cannot enter into the meaning of the 
word, nor into the modus of its operation. Let me not then be 
checked when I mention your example for my visible reliance, 
and instead of using such words, till I can better understand 
them, suppose all the rest included in the profession of that 
reliance. 

I told him that although I was somewhat concerned at his 
expression, and surprised at so much darkness , as (for want of 
another word) I would call it, in a man of his talents and learning, 
yet I was pleased with his ingenuousness. I wished him to 
encourage this way of thinking. I told him that his observa- 
tion that no durable good was to be expected from any new 
course where there was not a delight taken in it, was just; but 
that the delight would follow by use. 

And twenty things of this sort I even preached to him ; taking 
care, however, not to be tedious, nor to let my expanded heart 
give him a contracted or impatient brow. And, indeed, he took 
visible pleasure in what I said, and even hung upon the subject, 
when I, to try him once or twice, seemed ready to drop it; 
and proceeded to give me a most agreeable instance that he 
could at times think both deeply and seriously. Thus it was. 

He was once, he said, dangerously wounded in a duel in the 
left arm, baring it to show me the scar; that this (notwithstanding 
a great effusion of blood, it being upon an artery) w r as followed by 
a violent fever, which at last fixed upon his spirits, and that so 
obstinately, that neither did he desire life nor his friends expect 
it; that for a month together, his heart, as he thought, was so 
totally changed that he despised his former courses, and par- 
ticularly that rashness which had brought him to the state he 
was in, and his antagonist (who, how'ever, was the aggressor) 
into a much worse; that in this space he had thoughts which at 
times still give him pleasure to reflect upon; and although these 
promising prospects changed as he recovered health and spirits, 
yet he parted with them with so much reluctance that he could 
not help showing it in a copy of verses, truly blank ones, he said, 
some of which he repeated, and (advantaged by the grace w'hich 
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he gives to everything he repeats) I thought them very 
tolerable ones; the sentiments, however, much graver than I 
expected from him. 

He has promised me a copy of the lines, and then I shall 
judge better of their merit, and so shall you. The tendency of 
them was, “That, since sickness only gave him a proper train of 
thinking, and that his restored health brought with it a return 
of his evil habits, he was ready to renounce the gifts of nature 
for those of contemplation.*’ 

He further declared that although these good motions went 
off (as he had owned) on his recovery, yet he had better hopes 
now, from the influence of my example, and from the reward 
before him, if he persevered; and that he was the more hopeful 
that he should, as his present resolution was made in a full tide 
of health and spirits ; and when he had nothing to wish for but 
perseverance, to entitle himself to my favour. 

I will not throw cold water, Mr. Lovelace, said I, on a rising 
flame; but look to it! For I shall endeavour to keep you up 
to this spirit. I shall measure your value of me by this test; 
and I would have you bear those charming lines of Mr. Rowe for 
ever in your mind; you who have, by your own confession, so 
much to repent of; and as the scar, indeed, you showed me will, 
in one instance, remind you to your dying day. 

The lines, my dear, are from that poet’s Ulysses. You have 
heard me often admire them, and I repeated them to him: 

Habitual evils change not on a sudden ; 

But many days must pass, and many sorrows; 
Conscious remorse and anguish must be felt. 

To curb desire, to break the stubborn will. 

And work a second nature in the soul. 

Ere Virtue can resume the place she lost: 

'Tis else Dissimulation — 

He had often read these lines, he said; but never tasted them 
before. By his soul (the unmortified creature swore), and as 
he hoped to be saved , he was ?ioiv in earnest in his good resolutions. 
He had said, before I repeated these lines from Rowe, that habitual 
evils could not be changed on a sudden ; but he hoped he should 
not be thought a dissembler if he were not enabled to hold his 
good purposes, since ingratitude and dissimulation were vices 
that of all others he abhorred. 

May you ever abhor them, I said. They are the most odious 
of all vices. 

I hope, my dear Miss Howe, I shall not have occasion, in my 
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future letters, to contradict these promising appearances. 
Should I have nothing on his side to combat with, I shall be 
very far from being happy from the sense of my fault, and the 
indignation of all my relations. So shall not fail of condign 
punishment for it, from my inward remorse on account of my 
forfeited character. But the least ray of hope could not dart 
in upon me without my being willing to lay hold of the very 
first opportunity to communicate it to you, who take so generous 
a share in all my concerns. 

Nevertheless, you may depend upon it, my dear, that these 
agreeable assurances and hopes of his begun reformation shall 
not make me forget my caution. Not that I think, at worst, 
any more than you, that he dare to harbour a thought injurious 
to my honour; but he is very various, and there is an apparent, 
and even an acknowledged unfixedness in his temper, which at 
times gives me uneasiness. I am resolved, therefore, to keep 
him at distance from my person and my thoughts as much as 
I can; for whether all men are, or are not, encroachers, I am sure 
Mr. Lovelace is one. 

Hence it is that I have always cast about, and will continue 
to cast about, what ends he may have in view from this proposal, 
or from that report. In a word, though hopeful of the best , I 
will always be fearful of the worst , in everything that admits of 
doubt. For it is better, in such a situation as mine, to appre- 
hend without cause than to subject myself to surprise for want 
of forethought. 

Mr. Lovelace is gone to Windsor, having left two servants to 
attend me. He purposes to be back to-morrow. 

I have written to my Aunt Hervey to supplicate her interest 
in my behalf, for my clothes, books, and money; signifying to 
her, “That, if I may be restored to the favour of my family, and 
allowed a negative only, as to any man who may be proposed 
to me, and be used like a daughter, a niece, and a sister, I will 
stand by my offer to live single, and submit as I ought to a 
negative from my father. ” Intimating, nevertheless, “That it 
were perhaps better, after the usage I have received from my 
brother and sister, that I may be allowed to be distant from 
them, as well for their sakes as for my own” (meaning, as I 
suppose it will be taken, at my Dairy-house) — offering “to 
take my father’s directions as to the manner I shall live 
in, the servants I shall have, and in everything that shall 
show the dutiful subordination to which I am willing to 
conform. ” 
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My aunt will know by my letter to my sister how to direct 
to me, if she be permitted to favour me with a line. 

I am equally earnest with her in this letter, as I was with my 
sister in that I wrote to her to obtain for me a speedy reconcilia- 
tion, that I may not be further precipitated; intimating, “That 
by a timely lenity, all may pass for a misunderstanding only, 
which otherwise will be thought equally disgraceful to them and 
to me; appealing to her for the necessity I was under to do 
what I did.” 

Had I owned that I was over-reached and forced away against 
my intention, might they not, as a proof of the truth of my 
assertion, have insisted upon my immediate return to them? 
And if I did not return, would they not have reason to suppose 
that I had now altered my mind (if such were my mind), or had 
not the power to return? Then were I to have gone back, must 
it not have been upon their own terms? No conditioning with 
a father / is a maxim with my father and with my uncles. If I 
would have gone, Mr. Lovelace would have opposed it. So I 
must have been under his control, or have run away from him, as 
it is supposed I did to him from Harlowe Place. In what a giddy 
light would this have made me appear! Had he constrained 
me, could I have appealed to my friends for their protection 
without risking the very consequences to prevent which (setting 
up myself presumptuously, as a middle person between flaming 
spirits) I have run into such terrible inconveniences? 

But after all, must it not give me great anguish of mind to 
be forced to sanctify, as I may say, by my seeming after- approba- 
tion, a measure I was so artfully tricked into, and which I was 
so much resolved not to take? 

How one evil brings on another, is sorrowfully witnessed to by 

Your ever obliged and affectionate 

Clarissa Harlowe. 

Letter XV 111 — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford, Esq. 

Friday , April 14. 

Thou hast often reproached me. Jack, with my vanity, without 
distinguishing the humorous turn that accompanies it; and 
for which, at the same time that thou robbest me of the merit 
of it, thou admirest me highly. Envy gives thee the indistinction : 
nature inspires the admiration ; unknown to thyself it inspires it. 
But thou art too clumsy and too short-sighted a mortal to know 
how to account even for the impulses by which thou thyself 
art moved. 
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Well, but this acquits thee not of my charge of vanity, Love- 
lace, methinks thou sayest. 

And true thou sayest; for I have indeed a confounded parcel 
of it. But if men of parts may not be allowed to be vain, who 
should ? And yet, upon second thoughts, men of parts have 
the least occasion of any to be vain; since the world (so few of 
them are there in it) are ready to find them out and extol them. 
If a fool can be made sensible that there is a man who has more 
understanding than himself , he is ready enough to conclude 
that such a man must be a very extraordinary creature. 

And what, at this rate, is the general conclusion to be drawn 
from the premises? Is it not. That no man ought to be vain? 
But what if a man can’t help it! This, perhaps, may be my 
case. But there is nothing upon which I value myself so much as 
upon my inventions. And, for the soul of me, I cannot help 
letting it be seen that I do. Yet this vanity may be a means, 
perhaps, to overthrow me with this sagacious lady. 

She is very apprehensive of me, I see. I have studied 
before her and Miss Howe, as often as I have been with them, 
to pass for a giddy thoughtless creature. What a folly, then, 
to be so expatialingly sincere in my answer to her home-put 
upon the noises within the garden ! But such success having 
attended that contrivance [success. Jack, has blown many a 
man up!] my cursed vanity got uppermost, and kept down my 
caution. The menace to have secreted Solmes, and that other, 
that I had thoughts to run away with her foolish brother, and 
of my project to revenge her upon the two servants, so much 
terrified the dear creature that I was forced to sit down to muse 
after means to put myself right in her opinion. 

Some favourable incidents, at the time, tumbled in from my 
agent in her family; at least such as I was determined to make 
favourable; and therefore I desired admittance, and this before 
she could resolve anything against me; that is to say, while her 
admiration of my intrepidity kept resolution in suspense. 

Accordingly, I prepared myself to be all gentleness, all 
obligingness, all serenity; and as I have now and then, and 
always had , more or less, good motions pop up in my mind, I 
encouraged and collected everything of this sort that I had ever 
had from novicehood to maturity [ not long in recollecting, J ack /], 
in order to bring the dear creature into good humour with me . 1 
And who knows, thought I, if I can hold it and proceed, but I 

1 He had said, p. 42, that he would make reformation his stalking- 
horse, etc. 
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may be able to lay a foundation fit to build my grand scheme 
upon? Love, thought I, is not naturally a doubter; Fear is. 

I will try to banish the latter; nothing then but love will remain. 
Credulity is the god of love’s prime minister ; and they never 
are asunder. 

He then acquaints his friend with what passed between him and 
the lady, in relation to his advices from Harlowe Place, and 
to his proposal about lodgings , pretty imich to the same purpose 
as in her preceding letter. 

When he comes to mention his proposal of the Witidsor lodgings , 
thus he expresses himself : 

Now, Belford, can it enter into thy leaden head what I meant 
by this proposal? I know it cannot. And so I 'll tell thee. 

To leave her for a day or two, with a view to serve her by my 
absence, would, as I thought, look like confiding in her favour. 

I could not think of leaving her, thou knowest, while I had 
reason to believe her friends would pursue us; and I began to 
apprehend that she would suspect that I made a pretence of 
that intentional pursuit to keep about her and with her. 
But now that they had declared against it, and that they 
would ?iot receive her if she went back (a declaration she had 
better hear first from me than from Miss Howe or any other), 
what should hinder me from giving her this mark of my 
obedience; especially as I could leave Will, who is a clever fellow, 
and can do anything but write and spell, and Lord M.’s Jonas 
(not as guards, to be sure, but as attendants only) ; the latter to 
be dispatched to me occasionally by the former, whom I could 
acquaint with my motions? 

Then I wanted to inform myself why I had not congratulatory 
letters from Lady Sarah and Lady Betty, and from my Cousins 
Montague, to whom I had written, glorying in my beloved’s 
escape; which letters, if properly worded, might be made 
necessary to show her as matters proceed. 

As to Windsor, I had no design to carry her particularly 
thither; but somewhere it was proper to name, as she con- 
descended to ask my advice about it. London, I durst not, but 
very cautiously, and so as to make it her own option ; for I must 
tell thee that there is such a perverseness in the sex, that when 
they ask your advice, they do it only to know your opinion, 
that they may oppose it; though had not the thing in question 
been your choice, perhaps it had been theirs. 

I could easily give reasons against Windsor, after I had 
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pretended to be there; and this would have looked the better, 
as it was a place of my own nomination; and shown her that 
I had no fixed scheme. Never was there in woman such a 
sagacious, such an all-alive apprehension as in this. Yet it is a 
grievous thing to an honest man to be suspected. 

Then, in my going or return, I can call upon Mrs. Greme. 
She and my beloved had a great deal of talk together. If I 
knew what it was about; and that either , upon their first 
first acquaintance, was for benefiting herself by the other ; I 
might contrive to serve them both , without hurting myself ; for 
these are the most prudent ways of doing friendships, and what 
are not followed by regrets, though the served should prove 
ungrateful. Then Mrs. Greme corresponds by pen and ink with 
her farmer-sister where we are; something may possibly arise 
that way, either of a convenient nature, which 1 may pursue ; or 
of an inconvenient, which 1 may avoid . 

Always be careful of back doors , is a maxim with me in all 
my exploits. Whoever knows me, knows that I am no proud 
man. I can talk as familiarly to servants as to principals, 
when I have a mind to make it worth their while to oblige me 
in anything. Then servants are but as the common soldiers 
in an army. They do all the mischief ; frequently without 
malice, and merely, good souls / for mischief sake. 

I am most apprehensive about Miss Howe. She has a con- 
founded deal of wit, and wants only a subject to show as much 
roguery ; and should I be outwitted with all my sententious, 
boasting conceit of my own nostrum-mongership [. I love to 
plague thee, who art a pretender to accuracy , and a surface-skimmer 
in learning, with out-of-the-way words a?id phrases~\ I should 
certainly hang, drown, or shoot myself. 

Poor Hickman ! I pity him for the prospect he has with such 
a virago ! But the fellow ’s a fool, God wot ! And now I think 
of it, it is absolutely necessary for complete happiness in the 
married state, that one should be a fool (an argument I once held 
with this very Miss Howe). But then the fool should know that 
he is so, else the obstinate one will disappoint the wise one. 

But my agent Joseph has helped me to secure this quarter, 
as I have hinted to thee more than once. 
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Letter XIX — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

[7n continuation ] 

But is it not a confounded thing that I cannot fasten an obliga- 
tion upon this proud beauty ? I have two motives in endeavour- 
ing to prevail upon her to accept of money and raiment from 
me: one, the real pleasure I should have in the accommodating 
of the haughty maid; and to think there was something near 
her, and upon her, that I could call mine; the other, in order to 
abate her severity and humble her a little. 

Nothing sooner brings down a proud spirit than a sense of 
lying under pecuniary obligations. This has always made me 
solicitous to avoid laying myself under any such ; yet sometimes 
formerly have I been put to it, and cursed the tardy revolution 
of the quarterly periods. And yet I ever made shift to avoid 
anticipations; I never would eat the calf in the cow’s belly , as 
Lord M.’s phrase is; for what is that but to hold our lands upon 
tenant-courtesy , the vilest of all tenures? To be denied a fox- 
chase for fear of breaking down a fence upon my own grounds? 
To be clamoured at for repairs studied for, rather than really 
wanted ? To be prated to by a bumpkin with his hat on, and his 
arms folded, as if he defied your expectations of that sort; his 
foot firmly fixed as if upon his own ground, and you forced to 
take his arch leers, and stupid gibes; he intimating by the whole 
of his conduct that he had had it in his power to oblige you, and 
if you behave civilly may oblige you again? I, who think I 
have a right to break every man’s head I pass by, if I like not his 
looks, to bear this! No more could I do it than I could borrow 
of an insolent uncle, or inquisitive aunt, who would thence think 
themselves entitled to have an account of all my life and actions 
laid before them for their review and censure. 

My charmer, I see, has a pride like my own; but she has no 
distinction in her pride; nor knows the pretty fool that there is 
nothing nobler, nothing more delightful, than for lovers to be 
conferring and receiving obligations from each other. In this 
very farm-yard, to give thee a familiar instance, I have more 
than once seen this remark illustrated. A strutting rascal of a 
cock have I beheld chuck, chuck, chuck, chucking his mistress 
to him, when he has found a single barley-corn, taking it up with 
his bill, and letting it drop five or six times, still repeating his 
chucking invitation; and when two or three of his feathered 
ladies strive who shall be the first for it [O J ack ! a cock is a 
11 — *c 88 3 
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grand signor oj a bird /] he directs the bill of the foremost to it; 
and, when she has got the dirty pearl, he struts over her with 
an erected crest, and with an exulting chuck — a chuck-aw-aw-w, 
circling round her with dropped wings, sweeping the dust in 
humble courtship; while the obliged she, half-shy, half-willing, 
by her cowering tail, prepared wings, yet seemingly affrighted 
eyes, and contracted neck, lets one see that she knows the barley- 
corn was not all he called her for. 

When he comes to that part oj his narrative where he mentions 
the proposing oj the lady's maid Hannah, or one oj the young 
Sorlings , to attend her , thus he writes : 

Now, Belford, canst thou imagine what I meant by proposing 
Hannah, or one of the girls here, for her attendant? I ’ll give 
thee a month to guess. 

Thou wilt not pretend to guess, thou sayest. 

Well, then, I ’ll tell thee. 

Believing she would certainly propose to have that favourite 
wench about her as soon as she was a little settled, I had caused 
the girl to be inquired after, with an intent to make interest, 
somehow or other, that a month’s warning should be insisted on 
by her master or mistress, or by some other means which I had 
not determined upon, to prevent her coming to her. But for- 
tune fights for me. The wench is luckily ill; a violent rheumatic 
disorder, which has obliged her to leave her place, confines her 
to her chamber. Poor Hannah! How I pity the girl! These 
things are very hard upon industrious servants ! I intend to 
make the poor wench a small present on the occasion — I know 
it will oblige my charmer. 

And so, Jack, pretending not to know anything oj the matter , 
I pressed her to send for Hannah. She knew I had always a 
regard for this servant, because of her honest love to her lady; 
but now I have a greater regard for her than ever. Calamity, 
though a poor servant’s calamity, will rather increase than 
diminish good will with a truly generous master or mistress. 

As to one of the young Sorlings’s attendance, there was 
nothing at all in proposing that; for if either of them had been 
chosen by her , and permitted by the mother [two chances in that /] 
it would have been only till I had fixed upon another. And if 
afterwards they had been loath to part, I could easily have given 
my beloved a jealousy which would have done the business; or 
to the girl, who would have quitted her country dairy , such a 
relish for a London one as would have made it very convenient 
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for her to fall in love with Will; or perhaps I could have done 
still better for her with Lord M.’s chaplain, who is very desirous 
of standing well with his lord’s presumptive heir. 

A blessing on thy honest heart, Lovelace ! thou ’It say ; for thou 
art for providing for everybody. 

He gives an account of the serious part of their conversation , 
with no great variation from the lady's account of it ; and when 
he comes to that part of it where he bids her remember that 
reformation cannot be a sudden thing, he asks his friend : 

Is not this fair play? Is it not dealing ingenuously? Then 
the observation, I will be bold to say, is founded in truth and 
nature. But there was a little touch of policy in it besides; 
that the lady, if I should fly out again, should not think me too 
gross an hypocrite; for, as I plainly told her, I was afraid that 
my fits of reformation were but fits and sallies; but I hoped her 
example would fix them into habits. But it is so discouraging 
a thing to have my monitress so very good ! I protest I know 
not how to look up at her! Now, as I am thinking, if I could 
pull her down a little nearer to my own level; that is to say, 
could prevail upon her to do something that would argue im- 
perfection, something to repent of ; we should jog on much more 
equally, and be better able to comprehend one another ; and so 
the comfort would be mutual, and the remorse not all on one side. 

He acknowledges that he was greatly affected and pleased with 
the lady's serious arguments at the time; but even then was 
apprehensive that his temper would not hold. Thus he writes * 

This lady says serious things in so agreeable a manner (and 
then her voice is all harmony when she touches a subject she is 
pleased with), that I could have listened to her for half a day 
together. But yet I am afraid if she falls , as they call it, she 
will lose a good deal of that pathos , of that noble self-confidence, 
which gives a good person, as I now see, a visible superiority 
over one not so good. 

But after all, Belford, I would fain know why people call such 
free-livers as you and me hypocrites. That s a word I hate; 
and should take it very ill to be called by it. For myself, I 
have as good motions, and perhaps have them as frequently as 
anybody ; all the business is, they don’t hold ; or, to speak more in 
character, 1 don't take the care some do to conceal my lapses. 
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Letter XX — Miss Howe to Miss Clarissa Harlowe 

Saturday , April 15 . 

Though pretty much pressed in time, and oppressed by my 
mother’s watchfulness, I will write a few lines upon the new 
light that has broke in upon your gentleman; and send it by a 
particular hand. 

I know not what to think of him upon it. He talks well; 
but judge him by Rowe’s lines, he is certainly a dissembler , 
odious as the sin of hypocrisy, and, as he says, that other of 
ingratitude, are to him. 

And pray, my dear, let me ask, could he have triumphed, as 
it is said he has done, over so many of our sex, had he not been 
egregiously guilty of both sins ? 

His ingenuousness is the thing that staggers me ; yet is he 
cunning enough to know that whoever accuses himself first, 
blunts the edge of an adversary’s accusation. 

He is certainly a man of sense; there is more hope of such a 
one than of a fool ; and there must be a beginning to a reformation. 
These I will allow in his favour. 

But this that follows, I think, is the only way to judge of his 
specious confessions and self-accusations. Does he confess any- 
thing that you knew not before, or that you are not likely to 
find out from others? If nothing else, what does he confess to 
his own disadvantage? You have heard of his duels; you have 
heard of his seductions — all the world has. He owns, therefore, 
what it would be to no purpose to conceal ; and his ingenuousness 
is a salvo — “Why, this, madam, is no more than Mr. Lovelace 
himself acknowledges.” 

Well, but what is now to be done? You must make the best 
of your situation; and as you say, so say I, I hope that will not 
be bad ; for I like all that he has proposed to you of Windsor, 
and his canon’s house. His readiness to leave you, and .g° 
himself in quest of a lodging, likewise looks well. And I think 
there is nothing can be so properly done as (whether you get to 
a canon’s house or not) that the canon should join you together 
in wedlock as soon as possible. 

I much approve, however, of all your cautions, of all your 
vigilance, and of everything you have done, but of your meeting 
him. Yet in my disapprobation of that, I judge by the event 
only; for who would have divined it would have concluded as 
it did? But he is the devil by his own account; and had he 
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run away with the wretched Solmes, and your more wretched 
brother, and been himself transported for life, he should have 
had my free consent for all three. 

What use does he make of that Joseph Leman ! His ingenuous- 
ness, I must once more say, confounds me; but if, my dear, you 
can forgive your brother for the part he put that fellow upon 
acting, I don’t know whether you ought to be angry at Love- 
lace; yet I have wished fifty times, since Lovelace got you away, 
that you were rid of him, whether it were by a burning fever, 
by hanging, by drowning, or by a broken neck, provided it were 
before he laid you under a necessity to go into mourning 
for him. 

I repeat my hitherto rejected offer. May I send it safely by 
your old man? I have reasons for not sending it by Hickman’s 
servant, unless I had a bank-note. Inquiring for such may 
cause distrust. My mother is so busy, so inquisitive — I don’t 
love suspicious tempers. 

And here she is continually in and out — I must break off. 

• # • • • * 

Mr. Hickman begs his most respectful compliments to you, 
with offer of his services. I told him I would oblige him, 
because minds in trouble take kindly anybody’s civilities; but 
that he was not to imagine that he particularly obliged me by 
this; since I should think the man or woman either blind or 
stupid who admired not a person of your exalted merit for your 
own sake, and wished not to serve you without view to other 
reward than the honour of serving you. 

To be sure , that was his principal motive , with great daintiness 
he said it; but with a kiss of his hand, and a bow to my feet, he 
hoped that that fine lady’s being my jriend did not lessen the 
merit of the reverence he really had for her. 

Believe me ever, what you, my dear, shall ever find me. 

Your faithful and affectionate 

Anna Howe. 


Letter XXI — Aliss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Sat. Afternoon. 

I detain your messenger while I write in answer to yours; 
the poor old man not being very well. 

You dishearten me a good deal about Mr. Lovelace. I may 
be too willing from my sad circumstances to think the best of 
him. If his pretences to reformation are but pretences, what 
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must be his intent? But can the heart of man be so very vile? 
Can he, dare he, mock the Almighty? But may I not, from one 
very sad reflection, think better of him; that I am thrown too 
much into his power to make it necessary for him (except he 
were to intend the very utmost villainy by me) to be such a shock- 
ing hypocrite? He must, at least, be in earnest at the time he 
gives the better hopes. Surely he must. You yourself must 
join with me in this hope, or you could not wish me to be so 
dreadfully yoked. 

But after all, I had rather, much rather, be independent of 
him and of his family, although I have an high opinion of them; 
at least till I see what my own may be brought to. Otherwise, 
I think it were best for me at once to cast myself into Lady 
Betty’s protection. All would then be conducted with decency, 
and perhaps many mortifications would be spared me. But 
then I must be his at all adventures, and be thought to defy my 
own family. And shall I not first see the issue of one applica- 
tion? And yet I cannot make this till I am settled somewhere, 
and at a distance from him. 

Mrs. Sorlings showed me a letter this morning which she had 
received from her sister Greme last night; in which Mrs. Greme 
(hoping I will forgive her forward zeal if her sister thinks fit 
to show her letter to me) “wishes (and that for all the noble 
family’s sake, and she hopes she may say for my own) that I 
will be pleased to yield to make his honour, as she calls him, 
happy.” She grounds her officiousness , as she calls it, upon 
what he was so condescending (her word also) to say to her 
yesterday in his way to Windsor, on her presuming to ask if 
she might soon give him joy: “That no man ever loved a woman 
as he loves me; that no woman ever so well deserved to be 
beloved; that in every conversation he admires me still more; 
that he loves me with such a purity as he had never believed 
himself capable of, or that a mortal creature could have inspired 
him with; looking upon me as all soid \ as an angel sent down to 
save his” ; and a great deal more of this sort: “but that he 
apprehends my consent to make him happy is at a greater 
distance than he wishes. And complained of the too severe 
restrictions I had laid upon him before I honoured him with 
my confidence ; which restrictions must be as sacred to him as if 
they were parts of the marriage contract ,” etc. 

What, my dear, shall I say to this? How shall I take it? 
Mrs. Greme is a good woman. Mrs. Sorlings is a good woman. 
And this letter agrees with the conversation between Mr. Love- 
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lace and me, which I thought, and still think, so agreeable. 1 
Yet what means the man by foregoing the opportunities he has 
had to declare himself ? What mean his complaints of my re- 
strictions to Mrs. Greme? He is not a bashful man. But you say 
I inspire people with an awe of me. An awe, my dear ! As how ? 

I am quite petulant, fretful, and peevish with myself at times, 
to find that I am bound to see the workings of this subtle , or this 

giddy spirit ; which shall I call it ? 

How am I punished, as I frequently think, for my vanity 
in hoping to be an example to young persons of my sex! Let 
me be but a warning and I will now be contented. For be my 
destiny what it may, I shall never be able to Hold up my head 
again among my best friends and worthiest companions. 

It is one of the cruellest circumstances that attends the faults 
of the inconsiderate, that she makes all who love her unhappy, 
and gives joy only to her own enemies, and to the enemies of 

her family. 

What a useful lesson would this afford were it properly 
inculcated at the time that the tempted mind was balancing upon 
a doubtful adventure? 

You know not, my dear, the worth of a virtuous man; and 
noble-minded as you are in most particulars, you partake of 
the common weakness of human nature in being apt to slight 
what is in your own power. 

You would not think of using Mr. Lovelace, were he your 
suitor, as you do the much worthier Mr. Hickman would you? 
You know who says in my mother’s case, “Much will bear, 
much shall bear, all the world through.” 2 Mr. Hickman, I 
fancy, would be glad to know the lady’s name who made such 
an observation. He would think it hardly possible but suc h a 
one should benefit by her own remark; and would be apt to 
wish his Miss Howe acquainted with her. 

Gentleness of heart, surely, is not despicable in a man. Why, 
if it be, is the highest distinction a man can arrive at, that of a 
gentleman ? A distinction which a prince may not deserve. 
For manners, more than birth, fortune, or title, are requisite in 
this character. Manners are indeed the essence of it. And shall 
it be generally said, and Miss Howe not be an exception to it 
(as once you wrote), that our sex are best dealt with by boisterous 
and unruly spirits? 3 

1 This letter Mrs. Greme (with a good intention) was put upon writing 
by Mr. Lovelace himself, as will be seen, p. 96. 

*Vol. i, p. 43- 3 Ibid., p. 246. 
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Forgive me, my dear, and love me as you used to do. For 
although my fortunes are changed, my heart is not; nor ever 
will, while it bids my pen tell you that it must cease to beat 
when it is not as much yours as 

Your 

Clarissa Harlowe’s. 


Letter XXII — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Saturday Evening. 

Mr. Lovelace has seen divers apartments at Windsor, but not 
one, he says, that he thought fit for me, and which at the same 
time answered my description. 

He has been very solicitous to keep to the letter of my 
instructions; which looks well; and the better I liked him, as, 
although he proposed that town, he came back dissuading me 
from it; for he said that in his journey from thence he had 
thought Windsor, although of his own proposal, a wrong choice ; 
because I coveted privacy, and that was a place generally visited 
and admired . 1 

I told him that if Mrs. Sorlings thought me not an encum- 
brance I would be willing to stay here a little longer; provided 
he would leave me and go to Lord M.’s or to London, whichever 
he thought best. 

He hoped, he said, that he might suppose me absolutely safe 
from the insults or attempts of my brother; and therefore, if it 
would make me easier, he would obey, for a few days at least. 

He again proposed to send for Hannah. I told him I designed 
to do so, through you. And shall I beg of you, my dear, to 
cause the honest creature to be sent to? Your faithful Robert, 
I think, knows where she is. Perhaps she will be permitted to 
quit her place directly, by allowing a month’s wages, which I 
will repay her. 

He took notice of the serious humour he found me in, and of 
the redness of my eyes. I had just been answering your letter, 
and had he not approached me, on his coming off his journey, 
in a very respectful manner; had he not made an unexception- 
able report of his inquiries, and been so ready to go from me, 
at the very first word, I was prepared (notwithstanding the 
good terms we parted upon when he set out for Windsor) to have 
given him a very unwelcome reception ; for the contents of your 

1 This inference of the lady in his favour is exactly what he had hoped 
for. See pp. 65—6. 
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last letter had so affected me, that the moment I saw him I 
beheld with indignation the seducer who had been the cause of 
all the evils I suffer, and have suffered. 

He hinted to me that he had received a letter from Lady 
Betty, and another (as I understood him) from one of the Miss 
Montagues. If they take notice of me in them, I wonder that 
he did not acquaint me with the contents. I am afraid, my 
dear, that his relations are among those who think I have taken 
a rash and inexcusable step. It is not to my credit to let even 
them know how I have been frightened out of myself ; and yet 
perhaps they would hold me unworthy of their alliance if they 
were to think my flight a voluntary one. O my dear, how 
uneasy to us are our reflections upon every doubtful occurrence, 
when we know we have been prevailed upon to do a wrong thing ! 


Sunday Morning. 

Ah! this man, my dear! We have had warmer dialogues 
than ever yet we have had. At fair argument I find I need not 
fear him x ; but he is such a wild, such an ungovernable creature 
(he reformed !), that I am half afraid of him. 

He again, on my declaring myself uneasy at his stay with me 
here, proposed that I would put myself into Lady Betty’s pro- 
tection, assuring me that he thought he could not leave me at 
Mrs. Sorlings’s with safety to myself. And upon my declining 
to do that, for the reasons I gave you in my last , 2 he urged me to 
make a demand of my estate. 

He knew it, I told him, to be my resolution not to litigate 
with my father. 

Nor would he put me upon it, he replied, but as the last thing. 
But if my spirit would not permit me to be obliged , as I called it, 
to anybody, and yet if my relations would refuse me my own, 
he knew not how I could keep up that spirit without being put to 
inconveniences which would give him infinite concern — unless — 
unless — unless, he said hesitating, as if afraid to speak out — 
unless I would take the only method I could take to obtain the 
possession of my own. 

What is that , sir? 

Sure the man saw by my looks, when he came with his creeping 
unlesses, that I guessed what he meant. 

Ah, madam ! can you be at a loss to know what that method 
is? They will not dispute with a man that right which they 
would contest with you. 

1 See this confirmed by Mr. Lovelace, p. 14. 


2 See p. 72. 
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Why said he with a man , instead of with him ? Yet he looked 
as if he wanted to be encouraged to say more. 

So, sir, you would have me employ a lawyer, would you, 
notwithstanding what I have ever declared as to litigating with 
my papa ? 

No, I would not, my dearest creature, snatching my hand, 
and pressing it with his lips — except you would make me the 
lawyer. 

Had he said me at first, I should have been above the affecta- 
tion of mentioning a lawyer. 

I blushed. The man pursued not the subject so ardently, 
but that it was more easy as well as more natural to avoid it 
than to fall into it. 

Would to Heaven he might, without offending! But I so 
overawed him ! ( Overawed him — your 1 notion, my dear.) And 

so the overawed, bashful man went off from the subject, 
repeating his proposal that I would demand my own estate, 
or empower some man of the law to demand it, if I would not 
(he put in) empower a happier man to demand it. But it could 
not be amiss, he thought, to acquaint my two trustees that I 
intended to assume it. 

I should know better what to do, I told him, when he was at 
a distance from me and known to be so. I suppose, sir, that if 
my father propose my return, and engage never to mention 
Solmes to me, nor any other man, but by my consent , and I 
agree, upon that condition, to think no more of you, you will 
acquiesce. 

I was willing to try whether he had the regard to all my 
previous declarations which he pretended to have to some of 
them. 

He was struck all of a heap. 

What say you, Mr. Lovelace? You know, all you mean is for 
my good. Surely I am my own mistress; surely I need not 
ask your leave to make what terms I please for myself, so long 
as 1 break none with you? 

He hemm’d twice or thrice. Why, madam — why, madam, I 
cannot say — then pausing, and rising from his seat with petu- 
lance: I see plainly enough, said he, the reason why none of my 
proposals can be accepted ; at last I am to be a sacrifice to your 
reconciliation with your implacable family. 

It has always been your respectful way, Mr. Lovelace, to treat 
my family in this free manner. But pray, sir, when you call 

1 See pp. 43 and 44. 
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others implacable, see that you deserve not the same censure 
y otis elf . 

He must needs say there was no love lost between some of 
my family and him, but he had not deserved of them what they 

had of him. 

Yourself being judge, I suppose, sir? 

All the world, you yourself, madam, being judge. 

Then, sir, let me tell you, had you been less upon your defiances, 
they would not have been irritated so much against you. But 
nobody ever heard that avowed despite to the relations of a 
person was a proper courtship either to that person or to her 
friends. 

Well, madam, all that I know is, that their malice against me 
is such that, if you determine to sacrifice me, you may be 
reconciled when you please. 

And all that I know, sir, is, that if I do give my father the 
power of a negative, and he will be contented with that , it will 
be but my duty to give it him; and if I preserve one to myself, 
I shall break through no obligation to you. 

Your duty to your capricious brother , not to your father , you 
mean, madam. 

If the dispute lay between my brother and me vX first, surely, 
sir, a father may choose which party he will take. 

He may , madam — but that exempts him not from blame for 

all that, if he take the wrong 

Different people will judge differently, Mr. Lovelace, of the 
right and the wrong. You judge as you please. Shall not others 
as they please? And who has a right to control a fathers 
judgment in his own family, and in relation to his own child? 

fknow, madam, there is no arguing with you. But neverthe- 
less I had hoped to have made myself some little merit with you, 
so as that I might not have been the preliminary sacrifice to a 
reconciliation. 

Your hopes, sir, had been better grounded if you had had 
my consent to my abandoning of my father’s house 

Always, madam, and for ever to be reminded of the choice 
you would have made of that damned Solmes — rather than 

Not so hasty! Not so rash, Mr. Lovelace! I am convinced 
that there was no intention to marry me to that Solmes on 
Wednesday. 

So I am told they now give out, in order to justify themselves 
at your expense. Everybody living, madam, is obliged to you 
for your kind thoughts but I. 
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Excuse me, good Mr. Lovelace (waving my hand and bowing), 
that I am willing to think the best of my father. 

Charming creature! said he, with what a bewitching air is 
that said ! — And with a vehemence in his manner, would have 
snatched my hand. But I withdrew it, being much offended 
with him. 

I think, madam, my sufferings for your sake might have 
entitled me to some favour. 

My sufferings, sir, for your impetuous temper, set against your 
sufferings for my sake , I humbly conceive, leave me very little 
your debtor. 

Lord ! Madam (assuming a drolling air), what have you 
suffered! Nothing but what you can easily forgive. You have 
been only made a prisoner in your father’s house by the way of 
doing credit to your judgment ! You have only had an innocent 
and faithful servant turned out of your service because you 
loved her. You have only had your sister’s confident servant 
set over you, with leave to tease and affront you ! 

Very well, sir! 

You have only had an insolent brother take upon him to treat 
you like a slave, and as insolent a sister to undermine you in 
everybody’s favour, on pretence to keep you out of hands 
which, if as vile as they vilely report, are not, however, half so 
vile and cruel as their own ! 

Go on, sir, if you please ! 

You have only been persecuted in order to oblige you to have 
a sordid fellow whom you have professed to hate, and whom 
everybody despises ! The licence has been only got ! The parson 
has only been held in readiness ! The day, a near, a very near 
day, has been only fixed ! And you were only to be searched for 
your correspondences, and still closer confined till the day 
came, in order to deprive you of all means of escaping the snare 
laid for you ! But all this you can forgive ! You can wish you 
had stood all this, inevitable as the compulsion must have been! 
And the man who, at the hazard of his life, has delivered you 
from all these mortifications, is the only person you cannot 
forgive ! 

Can’t you go on, sir? You see I have patience to hear you. 
Can’t you go on, sir? 

I can, madam, with my sufferings; which I confess ought not 
to be mentioned, were I at last to be rewarded in the manner 
I hoped. 

Your sufferings , then, if you please, sir? 
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Affrontingly forbidden your father’s house, after encourage- 
ment given, without any reasons they knew not before, to justify 
the prohibition; forced upon a rencounter I wished to avoid: 
the first I ever, so provoked, wished to avoid ; and that, because 
the wretch was your brother! 

Wretch, sir! — and my brother! This could be from no man 
breathing but from him before me! 

Pardon me, madam! But oh! how unworthy to be your 
brother! The quarrel grafted upon an old one when at college; 
he universally known to be the aggressor; and revived for views 
equally sordid and injurious both to yourself and me — giving 
life to him who would have taken away mine! 

Your generosity this, sir, not your sufferings; a little more of 
your sufferings , if you please ! I hope you do not repent that 
you did not murder my brother! 

My private life hunted into! My morals decried! Some of 
the accusers not unfaulty ! 

That ’s an aspersion, sir ! 

Spies set upon my conduct! One hired to bribe my own 
servant’s fidelity, perhaps to have poisoned me at last, if the 
honest fellow had not 

Facts , Mr. Lovelace ! Do you want facts in the display of your 
sufferings? None of your perhapses , I beseech you! 

Menaces every day and defiances put into every one’s mouth 
against me! Forced to creep about in disguises — and to watch 
all hours 

And in all weathers, I suppose, sir — that, I remember, was 
once your grievance ! In all weathers , sir ! 1 And all these hard- 
ships arising from yourself, not imposed by me. 

— Like a thief, or an eavesdropper, proceeded he; and yet 
neither by birth nor alliances unworthy of their relation, what- 
ever I may be and am of their admirable daughter; of whom 
they, every one of them, are at least as unworthy ! These, 
madam, I call sufferings; justly call so; if at last I am to be 
sacrificed to an imperfect reconciliation — imperfect , I say; 
for can you expect to live so much as tolerably under the same 
roof, after all that is passed, with that brother and sister? 

O sir, sir ! What sufferings have yours been ! And all for 
my sake, I warrant! I can never reward you for them! Never 
think of me more, I beseech you. How can you have patience 
with me? Nothing has been owing to your own behaviour, 
I presume; nothing to your defiances for defiances; nothing to 

1 See vol. i, pp. 500 and 502. 
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your resolution declared more than once, that you would be 
related to a family which, nevertheless, you would not stoop 
to ask a relation of; nothing, in short, to courses which every- 
body blamed you for, you not thinking it worth your while to 
justify yourself. Had I not thought you used in an ungentle- 
manly manner, as I have heretofore told you, you had not had 
my notice by pen and ink . 1 That notice gave you a supposed 
security, and you generously defied my friends the more for it; 
and this brought upon me (perhaps not undeservedly) my father's 
displeasure; without which my brother’s private pique and selfish 
views would have wanted a foundation to build upon ; so that 
all that followed of my treatment, and your redundant onlys, 
I might thank you for principally, as you may yourself for 
all your sufferings , your mighty sufferings! And if, voluble sir, 
you have founded any merit upon them, be so good as to revoke 
it ; and look upon me, with my forfeited reputation, as the only 
sufferer. For what — pray hear me out, sir [for he was going to 
speak], have you suffered in, but your pride? Your reputation 
could not suffer; that it was beneath you to be solicitous about. 
And had you not been an unmanageable man, I should not 
have been driven to the extremity I now every hour, as the 
hour passes, deplore — with this additional reflection upon 
myself that I ought not to have begun , or, having begun, not 
continued a correspondence with one who thought it not worth 
his while to clear his own character for my sake , or to submit 
to my father for his own, in a point wherein every father ought 
to have an option. 

Darkness, light; light, darkness; by my soul!— just as you 
please to have it. O charmer of my heart! snatching my hand, 
and pressing it between both his, to his lips, in a strange wild 
way, take me, take me to yourself; mould me as you please; I 
am wax in your hands; give me your own impression, and seal 
me for ever yours. We were born for each other! — you to make 
me happy, and save a soul — I am all error, all crime. I see 
what I ought to have done. But do you think, madam, I can 
willingly consent to be sacrificed to a partial reconciliation in 
which I shall be so great, so irreparable a sufferer? — Anything 
but that. Include me in your terms; prescribe to me; promise 
for me as you please; put a halter about my neck and lead me 
by it, upon condition of forgiveness on that disgraceful penance, 
and of a prostration as servile, to your father’s presence (your 
brother absent), and I will beg his consent at his feet, and bear 

1 See vol. i, p. 502. 
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anything but spuming from him, because he is your father. But 
to give you up upon cold conditions, d — n me (said the shocking 
wretch), if I either will or can ! 

These were his words as near as I can remember them; for 
his behaviour was so strangely wild and fervent that I was per- 
fectly frighted. I thought he would have devoured my hand. 

I wished myself a thousand miles distant from him. 

I told him I by no means approved of his violent temper; 
he was too boisterous a man for my liking. I saw now , by the 
conversation that had passed, what was his boasted regard to 
my injunctions ; and should take my measures accordingly, as 
he should soon find. And with a half-frighted earnestness I 
desired him to withdraw and leave me to myself. 

He obeyed; and that with extreme complaisance in his manner, 
but with his complexion greatly heightened, and a countenance 
as greatly dissatisfied. 

But on recollecting all that passed, I plainly see that he means 
not, if he can help it, to leave me to the liberty of refusing him; 
which I had nevertheless preserved a right to do ; but looks upon 
me as his, by a strange sort of obligation, for having run away 
with me against my will. 

Yet you see he but touches upon the edges of matrimony neither. 
And that at a time, generally, when he has either excited one’s 
passions or apprehensions; so that one cannot at once descend. 
But surely this cannot be his design. And yet such seemed to be 
his behaviour to my sister , 1 when he provoked her to refuse him, 
and so tamely submitted, as he did, to her refusal. But he dare 
not — What can one say of so various a man? I am now again 
out of conceit with him. I wish I were fairly out of his power. 

He has sent up three times to beg admittance ; in the two last 
with unusual earnestness. But I have sent him word I will 
first finish what I am about. 

What to do about going from this place, I cannot tell. I 
could stay here with all my heart, as I have said to him ; the 
gentlewoman and her daughters are desirous that I will, although 
not very convenient for them, I believe, neither; but I see he 
will not leave me while I do. So I must remove somewhere. 

I have long been sick of myself; and now I am more and 
more so. But let me not lose your good opinion. If I do, that 
loss will complete the misfortunes of 

Your 

Cl. Harlowe. 


1 See vol. i, pp. 7. 8. 
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Letter XXIII — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Sunday Night {April 16). 

I may send to you, although you are forbid to write to me, may 
I not? For that is not a correspondence (is it?) where letters 
are not answered. 

I am strangely at a loss what to think of this man. He is a 
perfect Proteus. I can but write according to the shape he 
assumes at the time. Don’t think me the changeable person, I 
beseech you, if in one letter I contradict what I wrote in another; 
nay, if I seem to contradict what I said in the same letter; for he is 
a perfect chameleon; or rather more variable than the chame- 
leon; for that, it is said, cannot assume the red and the white ; 
but this man can. And though black seems to be his natural 
colour, yet has he taken great pains to make me think him 
nothing but white. 

But you shall judge of him as I proceed. Only, if I anywhere 
appear to you to be credulous, I beg you to set me right; for you 
are a stander-by, as you say in a former . 1 Would to Heaven I 
were not to play! For I think, after all, I am held to a 
desperate game. 

Before I could finish my last to you, he sent up twice more to 
beg admittance. I returned for answer, that I would see him 
at my own time; I would neither be invaded nor prescribed to. 

Considering how we parted, and my delaying his audience , 
as he sometimes calls it, I expected him to be in no very good 
humour when I admitted of his visit; and by what I wrote, you 
will conclude that I was not. Yet mine soon changed when I 
saw his extreme humility at his entrance, and heard what he 
had to say. 

I have a letter, madam, said he, from Lady Betty Lawrance, 
and another from my Cousin Charlotte. But of these more 
by and by. I came now to make my humble acknowledgments 
to you, upon the arguments that passed between us so lately. 

I was silent, wondering what he was driving at. 

I am a most unhappy creature, proceeded he: unhappy from 
a strange impatiency of spirit which I cannot conquer. It 
always brings upon me deserved humiliation. But it is more 
laudable to acknowledge than to persevere when under the 
power of conviction. 

I was still silent. 

1 See vol. i, p. 49; also p. 7 of this volume. 
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I have been considering what you proposed to me, madam, 
that I should acquiesce with such terms as you should think 
proper to comply with, in order to a reconciliation with your 
friends. 

Well, sir? ... 

And I find all just, all right, on your side ; and all impatience, 

all inconsideration on mine. 

I stared, you may suppose. Whence this change, sir? And 
so soon? 

I am so much convinced that you must be in the right in all 
you think fit to insist upon, that I shall for the future mistrust 
myself, and if it be possible, whenever I differ with you, take 
an hour’s time for recollection before I give way to that 
vehemence which an opposition, to which I have not been 
accustomed, too often gives me. 

All this is mighty good, sir; but to what does it tend? 

Why, madam, when I came to consider what you had pro- 
posed as to the terms of reconciliation with your friends, and 
when I recollected that you had always referred to yourself to 
approve or reject me, according to my merits or demerits , I plainly 
saw that it was rather a condescension in you that you were 
pleased to ask my consent to those terms, than that you were 
imposing a new law ; and I now, madam, beg your pardon for my 
impatience; whatever terms you think proper to come into with 
your relations which will enable you to honour me with the 
conditional effect of your promise to me, these be pleased to 
consent to; and if I lose you, insupportable as that thought is 
to me, yet, as it must be by my own fault, I ought to thank 
myself for it. 

What think you. Miss Howe? Do you believe he can have 
any view in this ? I cannot see any he could have, and I thought 
it best, as he put it in so right a manner, to appear not to doubt 
the sincerity of his confession, and to accept of it as sincere. 

He then read to me part of Lady Betty’s letter ; turning down 
the beginning, which was a little too severe upon him, he said, 
for my eye; and I believe, by the style, the remainder of it was 
in a corrective strain. 

It was too plain, I told him, that he must have great faults, 
that none of his relations could write to him but with mingled 
censure for some bad action. 

And it is as plain, my dearest creature, said he, that you, 
who know not of any such faults but by surmise, are equally 
ready to condemn me. Will not charity allow you to infer that 
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their charges are no better grounded? And that my principal 
fault has been carelessness of my character, and too little 
solicitude to clear myself when aspersed ? Which I do assure 
you is the case. 


Lady Betty in her letter expresses herself in the most obliging 
manner in relation to me. “She wishes him so to behave as to 
encourage me to make him soon happy. She desires her compli- 
ments to me, and expresses her impatience to see, as her niece, 
so celebrated a lady (those are her high words). She shall take it 
for an honour, she says, to be put into a way to oblige me. She 
hopes I will not too long delay the ceremony, because that 
performed will be to her, and to Lord M. and Lady Sarah, a 
sure pledge of her nephew’s merits and good behaviour.’’ 

She says “she was always sorry to hear of the hardships I 
had met with on his account. That he will be the most un- 
grateful of men if he make not all up to me; and that she thinks it 
incumbent upon all their family to supply to me the lost favour 
of my own; and for her part, nothing of that kind, she bids him 
assure me, shall be wanting.” 

Her ladyship observes, “That the treatment he had received 
from my family would have been more unaccountable than it 
was, with such natural and accidental advantages as he had, 
had it not been owing to his own careless manners. But she 
hopes that he will convince the Harlowe family that they had 
thought worse of him than he had deserved, since now it was in 
his power to establish his character for ever. This she prays 
God to enable him to do, as well for his own honour, as for the 
honour of their house,” was the magnificent word. 

She concludes with “desiring to be informed of our nuptials 
the moment they are celebrated, that she may be with the 
earliest in felicitating me on the happy occasion.” 

But her ladyship gives me no direct invitation to attend her 
before marriage; which I might have expected from what he 
had told me. 

He then showed me part of Miss Montague’s more sprightly 
letter, “congratulating him upon the honour he had obtained, 
of the confidence of so adtnirable a lady. Those are her words. 
Confidence, my dear! Nobody, indeed, as you say, will believe 
otherwise, were they to be told the truth; and you see that Miss 
Montague (and all his family, I suppose) think the step I have 
taken an extraordinary one. “She also wishes for his speedy 
nuptials, and to see her new cousin at M. Hall; as do Lord M., 
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she tells me, and her sister; and in general all the well-wishers 
of their family. 

“Whenever his happy day shall be passed, she proposes, she 
says, to attend me, and to make one in my train to M. Hall, if 
his lordship shall continue as ill of the gout as he is at present. 
But that should he get better he will himself attend me, she is 
sure, and conduct me thither; and afterwards quit either of his 
three seats to us, till we shall be settled to our mind.” 

This young lady says nothing in excuse for not meeting me on 
the road, or at St. Albans, as he had made me expect she would ; 
yet mentions her having been indisposed. Mr. Lovelace had also 
told me that Lord M. was ill of the gout, which Miss Montague’s 
letter confirms. 

But why did not the man show me these letters last night? 
Was he afraid of giving me too much pleasure? 

Letter XXIV — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

You may believe, my dear, that these letters put me in good 
humour with him. He saw it in my countenance and con- 
gratulated himself upon it. Yet I cannot but repeat my wonder 
that I could not have the contents of them communicated to 
me last night. 1 

He then urged me to go directly to Lady Betty’s, on the 
strength of her letter. 

But how, said I, can I do that, were I even out of all hope of a 
reconciliation with my friends (which yet, however unlikely to 
be effected, is my duty to attempt), as her ladyship has given me 
no particular invitation? 

That, he was sure, was owing to her doubt that it would be 
accepted — else she had done it with the greatest pleasure in 
the world. 

That doubt itself, I said, was enough to deter me; since her 
ladyship, who knew so well the boundaries of the fit and the 
unfit, by her not expecting I would accept of an invitation, had 
she given it, would have reason to think me very forward if 
I had accepted it; and much more forward to go without it. 
Then, said I, I thank you, sir, I have no clothes fit to go 
anywhere, or to be seen by anybody. 

Oh, I was fit to appear in the drawing-room, were full dress 
and jewels to be excused, and should make the most amiable 
(he must mean extraordinary) figure there. He was astonished 

1 The reader will see how Miss Howe accounts for this on p. 104. 



86 THE HISTORY OF [let. 

at the elegance of my dress. By what art he knew not, but I 
appeared to such advantage, as if I had a different suit every 
day. Besides, his cousins Montague would supply me with all 
I wanted for the present; and he would write to Miss Charlotte 
accordingly, if I would give him leave. 

Do you think me the jay in the fable? said I. Would you 
have me visit the owners of the borrowed dresses in their own 
clothes? Surely, Mr. Lovelace, you think I have either a very 
low or a very confident mind. 

Would I choose to go to London (for a few days only) in order 
to furnish myself with clothes? 

Not at your expense, sir, said I, in an angry tone. 

I could not have appeared in earnest to him, in my displeasure 
at his artful contrivances to get me away, if I were not occasion- 
ally to show my real fretfulness upon the destitute condition to 
which he has reduced me. When people set out wrong together 
it is very difficult to avoid recriminations. 

He wished he knew but my mind — that should direct him in 
his proposals, and it would be his delight to observe it, whatever 
it were. 

My mind is, that you, sir, should leave me out of hand. How 
often must I tell you so? 

If I were anywhere but here, he would obey me, he said, if I 
insisted upon it. But if I would assert my right, that would be 
infinitely preferable, in his opinion, to any other measure but 
one ( ivhich he durst only hint at); for then, admitting his visits, 
or refusing them, as I pleased (granting a correspondence by 
letter only), it would appear to all the world that what I had 
done was but in order to do myself justice. 

How often, Mr. Lovelace, must I repeat that I will not 
litigate with my father? Do you think that my unhappy 
circumstances will alter my notions of my own duty, so far as 
I shall be enabled to perform it? How can I obtain possession 
without litigation and but by my trustees? One of them will 
be against me; the other is abroad. Then the remedy proposed 
by this measure, were I disposed to fall in with it, will require 
time to bring it to effect; and what I want is present indepen- 
dence and your immediate absence. 

Upon his soul, the wretch swore, he did not think it safe, 
for the reasons he had before given, to leave me here. He 
wished I would think of some place to which I should like to go. 
But he must take the liberty to say that he hoped his behaviour 
had not been so exceptionable as to make me so very earnest 
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for his absence in the interim; and the less, surely, as I was 
almost eternally shutting up myself from him ; although he pre- 
sumed to assure me, that he never went from me but with a 
corrected heart, and with strengthened resolutions of improving 
by my example. 

Eternally shutting myself up from you ! repeated I. I hope, 
sir, that you will not pretend to take it amiss that I expect to 
be uninvaded in my retirements. I hope you do not think me 
so weak a creature (novice as you have found me in a very 
capital instance) as to be fond of occasions to hear your fine 
speeches, especially as no differing circumstances require your 
over-frequent visits; nor that I am to be addressed to as if I 
thought hourly professions needful to assure me of your honour. 

He seemed a little disconcerted. 

You know, Mr. Lovelace, proceeded I, why I am so earnest 
for your absence. It is that I may appear to the world inde- 
pendent of you; and in hopes, by that means, to find it less 
difficult to set on foot a reconciliation with my friends. And 
now let me add (in order to make you easier as to the terms of 
that hoped-for reconciliation) that since I find I have the good 
fortune to stand so well with your relations, I will from time 
to time acquaint you by letter when you are absent with every 
step I shall take, and with every overture that shall be made 
to me; but not with an intention to render myself accountable 
to you, either as to my acceptance or non-acceptance of those 
overtures. They know that I have a power given me by my 
grandfather’s will, to bequeath the estate he left me, with other 
of his bounties, in a way that may affect them, though not 
absolutely from them; this consideration , I hope, will procure me 
some from them when their passion subsides, and when they 
know I am independent of you. 

Charming reasoning ! And let him tell me that the assurance 
I had given him was all he wished for. It was more than he could 
ask. What a happiness to have a woman of honour and 
generosity to depend upon ! Had he, on his first entrance into 
the world, met with such a one, he had never been other than a 
man of strict virtue. But all, he hoped, was for the best; since, 
in that case, he had never perhaps had the happiness he had now 
in view; because his relations had been always urging him to 
marry, and that before he had the honour to know me. And 
now, as he had not been so bad as some people’s malice reported 
him to be, he hoped he should have near as much merit in his 
repentance as if he had never erred. A fine rakish notion and 
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hope! And too much encouraged, I doubt, my dear, by the 
generality of our sex! 

This brought on a more serious question or two. You ’ll 
see by it what a creature an unmortified libertine is. 

I asked him if he knew what he had said alluded to a sentence 
in the best of books: That there was more joy in heaven — — • 

He took the words out of my mouth. 

Over one sinner that repenteth y than over ninety -and-nine just 
persons which need no repentance j were his words. 

Yes f madam, I thought of it as soon as I said it, but not 
before. I have read the story of the Prodigal Son, I ’ll assure 
you; and one day, when I am settled as I hope to be, will write 
a dramatic piece on the subject. I have at times had it in my 
head, and you will be too ready, perhaps, to allow me to be 
qualified for it. 

You so lately, sir, stumbled at a word with which you must 
be better acquainted ere you can be thoroughly master of such 
a subject, that I am amazed you should know anything of the 
Scripture, and be so ignorant of that . 1 2 

O madam, I have read the Bible as a fine piece of ancient 
history — but as I hope to be saved, it has for some few years 
past made me so uneasy when I have popped upon some passages 
in it, that I have been forced to run to music or company to 
divert myself. 

Poor wretch ! lifting up my hands and eyes. 

The denunciations come so slap-dash upon one, so uncere- 
moniously, as I may say, without even the by-your-leave of a 
rude London chairman, that they overturn one, horse and man, 
as St. Paul was overturned. There ’s another Scripture allusion, 
madam ! The light, in short, as his was, is too glaring to be 
borne. 

O sir , do you want to be complimented into repentance and 
salvation ? But pray, Mr. Lovelace, do you mean anything at 
all when you swear so often as you do, by your sold, or bind an 
asseveration with the words, as you hope to be saved ? 

0 my beloved creature, shifting his seat, let us call another 
cause. 

Why, sir, don’t I neither use ceremony enough with you ? 

Dearest madam, forbear for the present: I am but in my 
noviciate. Your foundation must be laid brick by brick. 

1 Luke xv, 7. The parable is concerning the Ninety-nine Sheep, not 
the Prodigal Son, as Mr. Lovelace erroneously imagines. 

2 See p. 60. 
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You ’ll hinder the progress of the good work you would promote, 
if you tumble in a whole wagon-load at once upon me. 

Lord bless me, thought I, what a character is that of a 
libertine ! What a creature am I, who have risked what I have 
risked with such a one ! What a talk before me, if my hopes 
continue of reforming such a wild Indian as this? Nay, worse 
than a wild Indian; for a man who errs with his eyes open, and 
against conviction, is a thousand times worse for what he knows, 
and ten thousand times harder to be reclaimed, than if he had 
never known anything at all. 

I was equally shocked at him and concerned for him, and, 
having laid so few bricks (to speak to his allusion), and those so 
ill-cemented, I was as willing as the gay inconsiderate to call 
another cause, as he termed it — another cause, too, more 
immediately pressing upon me from my uncertain situation. 

I said I took it for granted that he assented to the reasoning 
he seemed to approve, and would leave me. And then I asked 
him what he really, and in his most deliberate mind, would 
advise me to in my present situation? He must needs see, I 
said, that I was at a great loss what to resolve upon, entirely a 
stranger to London, having no adviser, no protector at present: 
himself, he must give me leave to tell him, greatly deficient in 
practice , if not in the knowledge , of those decorums which, I 
had 'supposed, were always to be found in a man of birth, 
fortune, and education. 

He imagines himself, I find, to be a very polite man, and 
cannot bear to be thought otherwise. He put up his lip- — I am 
sorry for it, madam — a man of breeding, a man of politeness, 
give me leave to say [colouring], is much more of a black swan 
with you, than with any lady I ever met with. 

Then that is your misfortune, Mr. Lovelace, as well as mine, 
at present. Every woman of discernment, I am confident, 
knowing what I know of you now, would say as I say 1 1 had a 
mind to mortify a pride that 1 am sure deserves to he mortified ] ; 
that your politeness is not regular, nor constant. It is not habit. 
It is too much seen by fits and starts and sallies, and those not 
spontaneous. You must be reminded into them. 

0 Lord ! O Lord ! Poor I ! — was the light, yet the half-angry 

wretch’s self-pitying expression! 

1 proceeded: Upon my word, sir, you are not the accom- 
plished man which your talents and opportunities would have 
led one to expect you to be. You are indeed in your noviciate 
as to every laudable attainment. 
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Letter XXV — Miss Clarissa Harlcrwe 

[ In continuation ] 

As this subject was introduced by himself, and treated so lightly 
by him, I was going on to tell him more of my mind; but he 
interrupted me: Dear, dear madam, spare me. I am sorry 
that I have lived to this hour for nothing at all. But surely 
you could not have quitted a subject so much more agreeable, 
and so much more suitable , I will say, to our present situation, 
if you had not too cruel a pleasure in mortifying a man who the 
less needed to be mortified, as he before looked up to you with a 
diffidence in his own merits too great to permit him to speak 
half his mind to you. Be pleased but to return to the subject 
we were upon; and at another time I will gladly embrace 
correction from the only lips in the world so qualified to 
give it. 

You talk of reformation sometimes, Mr. Lovelace, and in so 
talking acknowledge errors. But I see you can very ill bear 
the reproof for which perhaps you are not solicitous to avoid 
giving occasion. Far be it from me to take delight in finding 
fault. I should be glad for both our sakes, since my situation 
is what it is, that I could do nothing but praise you. But 
failures which affect a mind that' need not be very delicate to 
be affected by them, are too grating to be passed over in silence 
by a person who wishes to be thought in earnest in her own 
duties. 

I admire your delicacy, madam, again interrupted he. 
Although I suffer by it, yet would I not have it otherwise; indeed 
I would not, when I consider of it. It is an angelic delicacy which 
sets you above all our sex, and even above your own. It is 
natural to you, madam; so you may not think it extraordinary; 
but there is nothing like it on earth, said the flatterer. What 
company has he kept? 

But let us return to the former subject. You were so good 
as to ask me what I would advise you to do; I want but to 
make you easy; I want but to see you fixed to your liking; 
your faithful Hannah with you; your reconciliation with those 
to whom you wish to be reconciled set on foot and in a train. 
And now let me mention to you different expedients, in hopes 
that some one of them may be acceptable to you. 

“ I will go to Mrs. Howe or to Miss Howe, or to whomsoever 
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you would have me to go, and endeavour to prevail upon them 
to receive you . 1 

“Do you incline to go to Florence to your Cousin Morden? 
I will furnish you with the opportunity of going thither, either 
by sea to Leghorn, or by land through France. Perhaps I may 
be able to procure one of the ladies of my family to attend you. 
Either Charlotte or Patty would rejoice in such an opportunity 
of seeing France and Italy. As for myself, I will only be your 
escort, in disguise, if you will have it so, even in your livery , 
that your punctilio may not receive offence by my attendance.” 

I told him I would consider of all he had said; but that I 
hoped for a line or two from my Aunt Hervey, if not from my 
sister, to both of whom I had written, which if I were to be so 
favoured, might help to determine me. Meantime, if he would 
withdraw, I would particularly consider of this proposal of his 
in relation to my Cousin Morden. And if it held its weight with 
me, so far as to write for your opinion upon it, he should know 
my mind in an hour's time. 

He withdrew with great respect; and in an hour’s time re- 
turned; and then I told him it was unnecessary to trouble you 
for your opinion about it. My Cousin Morden was soon expected. 
If he were not, I could not admit him to accompany me to him 
upon any condition. It was highly improbable that I should 
obtain the favour of either of his cousins’ company; and if that 
could be brought about, it would be the same thing in the world’s 
eye as if he went himself. 

This led us into another conversation; which shall be the 
subject of my next. 

Letter XXVI — Miss Clarissa Harlowe 

[In continuation ] 

Mr. Lovelace told me that, on the supposition that his proposal 
in relation to my Cousin Morden might not be accepted, he had 
been studying to find out, if possible, some other expedient that 
might be agreeable, in order to convince me that he preferred 
my satisfaction to his own. 

He then offered to go himself and procure my Hannah to 
come and attend me. As I had declined the service of either of 

1 The reader, perhaps, need not be reminded that he had taken care 
from the first (see vol. i, pp. 147-8) to deprive her of any protection from 
Mrs. Howe. See in his next letter, p. 9 7, a repeated account of the same 
artifices, and his exultations upon his inventions to impose upon two 
such watchful ladies as Clarissa and Miss Howe. 
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the young Misses Sorlings, he was extremely solicitous, he said, 
that I should have a servant in whose integrity I might confide. 

I told him that you would be so kind as to send to engage 
Hannah if possible. 

If anything, he said, should prevent Hannah from coming, 
suppose he himself waited upon Miss Howe, to desire her to lend 
me her servant till I was provided to my mind ? 

I said your mother’s high displeasure at the step I had 
taken (as she supposed, voluntarily) had deprived me of any open 
assistance of that sort from you. 

He was amazed, so much as Mrs. Howe herself used to admire 
me, and so great an influence as Miss Howe was supposed, and 
deserved to have over her mother, that Mrs. Howe should take 
upon herself to be so much offended with me. He wished that 
the man who took such pains to keep up and inflame the passions 
of my father and uncles were not at the bottom of this 
mischief too. 

I was afraid, I said, that my brother was: or else my Uncle 
Antony, I dared to say, would not have taken such pains to 
set Mrs. Howe against me, as I understood he had done. 

Since I had declined visiting Lady Sarah and Lady Betty, 
he asked me if I would admit of a visit from his Cousin Montague, 
and accept of a servant of hers for the present? 

That was not, I said, an unacceptable proposal; but I would 
first see if my friends would send me my clothes, that I might 
not make such a giddy and runaway appearance to any of his 
relations. 

If I pleased he would take another journey to Windsor, to 
make more particular inquiry among the canons, or in any 
worthy family. 

Were not his objections as to the publicness of the place, 
I asked him, as strong now as before? 

I remember, my dear, in one of your former letters you 
mentioned London as the most private place to be in 1 ; and I 
said that since he made such pretences against leaving me here, 
as showed he had no intention to do so; and since he engaged 
to go from me, and to leave me to pursue my own measures, if 
I were elsewhere; and since his presence made these lodgings 
inconvenient to me, I should not be disinclined to go to London, 
did I know anybody there. 

As he had several times proposed London to me, I expected 
that he would eagerly have embraced that motion from me. 

1 See vol. i, p. 416. 
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But he took not ready hold of it ; yet I thought his eye approved 

°f it. . 

We are both great watchers of each other’s eyes ; and indeed 

seem to be more than half afraid of each other. 

He then made a grateful proposal to me, “that I would send 
for my Norton to attend me.” 1 

He saw by my eyes, he said, that he had at last been happy 
in an expedient which would answer the wishes of us both. 
Why, says he, did not I think of it before? And snatching my 
hand: Shall I write, madam? Shall I send? Shall I go and 
fetch the worthy woman myself? 

After a little consideration, I told him that this was indeed 
a grateful motion; but that I apprehended it would put her to a 
difficulty which she would not be able to get over; as it would 
make a woman of her known prudence appear to countenance 
a fugitive daughter in opposition to her parents; and as her 
coming to me would deprive her of my mother’s favour, without 
its being in my power to make it up to her. 

0 my beloved creature ! said he, generously enough , let not this 
be an obstacle. I will do everything for Mrs. Norton you wish 
to have done — let me go for her. 

More coolly than perhaps his generosity deserved, I told him 
it was impossible but I must soon hear from my friends. I 
should not, meantime, embroil anybody with them. Not 
Mrs. Norton especially, from whose interest in, and mediation 
with my mother, I might expect some good, were she to keep 
herself in a neutral state; that besides, the good woman had a 
mind above her fortune; and would sooner want than be beholden 
to anybody improperly. 

Improperly / said he. Have not persons of merit a right to 
all the benefits conferred upon them? Mrs. Norton is so good 
a woman, that I shall think she lays me under an obligation 
if she will put it in my power to serve her, although she were 
not to augment it by giving me the opportunity, at the same • 
time, of contributing to your pleasure and satisfaction. 

How could this man, with such powers of right thinking, be 
so far depraved by evil habits as to disgrace his talents by 
wrong acting? 

Is there not room, after all, thought I at the time, to hope 
(as he so lately led me to hope) that the example it will behove 
me, for both our sakes, to endeavour to set him, may influence 

1 The reader is referred to Mr. Lovelace’s next letter for his motives in 
making the several proposals which the lady is willing to think so well of. 
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him to a change of manners in which both may find their 
account? 

Give me leave, sir, said I, to tell you there is a strange mixture 
in your mind. You must have taken pains to suppress many 
good motions and reflections as they arose, or levity must have 
been surprisingly predominant in it. But as to the subject we 
were upon, there is no taking any resolutions till I hear from 
my friends. 

Well, madam, I can only say I would find out some expedient, 
if I could, that should be agreeable to you. But since I cannot, 
will you be so good as to tell me what you would wish to have 
done? Nothing in the world but I will comply with, excepting 
leaving you here at such a distance from the place I shall be in, 
if anything should happen; and in a place where my gossiping 
rascals have made me in a manner public, for want of proper 
cautions at first. 

These vermin, added he, have a pride they can hardly rein in, 
when they serve a man of family. They boast of their master’s 
pedigree and descent as if they were related to him. Nor is 
anything they know of him, or of his affairs, a secret to one 
another, were it a matter that would hang him. 

If so, thought I, men of family should take care to give them 
subjects worth boasting of. 

I am quite at a loss, said I, what to do or whither to go. 
Would you, Mr. Lovelace, in earnest advise me to think of 
going to London ? 

And I looked at him with steadfastness. But nothing could I 
gather from his looks. 

At first, madam, said he, I was for proposing London, as I 
was then more apprehensive of pursuit. But as your relations 
seem cooler on that head, I am the more indifferent about the 
place you go to. So as you are pleased, so as you are easy, I 
shall be happy. 

This indifference of his to London, I cannot but say, made me 
incline the more to go thither. I asked him (to hear what he 
would say) if he could recommend me to any particular place 
in London? 

No, he said ; none that was fit for me or that I should like. His 
friend Belford, indeed, had very handsome lodgings near Soho 
Square, at a relation’s, whose wife was a woman of virtue and 
honour. These, as Mr. Belford was generally in the country, 
he could borrow till I were better accommodated. 

I was resolved to refuse these at the first mention, as I should 
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any other he had named. Nevertheless, I will see, thought I, 
if he has really thoughts of these for me. If I break off the 
talk here, and he resume this proposal with earnestness in the 
morning, I shall apprehend that he is less indifferent than he 
seems to be about my going to London, and that he has already 
a lodging in his eye for me — and then I will not go at all. 

But after such generous motions from him, I really think it a 
little barbarous to act and behave as if I thought him capable 
of the blackest and most ungrateful baseness. But his character, 
his principles, are so faulty ! He is so light, so vain, so various, 
that there is no certainty that he will be next hour what he is 
this. Then, my dear, I have no guardian now: no father, no 
mother! Only God and my vigilance to depend upon. And 
I have no reason to expect a miracle in my favour. 

Well, sir, said I (rising to leave him), something must be 
.resolved upon; but I will postpone this subject till to-morrow 
morning. 

He would fain have engaged me longer; but I said I would see 
him as early as he pleased in the morning. He might think of 
any convenient place in London, or near it, meantime. 

And so I retired from him. As I do from my pen; hoping for 
better rest for the few hours that remain of this night than I 
have had of a long time. 

Cl. Harlowe. 

Letter XX VII— Miss Clarissa Harlowe 

[. In continuation ] 

Monday Morning, April 17. 

Late as I went to bed, I have had very little rest. Sleep and I 
have quarrelled, and although I court it, it will not be friends. 
I hope its fellow-irreconcilables at Harlowe Place enjoy its 
balmy comforts. Else that will be an aggravation of my fault. 
My brother and sister, I dare say, want it not. 

Mr. Lovelace, who is an early riser as well as I, joined me in 
the garden about six, and after the usual salutations, asked me 
to resume our last night’s subject. It was upon lodgings at 
London, he said. 

I think you mentioned one to me, sir — did you not? 

Yes, madam, but (watching the turn of my countenance) 
rather as what you would be welcome to than perhaps approve of. 

I believe so too. To go to town upon an uncertainty , I own, 
is not agreeable; but to be obliged to any persons of your 
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acquaintance, when I want to be thought independent of you; 
and to a person especially to whom my friends arc to direct to 
me, if they vouchsafe to take notice of me at all, is an absurd 
thing to mention. 

He did not mention it as what he imagined I would accept, 
but only to confirm to me what he had said, that he himself 
knew of none fit for me. 

Has not your family, madam, some one tradesman they deal 
with who has conveniences of this kind? I would make it 
worth such a person’s while to keep the secret of your being at 
his house. Traders are dealers in pins, said he, and will be more 
obliged by a penny customer than a pound present, because it 
is in their way; yet will refuse neither. 

My father’s tradesmen, I said, would no doubt be the first 
employed to find me out; so that that proposal was as wrong as 
the other. 

We had a good deal of discourse upon the same topic. But 
at last the result was this: he wrote a letter to one Mr. Dole- 
man, a married man of fortune and character (I excepting to 
Mr. Belford), desiring him to provide decent apartments ready 
furnished [1 had told him what they should be] for a single woman; 
consisting of a bed-chamber, another for a maidservant, with 
the use of a dining-room or parlour. This letter he gave me to 
peruse; and then sealed it up and dispatched it away in my 
presence by one of his own servants, who, having business in 
town, is to bring back an answer. 

I attend the issue of it; holding myself in readiness to set out 
for London, unless you, my dear, advise the contrary. 


Letter XXV 111 — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

Sat., Sunday , Monday. 

He gives in several letters the substance of what is contained in 
the last seven of the lady y s. 

He tells his friend that , calling at the Lawn in his way to M . Hall 
( for he owns that he went not to Windsor), he found the letters 
from Lady Betty Lawrance and his Cousin Montague , which Mrs. 
Greme was about sending to him by a special messenger. 

He gives the particulars from Mrs. Greme' s report of what passed 
between the lady and her , as in vol. i, pp. 507-8, and makes 
such declarations to Mrs. Greme of his honour and affection to 
the lady, as put her upon writing the letter to her sister Sor lings, 
the contents of which are given on p. 72 of this volume. 
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He then accounts, as follows, for the serious humour he found her 
in on his return. 

Upon such good terms when we parted, I was surprised to find 
so solemn a brow upon my return, and her charming eyes red 
with weeping. But when I had understood she had received 
letters from Miss Howe, it was natural to imagine that that little 
devil had put her out of humour with me. 

It is easy for me to perceive that my charmer is more sullen 
when she receives and has perused a letter from that vixen 
than at other times. But as the sweet maid shows, even then, 
more of passive grief than of active spirit, I hope she is rather 
lamenting than plotting. And indeed for what now should she 
plot? when I am become a reformed man, and am hourly 
improving in my morals? Nevertheless, I must contrive some 
way or other to get at their correspondence — only to see the turn 
of it, that ’s all. 

But no attempt of this kind must be made yet. A detected 
invasion in an article so sacred would ruin me beyond retrieve. 
Nevertheless it vexes me to the heart to think that she is hourly 
writing her whole mind on all that passes between her and me, 
I under the same roof with her, yet kept at such awful distance 
that I dare not break into a correspondence that may perhaps 
be a means to defeat all my devices. 

Would it be very wicked. Jack, to knock her messenger o’ the 
head as he is carrying my beloved’s letters, or returning with 
Miss Howe’s ? To attempt to bribe him and not succeed would 
utterly ruin me. And the man seems to be one used to poverty , 
one who can sit down satisfied with it and enjoy it; contented 
with hand-to-mouth conveniences, and not aiming to live better 
to-morrow than he does to-day and than he did yesterday. 
Such a one is above temptation, unless it could come clothed 
in the guise of truth and trust. What likelihood of corrupting a 
man who has no hope, no ambition? 

Yet the rascal has but half\ ife, and groans under that. Should 
I be answerable in his case for a whole life ? But hang the 
fellow! Let him live. Were I a king, or a minister of state, 
an Antonio Perez , 1 it were another thing. And yet, on second 
thoughts, am I not a rake , as it is called ? And whoever knew 
a rake stick at anything? But thou knowest. Jack, that the 

1 Antonio Perez was first minister of Philip II, King of Spain, by whose 
command he caused Don Juan de Escovedo to be assassinated; which 
brought on his own ruin, through the perfidy of his viler master. — Geddes's 
Tracts. 



THE HISTORY OF 



[let. 


greatest half of my wickedness is vapour, to show my invention, 
and to prove that I could be mischievous if I would. 

When he comes to that part where the lady says (p . 78) in a 
sarcastic way, waving her hand and bowing, “Excuse me, good 
Mr. Lovelace, that I am willing to think the best of my father,” 
he gives a description of her air and manner, greatly to her 
advantage, and says'. 

I could hardly forbear taking her into my arms upon it, in 
spite of an expected tempest. So much wit, so much beauty, 
such a lively manner, and such exceeding quickness and penetra- 
tion ! O Belford ! she must be nobody’s but mine. I can now 
account for and justify Herod’s command to destroy his 
Mariamne, if he returned not alive from his interview with 
Caesar; for were I to know that it were but probable that any 
other man were to have this charming creature, even after my 
death, the very thought would be enough to provoke me to 
cut that man’s throat, were he a prince. 

I may be deemed by this lady a rabid, a boisterous lover — 
and she may like me the less for it; but all the ladies I have met 
with till now loved to raise a tempest and to enjoy it; nor did 
they ever raise it but I enjoyed it too! Lord send us once 
happily to London! 

Mr. Lovelace gives the following account of his rude rapture 
when he seized her hand and put her, by his wild manner, as she 
expresses it (p. 80), into so much terror. 

Darkness and light, I swore, were convertible at her pleasure; 
she could make any subject plausible. I was all error, she all 
perfection. And I snatched her hand, and more than kissed 
it; I was ready to devour it. There was, I believe, a kind of 
frenzy in my manner which threw her into a panic like that of 
Semele perhaps, when the Thunderer, in all his majesty, sur- 
rounded with ten thousand celestial burning-glasses, was about 
to scorch her into a cinder. 

Had not my heart misgiven me, and had I not, just in time, 
recollected that she was not so much in my power but that she 
might abandon me at her pleasure, having more friends in that 
house than I had, I should at that moment have made offers 
that would have decided all, one way or other. But, appre- 
hending that I had showed too much meaning in my passion, 
I gave it another turn. But little did the charmer think what 
an escape either she or I had (as the event might have proved) 
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from the sudden gust of passion which had like to have blown 
me into her arms. She was born, I told her, to make me happy 
and to save a soul. 

He gives the rest of his vehement speech pretty nearly in the same 
words as the lady gives them. And then proceeds : 

I saw she was frighted; and she would have had reason had 
the scene been London, and that place in London which I have 
in view to carry her to. She confirmed me in my apprehension 
that I had alarmed her too much ; she told me that she saw what 
my boasted regard to her injunctions was, and she would take 
proper measures upon it, as I should soon find; that she was 
shocked at my violent airs; and if I hoped any favour from her, I 
must that instant withdraw and leave her to her recollection. 

She pronounced this in such a manner as showed she was set 
upon it; and having stepped out of the gentle , the polite part I 
had so newly engaged to act, I thought a ready obedience was 
the best atonement. And indeed I was sensible, from her 
anger and repulses, that I wanted time myself for recollection. 
And so I withdrew with the same veneration as a petitioning 
subject would withdraw from the presence of his sovereign. 
But, O Belford! had she had but the least patience with me; 
had she but made me think that she would forgive this initiatory 
ardour; surely she will not be always thus guarded. 

I had not been a moment by myself, but I was sensible that 
I had half forfeited my newly-assumed character. It is exceed- 
ingly difficult, thou seest, for an honest man to act in disguises; 
as the poet says. Thrust Nature back with a pitchfork , it will return. 
I recollected that what she had insisted upon was really a part 
of that declared will before she left her father’s house, to which 
in another case (to humble her) I had pretended to have an 
inviolable regard. And when I remembered her words of 
taking her measures accordingly , I was resolved to sacrifice a leg 
or an arm to makt all up again, before she had time to determine 
upon any new measures. 

How seasonably to this purpose have come in my aunt’s and 
cousin’s letters ! 

• • • • • • 

I have sent in again and again to implore her to admit me to 
her presence. But she will conclude a letter she is writing to 
Miss Howe before she will see me — I suppose to give an account 
of what has just passed. 

II *E>88 3 
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Curse upon her perverse tyranny ! How she makes me wait 
for an humble audience, though she has done writing some 
time ! A prince begging for her upon his knees should not prevail 
upon me to spare her if I can but get her to London — Oons ! 
Jack, I believe I have bit my lip through for vexation! But 
one day hers shall smart for it. 

Mr. Lovelace, beginning a new date , gives an account of his 
admittance and of the conversation that followed ; which differ- 
ing only in style from that the lady gives in the next letter is 
omitted. 

He collects the lady's expressions which his pride cannot bear , 
such as, that he is a stranger to the decorums which she 
thought inseparable from a man of birth and education; and 
that he is not the accomplished man he imagines himself to be, 
and threatens to remember them against her. 

He values himself upon his proposals and speeches, which he 
gives to his friend pretty much to the same purpose that the lady 
does in her four last letters. 

After 7>ientioning his proposal to her that she would borrow a 
servant from Miss Howe till Hannah could come, he writes as 
follows : 

Thou seest, Belford, that my charmer has no notion that Miss 
Howe herself is but a puppet danced upon my wires at second 
or third hand. To outwit and impel, as I please, two such girls 
as these, who think they know everything; and, by taking advan- 
tage of the pride and ill-nature of the old ones of both families, 
to play them off likewise at the very time they think they are 
doing me spiteful displeasure; what charming revenge! Then 
the sweet creature, when I wished that her brother was not at 
the bottom of Mrs. Howe’s resentment, to tell me that she was 
afraid he was, or her uncle would not have appeared against her 
to that lady ! Pretty dear ! how innocent ! 

But don’t think me the cause neither of her family’s malice 
and resentment. It is all in their hearts. I work but with 
their materials. They, if left to their own wicked direction, 
would perhaps express their revenge by fire and faggot; that is 
to say, by the private dagger, or by Lord Chief Justices’ warrants, 
by law, and so forth; I only point the lightning, and teach it 
where to dart without the thunder. In other words, I only 
guide the effects; the cause is in their malignant hearts; and, 
while I am doing a little mischief, I prevent a great deal. 
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Thus he exults on her mentioning London: 

I wanted her to propose London herself. This made me again 
mention Windsor. If you would have a woman do one thing 
you must always propose another. The sex! the very sex! as 
I hope to be saved ! Why, Jack, they lay a man under a 
necessity to deal doubly with them ! And when they find them- 
selves outwitted, they cry out upon an honest fellow who has 
been too hard for them at their own weapons. 

I could hardly contain myself. My heart was at my throat. 
Down, down, said I to myself, exuberant exultation ! A sudden 
cough befriended me; I again turned to her, all as indifj er enced 
over as a girl at the first long-expected question, who waits for 
two more. I heard out the rest of her speech; and when she 
had done, instead of saying anything to her of London, I advised 
her to send for her Mrs. Norton. 

As I knew she would be afraid of lying under obligation, I 
could have proposed to do so much for the good woman and 
her son as would have made her resolve that I should do nothing; 
this, however, not merely to avoid expense. But there was no 
such thing as allowing of the presence of Mrs. Norton. I might 
as well have had her mother or her Aunt Hervey with her. 
Hannah, had she been able to come, and had she actually come, 
I could have done well enough with. What do I keep fellows 
idling in the country for but to fall in love, and even to marry 
those whom I would have them to marry? Nor, upon second 
thoughts, would the presence of her Norton, or of her aunt, or 
even of her mother, have saved the dear creature had I decreed 
her fall. 

How unequal is a modest woman to the adventure when she 
throws herself into the power of a rake ! Punctilio will at any 
time stand for reason with such a one. She cannot break through 
a well-tested modesty. None but the impudent little rogues 
who can name the parson and the church before you ask them 
for either, and undress and go to bed before you the next hour, 
should think of running away with a man. 

• • • • • • 

I am in the right train now. Every hour, I doubt not, will 
give me an increasing interest in the affections of this proud 
beauty. I have just carried unpoliteness far enough to make her 
afraid of me, and to show her that 'I am no whiner. Every 
instance of politeness now will give me a double credit with her. 
My next point will be to make her acknowledge a lambent flame, 
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a preference of me to all other men at least; and then my happy 
hour is not far off. An acknowledged love sanctifies every free- 
dom; and one freedom begets another. And if she call me 
ungenerous , I can call her cruel. The sex love to be called cruel. 
Many a time have I complained of cruelty, even in the act of 
yielding, because I knew it gratified the fair one’s pride. 

Mentioning that he had only hinted at Mr. Belford's lodgings 
as an instance to confirm what he had told her, that he knew of 
none in London fit for her , he says : 

I had a mind to alarm her with something furthest from my 
purpose; for (as much as she disliked my motion) I intended 
nothing by it; Mrs. Osgood is too pious a woman, and would 
have been more her friend than mine. 

I had a view, moreover, to give her an high opinion of her 
own sagacity. I love, when I dig a pit, to have my prey tumble 
in with secure feet and open eyes; then a man can look down 
upon her, with an O-ho , charmer, how came you there 7 


Monday, April ij. 

I have just received a fresh piece of intelligence from my 
agent, honest Joseph Leman. Thou knowest the history of 
poor Miss Betterton of Nottingham. James Harlowe is plotting 
to revive the resentments of her family against me. The 
Harlowes took great pains some time ago to endeavour to get 
to the bottom of that story. But now the foolish devils are 
resolved to do something in it if they can. My head is working 
to make this booby ’squire a plotter and a clever fellow, in order 
to turn his plots to my advantage, supposing his sister shall 
aim to keep me at arm's length when in town , and to send me from 
her. But I will, in proper time, let thee see Joseph’s letter, 
and what I shall answer to it. 1 To know, in time, a designed 
mischief is, with me, to disappoint it, and to turn it upon the 
contriver’s head. 

Joseph is plaguy squeamish again; but I know he only intends 
his qualms to swell his merits with me. O Belford, Belford ! 
what a vile corruptible rogue, whether in poor or in rich, is 
human nature ! 


1 See Letters xl, xli of this volume. 
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Letter XXIX — Miss Howe to Miss Clarissa Harlowe 
[In answer to Letters XXI— XXVII inclusive ] 

Tuesday, April 18. 

You have a most implacable family. Another visit from your 
Uncle Antony has not only confirmed my mother an enemy to 
our correspondence, but has almost put her upon treading in 
their steps. 

But to other subjects: 

You plead generously for Mr. Hickman. Perhaps with regard 
to him I may have done, as I have often done in singing— begun 
a note or key too high, and yet, rather than begin again, pro- 
ceed, though I strain my voice or spoil my tune. But this is 
evident, the man is the more observant for it; and you have 
taught me that the spirit which is the humbler for ill-usage, will 
be insolent upon better. So, good and grave Mr. Hickman, 
keep your distance a little longer, I beseech you. You have 
erected an altar to me, and I hope you will not refuse to bow to it. 

But you ask me if I would treat Mr. Lovelace, were he to be 
in Mr. Hickman’s place, as I do Mr. Hickman? Why really, 
my dear, I believe I should not. I have been very sagely con- 
sidering this point of behaviour (in general) on both sides in 
courtship, and I will very candidly tell you the result. I have 
concluded that politeness, even to excess, is necessary on the 
men’s part, to bring us to listen to their first addresses, in order 
to induce us to bow our necks to a yoke so unequal. But upon 
my conscience, I very much doubt whether a little intermingled 
insolence is not requisite from them, to keep up that interest 
when once it has got footing. Men must not let us see that we 
can make fools of them. And I think that smooth love; that is 
to say, a passion without rubs; in other words, a passion without 
passion; is like a sleepy stream that is hardly seen to give motion 
to a straw. So that sometimes to make us fear, and even, 
for a short space, to hate the wretch, is productive of the 
contrary extreme. 

If this be so, Lovelace, than whom no man was ever more 
polite and obsequious at the beginning , has hit the very point. 
For his turbulence since , his readiness to offend, and his equal 
readiness to humble himself (as he is known to be a man of sense, 
and of courage too), must keep a woman’s passion alive; and at 
last tire her into a non-resistance that shall make her as passive 
as a tyrant husband would wish her to be. 
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I verily think that the different behaviour of our two heroes 
to their heroines makes out this doctrine to demonstration. 
I am so much accustomed, for my own part, to Hickman’s 
whining, creeping, submissive courtship that I now expect 
nothing but whine and cringe from him: and am so little 
moved with his nonsense that I am frequently forced to go 
to my harpsichord to keep me awake and to silence his 
humdrum. Whereas Lovelace keeps up the ball with a witness, 
and all his address and conversation is one continual game at 
racquet. 

Your frequent quarrels and reconciliations verify this observa- 
tion; and I really believe that could Hickman have kept my 
attention alive after the Lovelace manner, only that he had 
preserved his morals, I should have married the man by this 
time. But then he must have set out accordingly. For now 
he can never, never recover himself, that ’s certain; but must be 
a dangler to the end of the courtship chapter; and, what is still 
worse for him, a passive to the end of his life. 

Poor Hickman! perhaps you ’ll say. 

I have been called your echo: Poor Hickman! say I. 

You wonder, my dear, that Mr. Lovelace took not notice to 
you overnight of the letters of Lady Betty and his cousin. 
I don’t like his keeping such a material and relative circum- 
stance, as I may call it, one moment from you. By his com- 
municating the contents of them to you next day, when you was 
angry with him, it looks as if he withheld them for occasional 
pacifiers ; and if so, must he not have had a forethought that he 
might give you cause for anger? Of all the circumstances that 
have happened since you have been with him, I think I like this 
the least. This alone, my dear, small as it might look to an 
indifferent eye, in ?n ine warrants all your caution. Yet I think 
that Mrs. Greme’s letter to her sister Sorlings; his repeated 
motions for Hannah’s attendance; and for that of one of the 
widow Sorlings’s daughters; and, above all, for that of Mrs. 
Norton, are agreeable counterbalances. Were it not for these 
circumstances I should have said a great deal more of the other. 
Yet what a foolish fellow, to let you know overnight that he 
had such letters! — I can’t tell what to make of him. 

I am pleased with the contents of these ladies’ letters. And the 
more as I have caused the family to be again sounded, and find 
that they are all as desirous as ever of your alliance. 

They really are (every one of them) your very great admirers. 
And as for Lord M., he is so much pleased with you, and with 
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the confidence, as he calls it, which you have reposed in his 
nephew, that he vows he will disinherit him if he reward it not 
as he ought. You must take care that you lose not both 
families. 

I hear Mrs. Norton is enjoined, as she values the favour of 
the other family, not to correspond either with you or with me. 
Poor creatures! But they are your — yet they are not your 
relations neither, I believe. Had you had any other nurse 
I should have concluded you had been changed. I suffer by 
their low malice — excuse me therefore. 

You really hold this man to his good behaviour with more 
spirit than I thought you mistress of; especially when I judged 
of you by that meekness which you always contended for as 
the proper distinction of the female character; and by the love 
which (think as you please) you certainly have for him. You 
may rather be proud of than angry at the imputation ; since you 
are the only woman I ever knew, read, or heard of, whose love 
was so much governed by her prudence. But once the in- 
difference of the husband takes place of the ardour of the lover 
it will be your turn; and if I am not mistaken, this man, who is 
the only self-admirer I ever knew who was not a coxcomb, 
will rather in his day expect homage than pay it. 

Your handsome husbands, my dear, make a wife’s heart ache 
very often; and though you are as fine a person of a woman, 
at the least, as he is of a man, he will take too much delight 
in himself to think himself more indebted to your favour than 
you are to his distinction and preference of you. But no man, 
take your finer mind with your very fine person, can deserve 
you. So you must be contented should your merit be under- 
rated; since that must be so, marry whom you will. Perhaps 
you will think I indulge these sort of reflections against your 
•Narcissuses of men, to keep my mother’s choice for me of Hick- 
man in countenance with myself — I don’t know but there is 
something in it; at least enough to have given birth to the 
reflection. ■* 

I think there can be no objection to your going to London. 
There, as in the centre, you will be in the way of hearing from 
everybody and sending to anybody. And then you will put 
all his sincerity to the test, as to his promised absence and 
such like. 

But indeed, my dear, I think you have nothing for it but 
marriage. You may try (that you may say you have tried) what 
your relations can be brought to; but the moment they refuse 
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your proposals, submit to the yoke and make the best of it. 
He will be a savage, indeed, if he makes you speak out. Yet 
it is my opinion that you must bend a little; for he cannot bear 
to be thought slightly of. 

This was one of his speeches once; I believe designed for me: 
“A woman who means one day to favour a man should show 
the world, for her own sake, that she distinguishes her adorer 
from the common herd.” 

Shall I give you another fine sentence of his, and in the true 
libertine style, as he spoke it, throwing out his challenging hand ? 
“D — n him, if he would marry the first princess on earth, if he 
but thought she balanced a minute in her choice of him, or of 
an emperor .” 

All the world, in short, expect you to have this man. They 
think that you left your father’s house for this very purpose. 
The longer the ceremony is delayed, the worse appearance it 
will have in the world’s eye. And it will not be the fault of some 
of your relations if a slur be not thrown upon your reputation 
while you continue unmarried. Your Uncle Antony, in par- 
ticular, speaks rough and vile things, grounded upon the morals 
of his brother Orson. But hitherto your admirable character has 
antidoted the poison; the detractor is despised, and every one’s 
indignation raised against him. 

I have written through many interruptions ; and you will see 
the first sheet creased and rumpled, occasioned by putting it 
into my bosom on my mother’s sudden coming upon me. We 
have had one very pretty debate, I will assure you; but it is not 
worth while to trouble you with the particulars. But upon my 
word — no matter though 

Your Hannah cannot attend you. The poor girl left her place 
about a fortnight ago on account of a rheumatic disorder, which 
has confined her to her room ever since. She burst into tears 
when Kitty carried to her your desire of having her with you, 
and called herself doubly unhappy that she could not wait upon 
a mistress whom she so dearly loved. 

Had my mother answered my wishes, I should have been 
sorry Mr. Lovelace had been the first proposer of my Kitty for 
your attendant till Hannah should come. To be altogether 
among strangers, and a stranger to attend you every time 
you remove, is a very disagreeable thing. But your consider- 
ateness and bounty will make you faithful ones wherever 
you go. 

You must take your own way; but if you suffer any incon- 
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venience, either as to clothes or money, that it is in my power 
to remedy, I will never forgive you. My mother (if that be your 
objection) need not know anything of the matter. 

We have all our defects; we have often regretted the particular 
fault which, though in venerable characters, we must have been 
blind not to have seen. Let us, my Nancy, said you once, 
let us, who have not the same failings, guard against other 
and greater. 

I will own to you that my mother has vexed me a little very 
lately by some instances of her jealous narrowness. I will 
mention one of them, though I did not intend it. She wanted 
to borrow thirty guineas of me; only while she changed a note. 
I said I could lend her but eight or ten. Eight or ten would 
not do; she thought I was much richer. I could have told her 
I was much cunninger than to let her know my stock; which, 
on a review, I find ninety-five guineas, and all of them most 
heartily at your service. 

I believe your Uncle Tony put her upon this wise project; 
for she was out of cash in an hour after he left her. If he did, 
you will judge that they intend to distress you. If it will 
provoke you to demand your own in a legal way, I wish they 
would; since their putting you upon that course will justify the 
necessity of your leaving them. And as it is not for your credit 
to own that you were tricked away contrary to your intention, 
this would afford a reason for your going off that I should make 
very good use of. You ’ll see that I approve of Lovelace’s 
advice upon this subject. I am not willing to allow the weight 
to your answer to him on that head which perhaps ought to be 
allowed it . 1 

You must be the less surprised at the inventions of this man, 
because of his uncommon talents. Whatever he had turned 
his head to he would have excelled in, or been (or done things) 
extraordinary. He is said to be revengeful ; a very bad quality ! 
I believe indeed he is a devil in everything but his foot. This 
therefore is my repeated advice: provoke him not too much 
against yourself; but unchain him, and let him loose upon your 
* sister’s vile Betty, and your brother’s Joseph Leman. This is 
resenting low, but I know to whom I write, or else I would go 
a good deal higher, I ’ll assure you. 

Your next, I suppose, will be from London. Pray direct it, 
and your future letters till further notice, to Mr. Hickman at 
his own house. He is entirely devoted to you. Don’t take so 

’See p. 86. 
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heavily my mother’s partiality and prejudices. I hope I am 
past a baby. 

Heaven preserve you, and make you as happy as I think you 
deserve to be, prays 

Your ever affectionate 

Anna Howe. 


Letter XXX — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Wedn. Morn., April 19 . 

I am glad, my dear friend, that you approve of my removal to 
London. 

The disagreement between your mother and you gives me 
inexpressible affliction. I hope I think you both more unhappy 
than you are. But I beseech you let me know the particulars 
of the debate you call a very pretty one. I am well acquainted 
with your dialect. When I am informed of the whole, let your 
mother have been ever so severe upon me, I shall be easier a 
great deal. Faulty people should rather deplore the occasion 
than resent the anger that is but the consequence of their fault. 

If I am to be obliged to anybody in England for money, it 
shall be to you. Your mother need not know of your kindness 
to me, you say. But she must know it, if it be done, and if she 
challenge my beloved friend upon it; for would you either 
falsify or prevaricate? I wish your mother could be made easy 
on this head. Forgive me, my dear — but I know — yet once she 
had a better opinion of me. O my inconsiderate rashness! 
Excuse me once more, I pray you. Pride, when it is native , 
will show itself sometimes in the midst of mortifications — but 
my stomach is down already. 

.»•••• 

I am unhappy that I cannot have my worthy Hannah. I 
am as sorry for the poor creature’s illness as for my own dis- 
appointment by it. Come, my dear Miss Howe, since you press 
me to be beholden to you, and would think me proud if I abso- 
lutely refused your favour, pray be so good as to send her two 
guineas in my name. 

If I have nothing for it, as you say, but matrimony, it yields a 
little comfort that his relations do not despise the fugitive , as 
persons of their rank and quality-pride might be supposed to 
do, for having been a fugitive. 

But oh, my cruel, thrice cruel uncle ! to suppose — but my heart 
checks my pen, and will not let it proceed on an intimation so 
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extremely shocking as that which he supposes! Yet, if thus 
they have been persuaded, no wonder if they are irreconcilable. 

This is all my hard-hearted brother’s doings ! — His surmisings ! 
God forgive him, prays his injured sister! 


Letter XXXI — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Thursday, April 20. 

Mr. Lovelace’s servant is already returned with an answer 
from his friend Mr. Doleman, who has taken pains in his inquiries 
and is very particular. Mr. Lovelace brought me the letter as 
soon as he had read it; and as he now knows that I acquaint you 
with everything that offers, I desired him to let me send it to 
you for your perusal. Be pleased to return it by the first 
opportunity. You will see by it that his friends in town have a 
notion that we are actually married. 

To Robert Lovelace , Esq. 

Tuesday Night, April 18. 

Dear Sir, — I am extremely rejoiced to hear that we shall so 
soon have you in town after so long an absence. You will be 
the more welcome still, if what report says be true; which is 
that you are actually married to the fair lady upon whom we have 
heard you make such encomiums. Mrs. Doleman and my sister 
both wish you joy if you are; and joy upon your near prospect 
if you are not. 

I have been in town for this week past to get help, if I could, 
from my paralytic complaints, and am in a course for them. 
Which nevertheless did not prevent me from making the desired 
inquiries. This is the result. 

You may have a first floor, well furnished, at a mercer’s in 
Bedford Street, Covent Garden, with conveniences for servants: 
and these either by the quarter or month. The terms according 
to the conveniences required. 

Mrs. Doleman has seen lodgings in Norfolk Street and others 
in Cecil Street; but though the prospects to the Thames and 
Surrey hills look inviting from both these streets, yet I suppose 
they are too near the city. 

The owner of those in Norfolk Street would have half the 
house go together. It would be too much for your description 
therefore; and I suppose that when you think fit to declare your 
marriage , you will hardly be in lodgings. 
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Those in Cecil Street are neat and convenient. The owner 
is a widow of good character; but she insists that you take them 
for a twelvemonth certain. 

You may have good accommodations in Dover Street, at a 
widow’s, the relict of an officer in the guards, who dying soon 
after he had purchased his commission (to which he had a good 
title by service, and which cost him most part of what he had), 
she was obliged to let lodgings. 

This may possibly be an objection. But she is very careful, 
she says, that she takes no lodgers but of figure and reputation. 
She rents two good houses, distant from each other, only joined 
by a large handsome passage. The inner house is the genteelest, 
and is very elegantly furnished ; but you may have the use of a 
very handsome parlour in the outer house if you choose to look 
into the street. 

A little garden belongs to the inner house, in which the old 
gentlewoman has displayed a true female fancy; having crammed 
it with vases, flower-pots, and figures without number. 

As these lodgings seemed to me the most likely to please you, 
I was more particular in my inquiries about them. The apart- 
ments she has to let are in the inner house: they are a dining- 
room, two neat parlours, a withdrawing-room, two or three 
handsome bed-chambers — one with a pretty light closet in it, 
which looks into the little garden; all furnished in taste. 

A dignified clergyman , his wife , and maiden daughter , were 
the last who lived in them. They have but lately quitted 
them on his being presented to a considerable church prefer- 
ment in Ireland. The gentlewoman says that he took the 
lodgings but for three months certain; but liked them and her 
usage so well that he continued in them two years ; and left them 
with regret, though on so good an account. She bragged that 
this was the way of all the lodgers she ever had, who stayed with 
her four times as long as they at first intended. 

I had some knowledge of the colonel, who was always looked 
upon as a man of honour. His relict I never saw before. I think 
she has a masculine air , and is a little forbidding at first) but when 
I saw her behaviour to two agreeable maiden gentlewomen, her 
husband’s nieces, whom for that reason she calls doubly hers, 
and heard their praises of her, I could impute her very bulk 
to good humour; since we seldom see your sour peevish people 
plump. She lives reputably, and is, as I find, aforehand in the 

world. 

If these, or any other of the lodgings I have mentioned, be 
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not altogether to your lady’s mind, she may continue in them 
the less while and choose others for herself. 

The widow consents that you should take them for a month 
only , and what of them you please. The terms, she says, she 
will not fall out upon when she knows what your lady expects, 
and what her servants are to do, or yours will undertake; for 
she observed that servants are generally worse to deal with than 
their masters or mistresses. 

The lady may board or not, as she pleases. 

As we suppose you married , but that you have reason, from 
family differences, to keep it private for the present, I thought 
it not amiss to hint as much to the widow (but as uncertainty , 
however), and asked her if she could in that case accommodate 
you and your servants, as well as the lady and hers? She said 
she could, and wished, by all means, it were to be so; since the 
circumstance of a person’s being single , if not as well recom- 
mended as this lady, was one of her usual exceptions . 

If none of these lodgings please, you need not doubt very 
handsome ones in or near Hanover Square, Soho Square, Golden 
Square, or in some of the new streets about Grosvenor Square. 
And Mrs. Doleman, her sister, and myself most cordially join 
to offer to your good lady the best accommodations we can 
make for her at Uxbridge (and also for you, if you are the happy 
man we wish you to be), till she fits herself more to her mind. 

Let me add that the lodgings at the mercer’s, those in Cecil 
Street, those at the widow’s in Dover Street, any of them may 
be entered upon at a day’s warning. I am, my dear Sir, 

Your sincere and affectionate friend and servant, . 

Tho. Doleman. 

You will easily guess, my dear, when you have read the letter, 
which lodgings I made choice of. But first, to try him (as in so 
material a point I thought I could not be too circumspect), I 
seemed to prefer those in Norfolk Street, for the very reason the 
writer gives why he thought I would not ; that is to say, for its 
neighbourhood to a city so well governed as London is said to 
be. Nor should I have disliked a lodging in the heart of it, 
having heard but indifferent accounts of the liberties sometimes 
taken at the other end of the town. Then seeming to incline to 
the lodgings in Cecil Street — then to the mercer’s. But he made 
no visible preference; and when I asked his opinion of the widow- 
gentlewoman’s, he said he thought those the most to my taste 
and convenience; but as he hoped that I w’ould think lodgings 
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necessary but for a very little while, he knew not which to give 
his vote for. 

I then fixed upon the widow’s ; and he has written accordingly 
to Mr. Doleman, making my compliments to his lady and sister 
for their kind offer. 

I am to have the dining-room, the bed-chamber with the light 
closet (of which, if I stay any time at the widow’s, I shall make 
great use), and a servant’s room; and we propose to set out on 
Saturday morning. As for a maidservant, poor Hannah’s ill- 
ness is a great disappointment to me; but, as he observes, I can 
make the widow satisfaction for one of hers, till I can get a 
servant to my mind. And you know I want not much 
attendance. 

• • • • • ■ 

Mr. Lovelace has just now, of his own accord, given me five 
guineas for poor Hannah. I send them enclosed. Be so good 
as to cause them to be conveyed to her, and to let her know 
from whom they came. 

He has obliged me much by this little mark of his considerate- 
ness. Indeed I have had the better opinion of him ever since 
he proposed her return to me. 

• • • • • • 

I have just now another instance of his considerateness. He 
came to me and said, that, on second thoughts, he could not 
bear that I should go up to town without some attendant, were 
it but for the look of the thing to the London widow and her 
nieces, who, according to his friend’s account, lived so genteelly ; 
and especially as 1 required him to leave me soon after 1 arrived 
there , and so would be left alone among strangers. He therefore 
thought that I might engage Mrs. Sorlings to lend me one of 
her two maids, or to let one of her daughters go up with me and 
stay till I were provided. And if the latter, the young gentle- 
woman, no doubt, would be glad of so good an opportunity to 
see a little of the curiosities of the town, and would be a proper 
attendant on the same occasions. 

I told him, as I had done before, that the two young gentle- 
women were so equally useful in their way, and servants in a 
busy farm were so little to be spared, that I should be loath to 
take them off their laudable employments. Nor should I think 
much of diversions for one while, and so the less want an 
attendant out of doors. 

And now, my dear, lest anything should happen, in so variable 
a situation as mine, to overcloud my prospects (which at present 
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are more promising than ever yet they have been since I quitted 
Harlowe Place), I will snatch the opportunity to subscribe 
myself Your not unhoping, and 

Ever obliged friend and servant, 

Cl. Harlowe. 

Letter XXXII — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford, Esq. 

Thursday, April 20. 

He begins with communicating to him the letter he wrote to Mr. 
Doleman to procure suitable lodgings in town , and which he sent 
away by the lady's approbation ; and then gives him a copy of the 
answer to it (see p. 109), upon which he thus expresses himself : 

Thou knowest the widow; thou knowest her nieces; thou knowest 
the lodgings. And didst thou ever read a letter more artfully 
couched than this of Tom Doleman? Every possible objection 
anticipated ! Every accident provided against ! Every tittle 
of it plot-proof! 

Who could forbear smiling to see my charmer, like a farcical 
dean and chapter, choose what was before chosen for her; and 
sagaciously (as they go in form to prayers, that Heaven would 
direct their choice) pondering upon the different proposals, as 
if she would make me believe she had a mind for some other ? 
The dear sly rogue looking upon me, too, with a view to dis- 
cover some emotion in me. Emotions I had, but I can tell her 
that they lay deeper than her eye could reach, though it had 
been a sunbeam. 

No confidence in me, fair one! None at all, ’tis plain. Thou 
wilt not, if I were inclined to change my views, encourage me by 
a generous reliance on my honour! And shall it be said that I, 
a master of arts in love, shall be overmatched by so unpractised 
a novice? 

But to see the charmer so far satisfied with my contrivance 
as to borrow my friend’s letter in order to satisfy Miss Howe 
likewise ! 

Silly little rogues! to walk out into by-paths on the strength 
of their own judgments! — When nothing but experience can 
enable them to disappoint us, and teach them grandmother- 
wisdom! When they have it indeed, then may they sit down, 
like so many Cassandras, and preach caution to others; who will 
as little mind them as they did their instructresses, whenever a 
fine handsome confident young fellow, such a one as thou knowest 
who, comes across them. 
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But, Belford, didst thou not mind that sly rogue Doleman’s 
naming Dover Street for the widow’s place of abode? — What 
dost think could be meant by that? ’Tis impossible thou 
shouldst guess, so, not to puzzle thee about it, suppose the 
widow Sinclair' s in Dover Street should be inquired after by some 
officious person in order to come at characters [Miss Howe is as 
sly as the devil, and as busy to the full], and neither such a name, 
nor such a house, can be found in that street, nor a house to 
answer the description; then will not the keenest hunter in 
England be at a fault? 

But how wilt thou do, methinks thou askest, to hinder the 
lady from resenting the fallacy, and mistrusting thee the more 
on that account when she finds it out to be in another street? 

Pho ! never mind that; either I shall have a way for it, or we 
shall thoroughly understand one another by that time; or, if 
we don’t, she ’ll know enough of me not to wonder at such a 
peccadillo. 

But how wilt thou hinder the lady from apprising her friend 
of the real name? 

She must first know it herself, monkey, must she not? 

Well, but how wilt thou do to hinder her from knowing the 
street, and her friend from directing letters thither, which will 
be the same thing as if the name were known? 

Let me alone for that too. 

If thou further objectest that Tom Doleman is too great a 
dunce to write such a letter in answer to mine — canst thou not 
imagine that, in order to save honest Tom all this trouble, I, 
who know the town so well, could send him a copy of what he 
should write, and leave him nothing to do but transcribe? 

What now sayest thou to me, Belford? 

And suppose I had designed this task of inquiry for thee; and 
suppose the lady excepted against thee for no other reason in 
the world but because of my value for thee? What sayest 
thou to the lady , Jack? 

This it is to have leisure upon my hands ! What a matchless 
plotter thy friend ! Stand by and let me swell ! — I am already 
as big as an elephant, and ten times wiser! — mightier too by 
far! Have I not reason to snuff the moon with my proboscis? 
Lord help thee for a poor, for a very poor creature ! Wonder 
not that I despise thee heartily; since the man w’ho is disposed 
immoderately to exalt himself cannot do it but by despising 
everybody else in proportion. 

I shall make good use of the Dolemanic hint of being married . 
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But I will not tell thee all at once. Nor, indeed, have I 
thoroughly digested that part of my plot. When a general 
must regulate himself by the motions of a watchful adversary, 
how can he say beforehand what he will, or what he will not do ? 

Widow Sinclair! didst thou not say, Lovelace? 

Ay, Sinclair, Jack! Remember the name! Sinclair, I 
repeat. She has no other. And her features being broad and 
full-blown, I will suppose her to be of Highland extraction ; as her 
husband the colonel [mind that too ] was a Scot, as brave, as honest. 

I never forget the minutice in my contrivances. In all matters 
that admit of doubt, the minutice, closely attended to and pro- 
vided for, are of more service than a thousand oaths, vows, 
and protestations made to supply the neglect of them, especially 
when jealousy has made its way in the working mind. 

Thou wouldst wonder if thou knewest one half of my provi- 
dences. To give thee but one: I have already been so good as 
to send up a list of books to be procured for the lady’s closet, 
mostly at second-hand. And thou knowest that the women 
there are all well read. But I will not anticipate — besides, it 
looks as if I were afraid of leaving anything to my old friend 
Chance, which has many a time been an excellent second to 
me, and ought not to be affronted or despised, especially by one 
who has the art of making unpromising incidents turn out in 
his favour. 


Letter XXXIII — Miss Haive to Miss Clarissa Harlowe 

Wednesday , April ig. 

I have a piece of intelligence to give you which concerns you 
much to know. 

Your brother having been assured that you are not married, 
has taken a resolution to find you out, waylay you, and carry 
you off. A friend of his, a captain of a ship, undertakes to get 
you on shipboard, and to sail away with you, either to Hull or 
Leith, in the way to one of your brother’s houses. 

They are very wicked; for in spite of your virtue they conclude 
you to be ruined. But if they can be assured when they have 
you that you are not, they will secure you till they can bring 
you out Mrs. Solmes. Meantime, in order to give Mr. Lovelace 
full employment, they talk of a prosecution which will be set up 
against him for some crime they have got a notion of, which 
they think, if it do not cost him his life, will make him fly 
his country. 
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This is very early news. Miss Bell told it in confidence, and 
with mighty triumph over Lovelace, to Miss Lloyd; who is at 
present her favourite, though as much your admirer as ever. 
Miss Lloyd, being very apprehensive of the mischief which might 
follow such an attempt, told it to me, with leave to apprise you 
privately of it; and yet neither she nor I would be sorry, perhaps, 
if Lovelace were to be fairly hanged — that is to say, if you, my 
dear, had no objection to it. But we cannot bear that such an 
admirable creature should be made the tennis ball of two violent 
spirits, much less that you should be seized, and exposed to the 
brutal treatment of wretches who have no bowels. 

If you can engage Mr. Lovelace to keep his temper upon it, 
I think you should acquaint him with it; but not to mention 
Miss Lloyd. Perhaps his wicked agent may come at the intel- 
ligence, and reveal it to him. But I leave it to your own dis- 
cretion to do as you think fit in it. All my concern is, that this 
daring and foolish project, if carried on, will be a means of throw- 
ing you more into his power than ever. But as it will convince 
you that there can be no hope of a reconciliation, I wish you were 
actually married, let the cause for the prosecution hinted at 
be what it will — short of murder or a rape. 

Your Hannah was very thankful for your kind present. She 
heaped a thousand blessings upon you for it. She has Mr. 
Lovelace’s, too, by this time. 

I am pleased with Mr. Hickman, I can tell you: for he has 
sent her two guineas by the person who carries Mr. Lovelace’s 
five, as from an unknown hand; nor am I or you to know it. 
But he does a great many things of this sort, and is as silent as 
the night in his charities; for nobody knows of them till the 
gratitude of the benefited will not let them be concealed. He 
is now and then my almoner, and I believe always adds to my 
little benefactions. 

But his time is not come to be praised to his face for these 
things; nor does he seem to want that encouragement. 

The man has certainly a good mind. Nor can we expect in 
one man every good quality. But he is really a silly fellow, 
my dear, to trouble his head about me, when he sees how much 
I despise his whole sex; and must of course make a common 
man look like a fool, were he not to make himself look like one, 
by wishing to pitch his tent so oddly. Our likings and dis- 
likings, as I have often thought, are seldom governed by prudence 
or with a view to happiness. The eye, my dear, the wicked eye, 
has such a strict alliance with the heart, and both have such 
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enmity to the understanding! What an unequal union, the 
mind and body! All the senses, like the family at Harlowe 
Place, in a confederacy against that which would animate, and 
give honour to the whole, were it allowed its proper precedence. 

Permit me, I beseech you, before you go to London, to send 
you forty-eight guineas. I mention that sum to oblige you, 
because, by accepting back the two to Hannah, I will hold you 
indebted to me fifty. Surely this will induce you! You know 
that I cannot want the money. I told you that I have near 
double that sum, and that the half of it is more than my mother 
knows I am mistress of. You are afraid that my mother will 
question me on this subject; and then you think I must own the 
truth. But little as I love equivocation, and little as you 
would allow of it in your Anna Howe, it is hard if I cannot 
(were I to be put to it ever so closely) find something to say that 
would bring me off and not impeach my veracity. With so 
little money as you have, what can you do at such a place as 
London? You don’t know what occasion you may have for 
messengers, intelligence, and such-like. If you don’t oblige me, 
I shall not think your stomach so much down as you say it is, 
and as, in this one particular, I think it ought to be. 

As to the state of things between my mother and me, you know 
enough of her temper not to need to be told that she never 
espouses or resents with indifference. Yet will she not remember 
that I am her daughter. No, truly, I am all my papa's girl. 

She was very sensible, surely, of the violence of my poor 
father’s temper, that she can so long remember that , when acts 
of tenderness and affection seem quite forgotten. Some 
daughters would be tempted to think that control sat very 
heavy upon a mother who can endeavour to exert the power 
she has over a child, and regret, for years after death, that she 
had not the same over a husband. 

If this manner of expression becomes not me of my mother, 
the fault will be somewhat extenuated by the love I always 
bore to my father, and by the reverence I shall ever pay to his 
memory; for he was a fond father, and perhaps would have 
been as tender a husband had not my mother and he been too 
much of one temper to agree. 

The misfortune was, in short, that when one was out of humour 
the other would be so too; yet neither of their tempers com- 
paratively bad. Notwithstanding all which, I did not imagine, 
girl as I was in my father’s lifetime, that my mother’s part of 
the yoke sat so heavy upon her neck as she gives me room to 
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think it did, whenever she is pleased to disclaim her part 
of me. 

Both parents, as I have often thought, should be very careful, 
if they would secure themselves to the undivided love of their 
child, that of all things they should avoid such durable conten- 
tions with each other as should distress their children in choosing 
their party, when they would be glad to reverence both as they 
ought. 

But here is the thing: there is not a better manager of her 
affairs in the sex than my mother; and I believe a notable wife 
is more impatient of control than an indolent one. An indolent 
one, perhaps, thinks she has somewhat to co?npound for; while 
women of the other character, I suppose, know too well their 
own significance to think highly of that of anybody else. All 
must be their own way. In one word, because they are useful 
they will be more than useful. 

I do assure you, my dear, were I a man, and a man who 
loved my quiet, I would not have one of these managing wives 
on any consideration. I would make it a matter of serious 
inquiry beforehand, whether my mistress’s qualifications, if I 
heard she was notable, were ?nasculine or feminine ones. If 
indeed I were an indolent supine mortal who might be in danger 
of becoming the property of my steward, I would then perhaps 
choose to marry for the qualifications of a steward. 

But, setting my mother out of the question, because she is 
my mother, have I not seen how Lady Hartley pranks up herself 
above all her sex, because she knows how to manage affairs 
that do not belong to her sex to manage? — Affairs that can do 
no credit to her as a woman to understand; practically , I mean; 
for the theory of them may not be amiss to be known. 

Indeed, my dear, I do not think a man-wo?nan a pretty 
character at all; and as I said, were I a man , I would sooner 
choose a dove, though it were fit for nothing but, as the plays 
says, to go tame about house, and breed, than a wife that is 
setting at work (my insignificant self present perhaps) every 
busy hour my never-resting servants, those of the stud not 
excepted; and who, with a besom in her hand, as I may say, 
would be continually filling me with apprehensions that she 
wanted to sweep me out of my own house as useless lumber. 

Were indeed the mistress of a family (like the wonderful 
young lady I so much and so justly admire) to know how to confine 
herself within her own respectable rounds of the needle, the pen, 
the housekeeper’s bills, the dairy for her amusement; to see the 
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poor fed from superfluities that would otherwise be wasted, and 
exert herself in all the really useful branches of domestic manage- 
ment; then would she move in her proper sphere; then would 
she render herself amiably useful, and respectably necessary; 
then would she become the m*'s/r«\y-wheel of the family [what- 
ever you think of your Anna Howe, I would not have her be 
the waiter-wheel], and everybody would love her; as every- 
body did you before your insolent brother came back, flushed 
with his unmerited acquirements, and turned all things topsy- 
turvy. 

If you ivill be informed of the particulars of our contention, 
after you have known in general that your unhappy affair was 
the subject, why then, I think I must tell you. 

Yet how shall I? I feel my cheek glow with mingled shame 
and indignation. Know then, my dear, that I have been, as 
I may say — that I have been beaten — indeed ’tis true. My mother 
thought fit to slap my hands to get from me a sheet of a letter 
she caught me writing to you ; which I tore, because she should 
not read it, and burnt it before her face. 

I know this will trouble you; so spare yourself the pains to 
tell me it does. 

Mr. Hickman came in presently after. I would not see him. 

I am either too much a woman to be beat, or too much a child 
to have an humble servant — so I told my mother. What can 
one oppose but sullens, when it would be unpardonable so much 
as to think of lifting up a finger ? 

In the Harlowe style, She will be obeyed, she says; and even 
Mr. Hickman shall be forbid the house if he contributes to the 
carrying on of a correspondence which she will not suffer to 
be continued. 

Poor man ! He stands a whimsical chance between us. But 
he knows he is sure of my mother, but not of me. ’Tis easy then 
for him to choose his party, were it not his inclination to serve 
you, as it surely is. And this makes him a merit with me, which 
otherwise he would not have had, notwithstanding the good 
qualities which I have just now acknowledged in his favour. 
For, my dear, let my faults in other respects be what they may, 
I will pretend to say, that I have in my own mind those qualities 
which I praised him for. And if we are to come together, I 
could for that reason better dispense with them in him. So if 
a husband who has a bountiful-tempered wife is not a niggard, 
nor seeks to restrain her, but has an opinion of all she does, 
that is enough for him; as, on the contrary, if a bountiful- 
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tempered husband has a frugal wife, it is best for both. For 
one to give, and the other to give, except they have prudence, 
and are at so good an understanding with each other as to 
compare notes, they may perhaps put it out of their power to 
be just. Good frugal doctrine, my dear! But this way of 
putting it is middling the matter between what I have learnt 
of my mother’s over-prudent and your enlarged notions. But 
from doctrine to fact: 

I shut myself up all that day; and what little I did eat, eat 
alone. But at night she sent up Kitty with a command, upon 
my obedience, to attend her at supper. 

I went down; but most gloriously in the sullens. Yes and 
No were great words with me, to everything she asked, for a 
good while. 

That behaviour, she told me, should not do for her. 

Beating should not with me, I said. 

My bold resistance, she told me, had provoked her to slap 
my hand, and she was sorry to have been so provoked. But 
again insisted that I would either give up my correspondence 
absolutely, or let her see all that passed in it. 

I must not do either, I told her. It was unsuitable both to 
my inclination and to my honour, at the instigation of base 
minds, to give up a friend in distress. 

She rung all the maternal changes upon the words duty, 
obedience, filial obligation, and so forth. 

I told her that a duty too rigorously and unreasonably exacted 
had been your ruin, if you were ruined. If I were of age to be 
married, I hoped she would think me capable of making, or at 
least of keeping , my own friendships ; such a one especially as 
this, with a womayi too, and one whose friendship she herself 
till this distressful point of time had thought the most useful 
and edifying that I had ever contracted. 

The greater the merit the worse the action; the finer the 
talents the more dangerous the example. 

There were other duties, I said, besides the filial ones; and I 
hoped I need not give up a suffering friend, especially at the 
instigation of those by whom she suffered. I told her that it 
was very hard to annex such a condition as that to my duty, 
when I was persuaded that both duties might be performed 
without derogating from either; that an unreasonable command 
(she must excuse me, I must say it, though I were slapped again) 
was a degree of tyranny; and I could not have expected that 
at these years I should be allowed no will, no choice of my own. 
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where a woman only was concerned, and the devilish sex not 
in the question. 

What turned most in favour of her argument was that I 
desired to be excused from letting her read all that passes 
between us. She insisted much upon this; and since, she said, 
you were in the hands of the most intriguing man in the world, 
and a man who had made a jest of her favourite Hickman, as 
she has been told, she knows not what consequences, unthought 
of by you or me, may flow from such a correspondence. 

So you see, my dear, that I fare the worse on Mr. Hickman’s 
account ! My mother might see all that passes between us 
did I not know that it would cramp your spirit, and restrain the 
freedom of your pen, as it would also the freedom of mine; and 
were she not moreover so firmly attached to the contrary side, 
that inferences, consequences, strained deductions, censures, 
and constructions the most partial, would for ever be hauled 
in to tease me, and would perpetually subject us to the necessity 
of debating and canvassing. 

Besides, I don’t choose that she should know how much this 
artful wretch has outwitted, as I may call it, a person so much 
his superior in all the nobler qualities of the human mind. 

The generosity of your heart and the greatness of your soul 
full well I know; but do not offer to dissuade me from this 
correspondence. 

Mr. Hickman, immediately on the contention above, offered 
his service; and I accepted of it, as you will see by my last. 
He thinks, though he has all honour for my mother, that she is 
unkind to us both. He was pleased to tell me (with an air, as I 
thought) that he not only approved of our correspondence, but 
admired the steadiness of my friendship; and having no opinion 
of your man, but a great one of me , thinks that my advice or 
intelligence from time to time may be of use to you; and on this 
presumption said that it would be a thousand pities that you 
should suffer for want of either. 

Mr. Hickman pleased me in the main by his speech; and it is 
well the general tenor of it was agreeable; otherwise, I can tell 
him, I should have reckoned with him for his word approve ; 
for it is a style I have not yet permitted him to talk to me in. 
And you see, my dear, what these men are. No sooner do they 
find that you have favoured them with the power of doing you 
an agreeable service, but they take upon them to approve , 
forsooth, of your actions ! By which is implied a right to 
disapprove if they think fit. 
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I have told my mother how much you wish to be reconciled 
to your relations, and how independent you are upon Lovelace. 

Mark the end of the latter assertion, she says. And as to 
reconciliation, she knows that nothing will do (and will have it 
that nothing ought to do) but your returning back, without 
presuming to condition with them. And this if you do, she says, 
will best show your independence on Lovelace. 

You see, my dear, what your duty is, in my mother’s opinion. 

I suppose your next, directed to Mr. Hickman, at his own 
house, will be from London. 

Heaven preserve you in honour and safety, is my prayer. 

What you do for change of clothes I cannot imagine. 

It is amazing to me what your relations can mean by 
distressing you as they seem resolved to do. I see they will 
throw you into his arms, whether you will or not. 

I send this by Robert, for dispatch sake; and can only repeat 
the hitherto rejected offer of my best services. Adieu, my 
dearest friend. Believe me ever 

Your affectionate and faithful 

Anna Howe. 

Letter XXXIV — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Thursday , April 20 . 

I should think myself utterly unworthy of your friendship 
did my own concerns, heavy as they are, so engross me that I 
could not find leisure for a few lines to declare to my beloved 
friend my sincere disapprobation of her conduct, in an instance 
where she is so generously faulty, that the consciousness of that 
very generosity may hide from her the fault, which I more than 
any other have reason to deplore, as being the unhappy occasion 
of it. 

You know, you say, that your account of the contentions 
between your mother and you will trouble me; and so you bid 
me spare myself the pains to tell you that they do. 

You did not use, my dear, to forbid me thus beforehand. You 
was wont to say you loved me the better for my expostulations 
with you on that acknowledged warmth and quickness of your 
temper which your own good sense taught you to be appre- 
hensive of. What though I have so miserably fallen and am 
unhappy, if ever I had any judgment worth regarding, it is now 
as much worth as ever, because I can give it as freely against 
myself as against anybody else. And shall I not, when there 
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seems to be an infection in my fault, and that it leads you like- 
wise to resolve to carry on a correspondence against prohibition, 
expostulate with you upon it; when whatever consequences 
flow from your disobedience, they but widen my error, which is 
as the evil root from which such sad branches spring? 

The mind that can glory in being capable of so noble, so firm, 
so unshaken a friendship as that of my dear Miss Howe; a friend- 
ship which no casualty or distress can lessen, but which increases 
with the misfortunes of its friend — such a mind must be above 
taking amiss the well-meant admonitions of that distinguished 
friend. I will not therefore apologize for my freedom on this 
subject; and the less need I, when that freedom is the result of 
an affection in the very instance, so absolutely disinterested, that 
it tends to deprive myself of the only comfort left me. 

Your acknowledged sullens; your tearing from your mother’s 
hands the letter she thought she had a right to see, and burning 
it, as you own, before her face; your refusal to see the man 
who is so willing to obey you for the sake of your unhappy 
friend, and this purely to vex your mother; can you think, 
my dear, upon this brief recapitulation of hardly one-half of 
the faulty particulars you give, that these faults are excusable 
in one who so well knows her duty? 

Your mother had a good opinion of me once; is not that a 
reason why she should be more regarded now, when I have, 
as she believes , so deservedly forfeited it? A prejudice in favour 
is as hard to be totally overcome as a prejudice in disfavour. 
In what a strong light, then, must that error appear to her 
that should so totally turn her heart against me, herself not a 
principal in the case? 

There are other duties, you say, besides the filial duty; but 
that, my dear, must be a duty prior to all other duties; a duty 
anterior, as I may say, to your very birth; and what duty ought 
not to give way to that when they come in competition ? 

You are persuaded that the duty to your friend, and the 
filial duty, may be performed without derogating from either. 
Your mother thinks otherwise. What is the conclusion to be 
drawn from these premises? 

When your mother sees how much I suffer in my reputation 
from the step I have taken, from whom she and all the world 
expected better things, how much reason has she to be watchful 
over you! One evil draws another after it; and how knows she, 
or anybody, where it may stop? 

Does not the person who will vindicate, or seek to extenuate, 
11 — e 88 3 
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a faulty step in another (in this light must your mother look 
upon the matter in question between her and you), give an 
indication either of a culpable will or a weak judgment? And 
may not she apprehend that the censorious will think that such 
a one might probably have equally failed, under the same 
inducements and provocations , to use your own words as applied 
to me in a former letter? 

Can there be a stronger instance in human life than mine has 
so early furnished within a few months past (not to mention the 
uncommon provocations to it which I have met with) of the 
necessity of the continuance of a watchful parent’s care over 
a daughter, let that daughter have obtained ever so great a 
reputation for her prudence? 

Is not the space from sixteen to twenty-one that which requires 
this care more than any time of a young woman’s life? For 
in that period do we not generally attract the eyes of the other 
sex, and become the subject of their addresses, and not seldom 
of their attempts? And is not that the period in which our 
conduct or misconduct gives us a reputation or disreputation 
that almost inseparably accompanies us throughout our whole 
future lives? 

Are we not likewise then most in danger from ourselves y 
because of the distinction with which we are apt to behold 
particulars of that sex? 

And when our dangers multiply both from within and without , 
do not our parents know that their vigilance ought to be doubled? 
And shall that necessary increase of care sit uneasy upon us 
because we are grown up to stature and womanhood? 

Will you tell me, if so, what is the precise stature and age at 
which a good child shall conclude herself absolved from the duty 
she owes to a parent ? And at which a parent, after the example 
of the dams of the brute creation, is to lay aside all care and 
tenderness for her offspring? 

Is it so hard for you, my dear, to be treated like a child? 
And can you not think it is as hard for a good parent to imagine 
herself under the unhappy necessity of so treating her woman- 
grown daughter? 

Do you think if your mother had been you, and you your 
tnother, and your daughter had struggled with you, as you did 
with her, that you would not have been as apt as your mother 
was to have slapped your daughter’s hands, to have made her 
quit her hold and give up the prohibited letter? 

Your mother told you with great truth that you provoked 
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her to this harshness; and it was a great condescension in her 
(and not taken notice of by you as it deserved) to say that she 
was sorry for it. 

At every age on this side matrimony (for then we come under 
another sort of protection, though that is far from abrogating 
the filial duty) it will be found that the wings of our parents are 
most necessary and most effectual safeguard from the vultures, 
the hawks, the kites, and other villainous birds of prey that hover 
over us with a view to seize and destroy us the first time we are 
caught wandering out of the eye or care of our watchful and 
natural guardians and protectors. 

Hard as you may suppose it, to be denied the continuance 
of a correspondence once so much approved, even by the 
venerable denier; yet, if your mother think my fault to be of 
such a nature as that a correspondence with me will cast a shade 
upon your reputation, all my own friends having given me up — 
that hardship is to be submitted to. And must it not make her 
the more strenuous to support her own opinion when she sees the 
first-fruits of this tenaciousness of your side is to be gloriously 
in the sullens, as you call it, and in a disobedient opposition? 

I know that you have an humorous meaning in that expression, 
and that this turn, in most cases, gives a delightful poignancy 
both to your conversation and correspondence; but indeed, my 
dear, this case will not bear humour. 

Will you give me leave to add to this tedious expostulation, 
that I by no means approve of some of the things you write 
in relation to the manner in which your father and mother 
lived ? — at times lived — only at times , I dare say, though perhaps 
too often. 

Your mother is answerable to anybody , rather than to her 
child y for whatever was wrong in her conduct, if anything was 
wrong, towards Mr. Howe; a gentleman of whose memory I 
will only say that it ought to be revered by you — but yet, should 
you not examine yourself, whether your displeasure at your 
mother had no part in your revived reverence for your father 
at the time you wrote? 

No one is perfect; and although your mother may not be so 
right to remember disagreeablenesses against the departed, 
yet should you not want to be reminded on whose account, and 
on what occasion, she remembered them. You cannot judge, 
nor ought you to attempt to judge, of what might have passed 
between both, to embitter and keep awake disagreeable 
remembrances in the survivor. 
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Letter XXXV — Miss Clarissa Harlowe. [. In continuation ] 

But this subject must not be pursued. Another might, with 
more pleasure (though not with more approbation), upon one 
of your lively excursions. It is upon the high airs you give 
yourself upon the word approve. 

How comes it about, I wonder, that a young lady so noted 
for a predominating generosity should not be uniformly 
generous? — That your generosity should fail in an instance 
where policy, prudence, gratitude, would not permit it to fail? 
Mr. Hickman (as you confess) has indeed a worthy mind. . If I 
had not long ago known that, he would never have found an 
advocate in me for my Anna Howe’s favour to him. Often and 
often have I been concerned, when I was your happy guest, 
to see him, after a conversation in which he had well supported 
his part in your absence, sink at once into silence the moment 
you came into company. 

I have told you of this before; and I believe I hinted to you 
once that the superciliousness you put on only to him, was 
capable of a construction which at the time would have very 
little gratified your pride to have had made, since it would have 
been as much in his favour as in your disfavour. 

Mr. Hickman, my dear, is a modest man. I never see a modest 
man, but I am sure (if he has not wanted opportunities) that he 
has a treasure in his mind which requires nothing but the key 
of encouragement to unlock it, to make him shine; while a con- 
fident man, who, to be confident, must think as meanly of his 
company as highly of himself, enters with magisterial airs upon 
any subject, and, depending upon his assurance to bring himself 
off when found out, talks of more than he is master of. 

But a modest man ! O my dear, shall not a modest woman 
distinguish and wish to consort with a modest man? — A man 
before whom and to whom she may open her lips secure of his 
good opinion of all she says, and of his just and polite regard for 
her judgment ? and who must therefore inspire her with an 
agreeable confidence. 

What a lot have I drawn! We are all indeed apt to turn 
teachers — but surely I am better enabled to talk, to write upon 
these subjects than ever I was ! But I will banish myself, if 
possible, from an address which, when I began to write, I was 
determined to confine wholly to your own particular. 

My dearest, dearest friend, how ready are you to tell us what 
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others should do, and even what a mother should have done! 
But indeed you once, I remember, advanced that, as different 
attainments required different talents to master them, so, in 
the writing way, a person might not be a bad critic upon the 
works of others, although he might himself be unable to write 
with excellence. But will you permit me to account for all 
this readiness of finding fault by placing it to human nature, 
which being sensible of the defects of human nature (that is to 
say, of its own defects), loves to be correcting ? But in exercising 
that talent chooses rather to turn its eye outward than inward ? 
In other words, to employ itself rather in the outdoor search 
than in the indoor examination? 

And here give me leave to add (and yet it is with tender 
reluctance), that although you say very pretty things of notable 
wives, and although I join with you in opinion that husbands 
may have as many inconveniences to encounter with, as con- 
veniences to boast of, from women of that character, yet Lady 
Hartley perhaps would have had milder treatment from your 
pen had it not been dipped in gall with a mother in your eye. 

As to the money you so generously and repeatedly offer, 
don’t be angry with me if I again say that I am very desirous 
that you should be able to aver, without the least qualifying 
or reserve, that nothing of that sort has passed between us. 
I know your mother’s strong way of putting the question she is 
intent upon having answered. But yet I promise that I will 
be obliged to nobody but you when I have occasion. 

Letter XXXVI — Miss Clarissa Harlowe. [In continuatiori\ 

And now, my dear, a few words as to the prohibition laid upon 
you; a subject that I have frequently touched upon, but 
cursorily, because I was afraid to trust myself with it, knowing 
that my judgment, if I did, would condemn my practice. 

You command me not to attempt to dissuade you from this 
correspondence; and you tell me how kindly Mr. Hickman 
approves of it, and how obliging he is to me to permit it to be 
carried on under cover to him; but this does not quite satisfy me. 

I am a very bad casuist, and the pleasure I take in writing to 
you, who are the only one to whom I can disburden my mind, 
may make me, as I have hinted, very partial to my own wishes; 
else, if it were not an artful evasion beneath an open and frank 
heart to wish to be complied with, I would be glad methinks to 
be permitted still to write to you; and only to have such 
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occasional returns by Mr. Hickman’s pen, as well as cover, as 
might set me right when I am wrong, confirm me when right, and 
guide me where I doubt. This would enable me to proceed in 
the difficult path before me with more assuredness. For what- 
ever I suffer from the censures of others, if I can preserve your 
good opinion, I shall not be altogether unhappy, let what 
will befall me. 

And indeed, my dear, I know not how to forbear writing. 
I have now no other employment or diversion. And I must 
write on, although I were not to send it to anybody. You have 
often heard me own the advantages I have found from writing 
down everything of moment that befalls me; and of all I think , 
and of all I do , that may be of future use to me; for besides 
that this helps to form one to a style, and opens and expands 
the ductile mind, every one will find that many a good thought 
evaporates in thinking; many a good resolution goes off, driven 
out of memory perhaps by some other not so good. But when 
I set down what I will do, or what I have done, on this or that 
occasion, the resolution or action is before me either to be 
adhered to, withdrawn, or amended; and I have entered into 
compact with myself, as I may say; having given it under my 
own hand to improve , rather than to go backward , as I live longer. 

I would willingly therefore write to you if I might ; the rather 
as it would be more inspiriting to have some end in view in 
what I write, some friend to please, besides merely seeking to 
gratify my passion for scribbling. 

But why, if your mother will permit our correspondence on 
communicating to her all that passes in it, and if she will con- 
descend to one only condition, may it not be complied with? 

Would she not, do you think, my dear, be prevailed upon to 
have the communication made to her in confidence ? 

If there were any prospect of a reconciliation with my friends, 
I should not have so much regard for my pride as to be afraid 
of anybody' s knowing how much I have been outwitted , as you 
call it. I would in that case (when I had left Mr. Lovelace) 
acquaint your mother and all my own friends with the whole 
of my story. It would behove me so to do for my own reputation 
and for their satisfaction. 

But if I have no such prospect, what will the communication 
of my reluctance to go away with Mr. Lovelace, and of his art 
to frighten me away, avail me? Your mother has hinted that 
my friends would insist upon my returning to them (as a proof 
of the truth of my plea) to be disposed of, without condition. 
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at their pleasure. If I scrupled this, my brother would rather 
triumph over me than keep my secret. Mr. Lovelace, whose 
pride already so ill brooks my regrets for meeting him (when he 
thinks, if I had not, I must have been Mr. Solmes’s wife), would 
perhaps treat me with indignity; and thus, deprived of all 
refuge and protection, I should become the scoff of men of 
intrigue; and be thought, with too great an appearance of reason, 
a disgrace to my sex — while that avowed love, however indis- 
creetly shown , which is followed by marriage, will find more 
excuses made for it than generally it ought to find. 

But if your mother will receive the communication in 
confidence, pray show her all that I have written or shall 
write. If my past conduct in that case shall not be found to 
deserve heavy blame, I shall then perhaps have the benefit of 
her advice, as well as yours. And if, after a re-establishment in 
her favour, I shall wilfully deserve blame for the time to come, 
I will be content to be denied yours as well as hers for ever. 

As to cramping my spirit, as you call it (were I to sit down to 
write what I know your mother must see), that, my dear, is 
already cramped. And do not think so unhandsomely of your 
mother as to fear that she would make partial constructions 
against me. Neither you nor I can doubt but that, had she 
been left unprepossessedly to herself, she would have shown 
favour to me. And so, I dare say, would my Uncle Antony. 
Nay, my dear, I can extend my charity still further; for I am 
sometimes of opinion that were my brother and sister absolutely 
certain that they had so far ruined me in the opinion of both my 
uncles, as that they need not to be apprehensive of my clashing 
with their interests, they would not oppose a pardon, although 
they might not wish a reconciliation, especially if I would make 
a few sacrifices to them; which, I assure you, I should be inclined 
to make were I wholly free and independent of this man. You 
know I never valued myself upon worldly acquisitions, but as 
they enlarged my power to do things I loved to do. And if I 
were denied the power, I must, as I now do, curb my inclination. 

Do not, however, think me guilty of an affectation in what 
I have said of my brother and sister. Severe enough I am sure 
it is, in the most favourable sense. And an indifferent person 
will be of opinion that they are much better warranted than 
ever, for the sake of the family honour, to seek to ruin me in 
the favour of all my friends. 

But to the former topic. Try, my dear, if your mother will, 
upon the condition above given, permit our correspondence on 
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seeing all we write. But if she will not, what a selfishness 
would there be in my love to you, were I to wish you to forego 
your duty for my sake? 

And now one word as to the freedom I have treated you with 
in this tedious expostulatory address. I presume upon your 
forgiveness of it, because few friendships are founded on such a 
basis as ours; which is, “freely to give reproof, and thankfully 
to receive it as occasions arise; that so either may have oppor- 
tunity to clear up mistakes, to acknowledge and amend errors, 
as well in behaviour as in words and deeds; and to rectify and 
confirm each other in the judgment each shall form upon persons, 
things, and circumstances/’ And all this upon the following 
consideration: “That it is much more eligible, as well as honour- 
able, to be corrected with the gentleness that may be expected 
from an undoubted friend, than, by continuing either blind or 
wilful, to expose ourselves to the censures of an envious and 
perhaps malignant world.” 

But it is as needless, I dare say, to remind you of this, as it is 
to repeat my request, so often repeated, that you will not, in your 
turn, spare the follies and the faults of 

Your ever affectionate 

Cl. Harlowe. 


Subjoined to the above 

I said that I would avoid writing anything of my own 
particular affairs in the above address if I could. 

I will write one letter more, to inform you how I stand with 
this man. But, my dear, you must permit that one, and your 
answer to it (for I want your advice upon the contents of mine), 
and the copy of one I have written to my aunt, to be the last 
that shall pass between us while the prohibition continues. 

I fear, I very much fear, that my unhappy situation will 
draw me in to be guilty of evasion, of little affectations, and of 
curvings from the plain simple truth which I was wont to 
delight in, and prefer to every other consideration. But allow 
me to say, and this for your sake, and in order to lessen your 
mother’s fears of any ill consequences that she might apprehend 
from our correspondence, that if I am at any time guilty of a 
failure in these respects, I will not go on in it, but endeavour to 
recover my lost ground, that I may not bring error into habit. 

I have deferred going to town at Mrs. Sorlings’s earnest 
request. But have fixed my removal to Monday, as I shall 
acquaint you in my next. 


I3i 
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I have already made a progress in that next, but having an 
unexpected opportunity, will send this by itself. 


Letter XXXVII — Miss Howe to Miss Clarissa Harlowe 

Friday Morn., April 21 . 

My mother will not comply with your condition, my dear. I 
hinted it to her as from myself. But the Harlowes (excuse me) 
have got her entirely in with them. It is a scheme of mine, 
she told me, formed to draw her into your party against your 
parents. Which, for her own sake, she is very careful about. 

Don’t be so much concerned about my mother and me, once 
more I beg of you. We shall do well enough together — now a 
falling out, now a falling in. It used to be so when you were 
not in the question. 

Yet do I give you my sincere thanks for every line of your 
reprehensive letters; which I intend to read as often as I find 
my temper rises. 

I will freely own, however, that I winced a little at first reading 
them. But I see that on every reperusal I shall love and 
honour you still more, if possible, than before. 

Yet I think I have one advantage over you, and which I 
will hold through this letter, and through all my future letters: 
that is, that I will treat you as freely as you treat me, and yet 
will never think an apology necessary to you for my freedom. 

But that you so think with respect to me is the effect of your 
gentleness of temper, with a little sketch of implied reflection 
on the warmth of mine. Gentleness in a woman you hold to 
be no fault; nor do I a little due or provoked warmth — but 
what is this but praising, on both sides, what neither of us can 
help, nor perhaps wish to help? You can no more go out of 
your road than I can go out of mine. It would be a pain to 
either to do so. What then is it in either’s approving of her own 
natural bias but making a virtue of necessity? 

• But one observation I will add, that were your character 
and my character to be truly drawn, mine would be allowed 
to be the most natural. Shades and lights are equally necessary 
in a fine picture. Yours would be surrounded with such a 
flood of brightness, with such a glory, that it would indeed 
dazzle; but leave one heartless to imitate it. 

Oh, may you not suffer from a base world for your gentle- 
ness; while my temper, by its warmth keeping all imposition at 
distance, though less amiable in general, affords me not reason, 
11 — *e 88 3 
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as I have mentioned heretofore, to wish to make an exchange 
with you! 

I should indeed be inexcusable to open my lips by way of 
contradiction to my mother, had I such a fine spirit as yours to 
deal with. Truth is truth, my dear! Why should narrowness 
run away with the praises due to a noble expansion of heart? 
If everybody would speak out as I do (that is to say, give praise 
where only praise is due; dispraise where due likewise), shame , 
if not principle , would mend the world — nay, shame would 
introduce principle in a generation or two. Very true, my dear. 
Do you apply. I dare not — for I fear you almost as much as 
I love you. 

I will give you an instance, nevertheless, which will anew 
demonstrate that none but very generous and noble-minded 
people ought to be implicitly obeyed. You know what I said 
above that truth is truth. 

Inconveniences will sometimes arise from having to do with 
persons of modesty and scrupulousness. Mr. Hickman, you 
say, is a modest man. He put your corrective packet into my 
hand with a very fine bow and a self-satisfied air. [We 'll con- 
sider what you say of this honest man by and by , my dear.] His 
strut was not gone off, when in came my mother as I was 
reading it. 

When some folks find their anger has made them considerable, 
they will be always angry or seeking occasions for anger. 

Why now, Mr. Hickman — why now, Nancy (as I was huddling 
in the packet between my gown and my stays at her entrance). 
You have a letter brought you this instant. While the ?nodest 
man, with his pausing brayings, Mad-da — mad-dam, looked as 
if he knew not whether he had best to run and leave me and my 
mother to fight it out, or to stand his ground and see fair play. 

It would have been poor to tell a lie for it. She flung away. 

I went out at the opposite door to read the contents; leaving 
Mr. Hickman to exercise his white teeth upon his thumb-nails. 

When I had read your letters I went to find out my mother. 

I told her the generous contents and that you desired that the 
prohibition might be adhered to. I proposed your condition 
as from myself, and was rejected as above. 

She supposed “she was finely painted between two young 
creatures who had more wit than prudence”: and instead of 
being prevailed upon by the generosity of your sentiments, 
made use of your opinion only to confirm her own, and renewed 
her prohibitions, charging me to return no other answer, but 
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she that did renew them: adding, that they should stand till 
your relations were reconciled to you, hinting as if she had 
engaged for as much ; and expected my compliance. 

I thought of your reprehensions, and was meek , though not 
pleased. And let me tell you, my dear, that as long as I can 
satisfy my own mind that good is intended, and that it is hardly 
possible that evil should ensue from our correspondence — as 
long as I know that this prohibition proceeds originally from 
the same spiteful minds which have been the occasion of all 
these mischiefs — as long as I know that it is not your fault if 
your relations are not reconciled to you, and that upon con- 
ditions which no reasonable people would refuse — you must 
give me leave, with all deference to your judgment and to your 
excellent lessons ( which would reach almost every case of this 
kind but the present ), to insist upon your writing to me, and that 
minutely, as if this prohibition had not been laid. 

It is not from humour, from perverseness, that I insist upon 
this. I cannot express how much my heart is in your concerns. 
And you must, in short, allow me to think that if I can do you 
service by writing, I shall be better justified in continuing to 
write than my mother is in her prohibition. 

But yet, to satisfy you all I can, I will as seldom return 
answers while the interdict lasts, as may be consistent with my 
notions of friendship, and with the service I owe you and can 
do you. 

As to your expedient of writing by Hickman [and now, my 
dear, your modest man comes in; and as you love modesty in 
that sex, I will do my endeavour, by holding him at a proper 
distance, to keep him in your favour], I know what you mean 
by it, my sweet friend. It is to make that man significant with 
me. As to the correspondence, that shall go on, I do assure 
you, be as scrupulous as you please — so that that will not suffer 
if I do 7tot close with your proposal as to him. 

I must tell you that I think it will be honour enough for 
him to have his name made use of so frequently betwixt us. 
This of itself is placing a confidence in him that will make him 
walk bolt upright and display his white hand and his fine diamond 
ring ; and most mightily lay down his services and his pride to 
oblige, and his diligence, and his fidelity, and his contrivances 
to keep our secret, and his excuses, and his evasions to my 
mother when challenged by her; with fifty ands beside. And 
will it not moreover give him pretence and excuse oftener than 
ever to pad-nag it hither to good Mrs. Howe’s fair daughter? 
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But to admit him into my company tete-a-tete, and into my 
closet, as often as I would wish to write to you, I only to dictate 
to his pen — my mother all the time supposing that I was going 
to be heartily in love with him; to make him master of my 
sentiments and of my heart , as I may say, when I write to you — 
indeed, my dear, 1 won't. Nor were I married to the best he 
in England, would I honour him with the communication of 
my correspondences. 

No, my dear, it is sufficient, surely, for him to parade it in 
the character of our letter-conveyer, and to be honoured in a 
cover. And never fear but, modest as you think him, he will 
make enough of that. 

You are always blaming me for want of generosity to this 
man, and for abuse of power. But I profess, my dear, I cannot 
tell how to help it. Do, dear, now, let me spread my plumes a 
little, and now and then make myself feared. This is my time, 
you know, since it will be no more to my credit than to his to 
give myself those airs when I am married. He has a joy when 
I am pleased with him that he would not know but for the pain 
my displeasure gives him. 

Men, no more than women, know how to make a moderate 
use of power. Is not that seen every day, from the prince to 
the peasant? If I do not make Hickman quake now and then, 
he will endeavour to make me fear. All the animals in the 
creation are more or less in a state of -hostility with each other. 
The wolf that runs away from a lion will devour a lamb the 
next moment. I remember that I was once so enraged at a 
game-chicken that was continually pecking at another (a poor 
humble one, as I thought him), that I had the offender caught, 
and without more ado, in a pet of humanity, wrung his neck off. 
What followed this execution ? Why, that other grew insolent 
as soon as his insulter was gone, and was continually pecking 
at one or two under him. Peck and be hanged, said I — I might 
as well have preserved the first, for I see it is the nature of 
the beast. 

Excuse my flippancies. I wish I were with you. I would 
make you smile in the midst of your gravest airs, as I used to 
do. Oh, that you had accepted of my offer to attend you ! But 
nothing that I offer will you accept. Take care ! — you will make me 
very angry with you; and when I am, you know I value nobody; 
for, dearly as I love you, I must be, and cannot always help it. 

Your saucy 

Anna Howe. 
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Letter XXXV111 — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Friday , April 21. 

Mr. Lovelace communicated to me this morning early, from 
his intelligencer, the news of my brother’s scheme. I like him 
the better for making very light of it, and for his treating it 
with contempt. And indeed, had I not had the hint of it from 
you, I should have suspected it to be some contrivance of his, 
in order to hasten me to town, where he has long wished to 
be himself. 

He read me the passage in that Leman’s letter, which is pretty 
much to the effect of what you wrote to me from Miss Lloyd; 
with this addition, that one Singleton, a master of a Scots vessel, 
is the man who is to be the principal in this act of violence. 

I have seen him. He has been twice entertained at Harlowe 
Place as my brother’s friend. He has the air of a very bold and 
fearless man, and I fancy it must be his project; as my brother, 
I suppose, talks to everybody of the rash step I have taken, 
for he did not spare me before he had this seeming reason to 
censure me. 

This Singleton lives at Leith, so perhaps I am to be carried 
to my brother’s house not far from that port. 

Putting these passages together, I am not a little apprehensive 
that the design, lightly as Mr. Lovelace, from his fearless temper, 
treats it, may be attempted to be carried into execution, and 
of the consequences that may attend it if it be. 

I asked Mr. Lovelace, seeing him so frank and cool, what he 
would advise me to do? 

Shall I ask you , madam, what are your own thoughts? 
Why I return the question, said he, is because you have been 
so very earnest that I should leave you as soon as you are in 
London, that I know not what to propose without offending you. 

My opinion is, said I, that I should studiously conceal myself 
from the knowledge of everybody but Miss Howe; and that you 
should leave me out of hand, since they will certainly conclude 
that where one is, the other is not far off; and it is easier to trace 
you than -me. 

You would not surely wish, said he, to fall into your brother’s 
hands by such a violent measure as this ? I propose not to throw 
myself officiously in their way; but should they have reason 
to think I avoided them, would not that whet their diligence 
to find you, and their courage to attempt to carry you off, and 
subject me to insults that no man of spirit can bear? 
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Lord bless me! said I, to what has this one fatal step that I 
have been betrayed into 

Dearest madam, let me beseech you to forbear this harsh 
language, when you see, by this new scheme, how determined 
they were upon carrying their old ones, had you not been 
betrayed , as you call it. Have I offered to defy the laws of society, 
as this brother of yours must do, if anything be intended by this 
project? I hope you will be pleased to observe that there are 
as violent and as wicked enterprisers as myself. But this is so 
very wild a project that I think there can be no room for appre- 
hensions from it. I know your brother well. When at college 
he had always a romantic turn; but never had a head for any- 
thing but to puzzle and confound himself. A half-invention 
and a whole conceit, but not master of talents to do himself 
good or others harm, but as those others gave him the power 
by their own folly. 

This is very volubly run off, sir! But violent spirits are but 
too much alike, at least in their methods of resenting. You 
will not presume to make yourself a less innocent man, surely, 
who had determined to brave my whole family in person, if 
my folly had not saved you the rashness and them the insult 

Dear madam ! Still must it be folly , rashness ! It is as 
impossible for you to think tolerably of anybody out of your own 
family, as it is for any one in it to deserve your love ! Forgive 
me, dearest creature! If I did not love you as never man loved 
a woman, I might appear more indifferent to preferences so 
undeservedly made. But let me ask you, madam, what 
have you borne from me ? What cause have I given you to 
treat me with so much severity and so little confidence? And 
what have you not borne from them ? Malice and ill-will, 
indeed, sitting in judgment upon my character, may not give 
sentence in my favour; but what of your own knowledge have you 
against me? 

Spirited questions, were they not, my dear? And they were 
asked with as spirited an air. I was startled. But I was 
resolved not to desert myself. 

Is this a time , Mr. Lovelace, is this a proper occasion taken, 
to give yourself these high airs to me, a young creature destitute 
of protection? It is a surprising question you ask me. Had I 
aught against you of my own knowledge — I can tell you, sir 
— and away I would have flung. 

He snatched my hand, and besought me not to leave him in 
displeasure. He pleaded his passion for me and my severity 
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to him, and partiality for those from whom I had suffered so 
much, and whose intended violence, he said, was now the subject 
of our deliberation. 

I was forced to hear him. 

You condescended, dearest creature, said he, to ask my 
advice. It is very easy, give me leave to say, to advise you 
what to do. I hope I may, on this new occasion, speak without 
offence, notwithstanding your former injunctions. You see that 
there can be no hope of reconciliation with your relations. 
Can you, madam, consent to honour with your hand a wretch 
whom you have never yet obliged with one voluntary favour? 

What a recriminating , what a reproachful way , my dear, was 
this of putting a question of this nature ! 

I expected not from him at the time, and just as I was very 
angry with him, either the question or the manner. I am 
ashamed to recollect the confusion I was thrown into; all your 
advice in my head at the moment; yet his words so prohibitory. 
He confidently seemed to enjoy my confusion [ indeed , my dear, 
he knows not what respectful love is /]; and gazed upon me as if 
he would have looked me through. 

He was still more declarative afterwards, indeed, as I shall 
mention by and by; but it was half extorted from him. 

My heart struggled violently between resentment and shame, 
to be thus teased by one who seemed to have all his passions at 
command at a time when I had very little over mine ; till at last 
I burst into tears, and was going from him in high disgust, 
when, throwing his arms about me, with an air, however, the 
most tenderly respectful, he gave a stupid turn to the subject. 

It was far from his heart, he said, to take so much advantage 
of the strait which the discovery of my brother’s foolish pro- 
ject had brought me into, as to renew, without my permission, a 
proposal which I had hitherto discountenanced, and which for 
that reason 

And then he came with his half -sentences , apologizing for what 
he had not so much as half proposed. 

Surely he had not the insolence to intend to tease me, to see 
if I could be brought to speak what became me not to speak. 
But whether he had or not, it did tease me; insomuch that my 
very heart was fretted, and I broke out at last into fresh tears, 
and a declaration that I was very unhappy. And just then 
recollecting how like a tame fool I stood with his arms about me, 
I flung from him with indignation. But he seized my hand as 
I was going out of the room, and upon his knees besought my 
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stay for one moment; and then, in words the most clear and 
explicit, tendered himself to my acceptance, as the most effectual 
means to disappoint my brother’s scheme and set all right. 

But what could I say to this? — Extorted from him, as it 
seemed to me, rather as the effect of his compassion than of 
his love? What could I say? I paused, I looked silly — I am 
sure I looked very silly. He suffered me to pause and look 
silly, waiting for me to say something ; and at last (ashamed of 
my confusion, and aiming to make an excuse for it) I told him 
that I desired he would avoid such measures as might add to 
the uneasiness which it must be visible to him I had, when he 
reflected upon the irreconcilableness of my friends, and upon 
what might follow from this unaccountable project of my brother. 

He promised to be governed by me in everything. And again 
the wretch, instead of pressing his former question, asked me 
if 1 forgave him for the humble suit he had made to me? What had 
I to do but to try for a palliation of my confusion, since it served 
me not? 

I told him I had hopes it would not be long before Mr. Morden 
arrived; and doubted not that that gentleman would be the 
readier to engage in my favour when he found that I made no 
other use of his (Mr. Lovelace’s) assistance, than to free myself 
from the addresses of a man so disagreeable to me as Mr. Solmes; 
I must therefore wish that everything might remain as it was 
till I could hear from my cousin. 

This, although teased by him as I was, was not, you see, my 
dear, a denial. But he must throw himself into a heat rather 
than try to persuade; which any other man in his situation, 
I should think, would have done; and this warmth obliged me 
to adhere to my seeming negative. 

This was what he said, with a vehemence that must harden 
any woman’s mind who had a spirit above being frighted into 
passiveness: 

Good God ! and will you, madam, still resolve to show me 
that I am to hope for no share in your favour, while any the 
remotest prospect remains that you will be received by my 
bitterest enemies, at the price of my utter rejection? 

This was what I returned, with warmth, and with a salving 
art too : You have seen, Mr. Lovelace, how much my brother’s 
violence can affect me; but you will be mistaken if you let loose 
yours upon me, with a thought of terrifying me into measures 
the contrary of which you have acquiesced with. 

He only besought me to suffer hi s future actions to speak for 
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him; and if I saw him worthy of any favour, that I would not 
let him be the only person within my knowledge who was not 
entitled to my consideration. 

You refer to a future time , Mr. Lovelace, so do I, for the future 
proof of a merit you seem to think for the past time wanting; 
and justly you think so. And I was again going from him. 

One word more he begged me to hear. He was determined 
studiously to avoid all mischief, and every step that might lead 
to mischief, let my brother’s proceedings, short of a violence 
upon my person, be what they would ; but if any attempt that 
should extend to that were to be made, would I have him to 
be a quiet spectator of my being seized, or carried back, or on 
board, by this Singleton; or in case of extremity, was he not 
permitted to stand up in my defence? 

Stand up in my defence , Mr. Lovelace ! I should be very 
miserable were there to be a call for that. But you do think I 
might not be safe and private in London? By your friend’s 
description of the widow’s house, I should think I might be 
safe there. 

The widow’s house, he replied, as described by his friend, 
being a back house within a front one y and looking to a garden rather 
than to a street , had the appearance of privacy ; but if, when there, 
it was not approved, it would be easy to find another more to 
my liking; though, as to his part, the method he would advise 
should be to write to my Uncle Harlowe, as one of my trustees, 
and wait the issue of it here at Mrs. Sorlings’s, fearlessly directing 
it to be answered hither. To be afraid of little spirits was but 
to encourage insults, he said. The substance of the letter 
should be: “To demand as a right what they would refuse if 
requested as a courtesy; to acknowledge that I had put myself 
(too well, he said, did their treatment justify me) into the pro- 
tection of the ladies of his family (by whose orders, and Lord 
M.’s, he himself would appear to act); but that upon my own 
terms, which were such that I was under no obligation to those 
ladies for the favour; it being no more than they would have 
granted to any one of my sex equally distressed.” If I approved 
not of this method, happy should he think himself, he said, if 
I would honour him with the opportunity of making such a 
claim in his own name — but this was a point [with his buts again 
in the same breath !] that he durst but just touch upon. He hoped, 
however, that I would think their violence a sufficient induce- 
ment for me to take such a wished-for resolution. 

Inwardly vexed, I told him that he himself had proposed to 
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leave me when I was in town; that I expected he would; and 
that, when I was known to be absolutely independent, I should 
consider what to write and what to do; but that while he was 
with me I neither would nor could. 

He would be very sincere with me, he said ; this project of my 
brother’s had changed the face of things. He must, before he 
left me, see whether I should or should not approve of the 
London widow and her family, if I chose to go thither. They 
might be people whom my brother might buy. But if he saw 
they were persons of integrity, he then might go for a day or 
two or so. But he must needs say he could not leave me longer 
at a time. 

Do you propose, sir, said I, to take up your lodgings in the 
house where I shall lodge? 

He did not , he said, as he knew the use I intended to make of 
his absence, and my punctilio — and yet the house where he had 
lodgings was new-fronting, and not in a condition to receive 
him; but he could go to his friend Belford’s in Soho; or perhaps 
he might reach to the same gentleman’s house at Edgware 
overnight, and return on the mornings, till he had reason to 
think this wild project of my brother’s laid aside. But to no 
greater distance till then should he care to venture. 

The result of all was, to set out on Monday next for town. 
I hope it will be in a happy hour. 

Cl. Harlowe. 

Letter XXX IX — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

Friday , April 21. 

As it was not probable that the lady could give so particular an 
account of her own confusion , in the affecting scene she mentions on 
Mr. Lovelace' s offering himself to her acceptance , the following 
extracts are made from his letter of the above date. 

And now, Belford, what wilt thou say, if, like the fly buzzing 
about the bright taper, I had like to have singed the silken 
wings of my liberty? Never was man in greater danger of 
being, caught in his own snares; all my views anticipated; all 
my schemes untried; the admirable creature not brought to 
town; nor one effort made to know if she be really angel or 
woman. 

I offered myself to her acceptance with a suddenness, ’tis 
true, that gave her no time to wrap herself in reserves; and in 
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terms less tender than fervent , tending to upbraid her for her past 
indifference, and to remind her of her injunctions; for it was 
the fear of her brother, not her love of me, that had inclined her 

to dispense with those injunctions. 

I never beheld so sweet a confusion. What a glory to the 
pencil, could it do justice to it, and to the mingled impatience 
which visibly informed every feature of the most meaning and 
most beautiful face in the world ! She hemmed twice or thrice; 
her look, now so charmingly silly, then so sweetly significant; 
till at last the lovely teaser, teased by my hesitating expectation 
of her answer, out of all power of articulate speech, burst into 
tears, and was turning from me with precipitation when, pre- 
suming to fold her in my happy arms — oh, think not, best beloved 
of my heart, said I, think not that this motion, which you may 
believe to be so contrary to your former injunctions , proceeds 
from a design to avail myself of the cruelty of your relations; 
if I have disobliged you by it (and you know with what respectful 
tenderness I have presumed to hint it), it shall be my utmost 
care for the future — there I stopped. 

Then she spoke, but with vexation: I am — I am — very un- 
happy — tears trickling down her crimson cheeks, and her sweet 
face, as my arms still encircled the finest waist in the world, 
sinking upon my shoulder; the dear creature so absent that she 
knew not the honour she permitted me. 

But why, but why unhappy, my dearest life? said I — all the 
gratitude that ever overflowed the heart of the most obliged 
of men 

Justice to myself there stopped my mouth; for what gratitude 
did I owe her for obligations so involuntary ? 

Then recovering herself and her usual reserves, and struggling 
to free herself from my clasping arms: How now, sir! said she, 
with a cheek more indignantly glowing and eyes of a fiercer lustre. 

I gave way to her angry struggle; but, absolutely overcome by 
so charming a display of innocent confusion, I caught hold of 
her hand as she was flying from me, and kneeling at her feet, 
O my angel, said I (quite destitute of reserve, and hardly knowing 
the tenor of my own speech ; and had a parson been there, I had 
certainly been a gone man), receive the vows of your faithful 
Lovelace. Make him yours, and only yours, for ever. This will 
answer every end. Who will dare to form plots and stratagems 
against my wife? That you are not so is the ground of all their 
foolish attempts, and of their insolent hopes in Solmes’s favour. 
O be mine! — I beseech you (thus on my knee I beseech you) to 
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be mine. We shall then have all the world with us; and every- 
body will applaud an event that everybody expects. 

Was the devil in me! I no more intended all this ecstatic 
nonsense than I thought the same moment of flying in the air! 
All power is with this charming creature. It is I, not she, at 
this rate, that must fail in the arduous trial. 

Didst thou ever before hear of a man uttering solemn things 
by an involuntary impulse, in defiance of premeditation, and of 
all his own proud schemes? But this sweet creature is able to 
make a man forego every purpose of his heart that is not favour- 
able to her. And I verily think I should be inclined to spare her 
all further trial (and yet what trial has she had ?) were it not for 
the contention that her vigilance has set on foot, which shall 
overcome the other. Thou knowest my generosity to my 
uncontending Rosebud — and sometimes do I qualify my 
ardent aspirations after even this very fine creature by this 
reflection: That the most charming woman on earth, were she 
an empress, can excel the meanest in the customary visibles 
only. Such is the equality of the dispensation, to the prince 
and the peasant, in this prime gift, woman. 

Well, but what was the result of this involuntary impulse on 
my part? Wouldst thou not think I w f as taken at my offer? — 
an offer so solemnly made, and on one knee too? 

No such thing! The pretty trifler let me off as easily as I 
could have wished. 

Her brother’s project; and to find that there were no hopes of 
a reconciliation for her; and the apprehension she had of the 
mischiefs that might ensue; these, not my offer , nor love of me , 
were the causes to which she ascribed all her sweet confusion — 
an ascription that is high treason against my sovereign pride — 
to make marriage with me but a second-place refuge; and as 
good as to tell me that her confusion was owing to her concern 
that there were no hopes that my enemies would accept of her 
intended offer to renounce a man who had ventured his life 
for her, and was still ready to run the same risk in her 
behalf ! 

I re-urged her to make me happy; but I was to be postponed 
to her Cousin Morden’s arrival. On him are now placed all 
her hopes. 

I raved; but to no purpose. 

Another letter was to be sent, or had been sent, to her Aunt 
Hervey, to which she hoped an answer. 

Yet sometimes I think that fainter and fainter would have 
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been her procrastinations, had I been a man of courage — but 
so fearful was I of offending / 

A confounded thing! The man to be so bashful; the woman 
to want so much courting ! — How shall two such come together, 
no kind mediatress in the way ? 

But I must be contented. ’Tis seldom, however, that a love 
so ardent as mine meets with a spirit so resigned in the same 
person. But true love, I am now convinced, only wishes; nor 
has it any active will but that of the adorable object. 

But oh, the charming creature, again of herself to mention 
London! Had Singleton’s plot been of my own contriving , a 
more happy expedient could not have been thought of to induce 
her to resume her purpose of going thither; nor can I divine 
what could be her reason for postponing it. 

I enclose the letter from Joseph Leman which I mentioned 
to thee in mine of Monday last , 1 with my answer to it. I cannot 
resist the vanity that urges me to the communication. Other- 
wise it were better, perhaps, that I suffer thee to imagine that 
this lady’s stars fight against her, and dispense the opportunities 
in my favour, which are only the consequences of my own 
superlative invention. 


Letter XL — To Robert Lovelace , Esq., His Honner 

Sat., Apr. 15. 

May it plese your Honner, — This is to let your Honner knoe 
as how I have been emploied in a bisness I would have been 
excused from, if so be I could. For it is to gitt evidense from a 
young man, who is of late corn’d out to be my cuzzen by my 
granmother’s side; and but lately come to live in these partes, 
about a verry vile thing, as younge master calls it, relating to 
your Honner. God forbid I should call it so without your 
leafe. It is not for so plane a man as I be, to tacks my betters. 
It is consarning one Miss Batirton, of Notingam; a very pritty 
crature, belike. 

Your Honner got her away, it seems, by a false letter to her, 
macking believe as howe her she-cuzzen, that she derely loved, 
was coming to see her; and was tacken ill upon the rode; and so 
Miss Batirton set out in a shase and one sarvent, to fet her 
cuzzen from the inne where she laid sick, as she thote; and the 
sarvant was tricked, and braute back the shase; but Miss Batirton 
was not harde of for a month or so. And when it came to passe, 

1 Letter xxviii, p. 102. 
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that her trends found her oute and would have prossekutid your 
Honner, your Honner was gone abroad; and so she was broute 
to bed, as one may say, before your Honner’s return; and she 
got colde in her lyin-inn, and lanquitched, and soon died; and 
the child is living; but your Honner never troubles your Honner’s 
hedd about it in the least. And this, and some such other matters, 
of verry bad reporte, Squier Solmes was to tell my young lady 
of, if so be she would have harde him speke, before we lost her 
sweet company, as I may say, from heere. 1 

I hope your Honner will excuse me; but I was forsed to tell 
all I harde, because they had my cuzzen in to them, and he would 
have said he had tolde me; so could not be melely-mouthed, for 
fere to be blone up, and plese your Honner. 

Your Honner helped me to a many ugly stories to tell against 
your Honner to my younge master and younge mistriss; butt did 
not tell me about this. 

I most humbelly beseche your Honner to be good and kinde 
and fethful to my dearest younge lady, now you have her; or I 
shall brake my harte for having done some dedes that have 
helped to bring things to this passe. Pray youre dere good 
Honner, be just ! Prayey do ! As God shall love ye ! prayey do ! 
I cannot write no more for this pressent for verry fear and grief — 

But now I am cumm’d to my writing agen, will youre Honner 
be plesed to tell me if as how there be any danger to your 
Honner’s life from this bisness; for my cuzzen is actlie hier'd 
to go down to Miss Batirton’s frendes to see if they will stur in 
it; for you must kno’ your Honner, as how he lived in the 
Batirton family at the time, and could be a good evidense and 
all that. 

I hope it was not so verry bad as Titus says it was; for hee ses 
as how there was a rape in the case betwixt you at furste, and 
plese your Honner; and my cuzzen Titus is a very honist younge 
man as ever brocke bred. This is his carackter; and this made 
me willinger to owne him for my relation when we came to talck. 

If there should be danger of your Honner’s life, I hope your 
Honner will not be hanged like as one of us common men; only 
have your hedd cut off or so; and yet it is pitty such a hedd 
should be lossed ; but if as how it shoulde be prossekutid to that 
furr, which God forbid, be plesed natheless to thinck of youre 
fethful Joseph Leman before your hedd be condemned; ior after 
condemnation, as I have been told, all will be the king’s or the 
shreeve’s. 


1 See vol. i, pp. 300-1. 
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I thote as how it was best to acquent your Honner of this; 
and for you to let me kno’ if I could do anything to sarve your 
Honner, and prevent mischief with my cuzzen Titus, on his 
coming back from Nottingam, before he mackes his reporte. 

I have gin him a hinte already; for what, as I sed to him, 
cuzzen Titus, signifies stirring up the coles, and macking of 
strief, to make rich gentilfolkes live at varience, and to be 
cutting of throtes and such-like? 

Verry trewe, sed little Titus. And this, and plese your Honner, 
gis me hopes of him, if so be your Honner gis me directions; 
sen’, as God kno’es, I have a poor, a verry poor invenshon; 
only a willing mind to prevent mischef, that is the chief of my 
aim, and always was, I bless my God ! Els I could have made 
mutch mischef in my time; as indeed any sarvant may. Your 
Honner natheless praises my invenshon every now and then; 
alas! and plese your Honner, what invenshon should suche a 
plane man as I have? But when your Honner sets me agoing 
by your fine invenshon, I can do well enuff. And I am sure I 
have a hearty good will to deserve your Honner’s faver, if I 
mought. 

Two days, as I may say, off and on, have I been writing this 
long letter. And yet I have not sed all I would say. For be 
it knone unto your Honner, as how I do not like that Capten 
Singelton, which I told you of in my two last letters. He is 
always laying his hedd and my young master’s hedd together; 
and I suspect much if so be some mischef is not going on between 
them; and still the more as because my eldest young lady semes 
to be joined to them sometimes. 

Last week my young master sed before my fase. My harte's 
blood boiles over , Capten Singelton, for revenge upon this — and 
he called your Honner by a name it is not for such a won as me 
to say what. Capten Singelton whispred my younge master, 
being I was by. So younge master sed, You may say anything 
before Joseph ; for althoff he looks so seellie, he has as good aharte 
and as good a hedd as any sarvante in the worlde nede to have. My 
conscience touched me just then. But why shoulde it? when all 
I do is to prevente mischeff; and seeing your Honner has so 
much patience, which younge master has not; so am not affeard 
of telling your Honner anything whatsomever. 

And furthermore, I have suche, a desire to desarve your Honner’s 
bounty to me, as mackes me let nothing pass I can tell you of, 
to prevent harm; and too, besides your Honner’s goodness about 
the Blew Bore; which I have so good an accounte of ! — I am sure 
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I shall be bounden to bless your Honner the longest day I have 
to live. 

And then the Blew Bore is not all neither; sen’, and plese your 
Honner, the pritty Sowe (God forgive me for gesting in so serus 
a matter) runs in my hedd likewise. I believe I shall love her 
mayhap more than your Honner would have me; for she begins 
to be kind and good-humered, and listens, and plese your 
Honner, licke as if she was among beans , when I talke about the 
Blew Bore and all that. 

Prayey, your Honner, forgive the gesting of a poor plane man. 
We common fokes have our joys, and plese your Honner, lick 
as our betters have; and if we be sometimes snubbed, we can 
find our underlings to snub them agen; and if not, we can git 
a wife mayhap, and snub her; so are masters somehow or 
other oursells. 

But how I try your Honner’s patience! Sarvants will show 
their joiful hartes, thoff but in partinens, when encouredg’d. 

Be plesed from the prems’s to let me kno’ if as how I can be 
put upon any sarvice to sarve your Honner, and to sarve my 
deerest younge lady; which God grant! for I begin to be affearde 
for her, hearing what pepel talck — to be sure your Honner will 
not do her no harme , as a man may say. But I kno’ your 
Honner must be good to so wonderous a younge lady. How 
can you help it ? But heere my conscience smites me, that but 
for some of my stories, which your Honner taute me, my old master 
and my old lady, and the two old squiers, would not have been abell 
to be half so hard-harted as they be, for all what my young master 
and young mistress sayes. 

And here is the sad thing; they cannot come to clere up 
matters with my deerest young lady, because, as your Honner 
has ordered it, they have these stories as if bribed by me out 
of your Honner’s sarvant; which must not be known for fere 
you should kill ’n and me too, and blacken the briber! Ah! 
your Honner! I doute as that I am a very vild fellow (Lord bless 
my soul, I pray God) and did not intend it. 

But if my deerest younge lady should come to harm, and 
plese your Honner, the horsepond at the Blew Bore — but Lord 
preserve us all from all bad mischeff, and all bad endes, I pray 
the Lord! For tho’ff your Honner is kinde to me in worldly 
pelff, yet what shall a man get to loos his soul, as holy Skrittuer 
says, and plese your Honner? 

But natheless I am in hope of reppentence hereafter, being 
but a younge man, if I do wrong thro’ ignorrens; your 
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Honner being a grate man and a grate wit ; and I a poor crature 
not worthy notice; and your Honner able to answer for all. 
But howsomever I am 

Your Honner’s fethful sarvant in all dewtie, 

Joseph Leman. 

April 15 and 16. 


Letter XLI — Mr. Lovelace to Joseph Leman 

Monday, April 17. 

Honest Joseph, — You have a worse opinion of your 
invention than you ought to have. I must praise it again. 
Of a plain man’s head I have not known many better than 
yours. How often have your forecast and discretion answered 
my wishes in cases which I could not foresee, not knowing how 
my general directions would succeed, or what might happen in 
the execution of them! You are too doubtful of your own 
abilities, honest Joseph; that ’s your fault. But it being a fault 
that is owing to natural modesty , you ought rather to be pitied 
for it than blamed. 

The affair of Miss Betterton was a youthful frolic. I love 
dearly to exercise my invention. I do assure you, Joseph, 
that I have ever had more pleasure in my contrivances than in 
the end of them. I am no sensual man; but a man of spirit; 
one woman is like another — you understand me, Joseph. In 
coursing, all the sport is made by the winding hare. A barn-door 
chick is better eating. Now you take me, Joseph. 

Miss Betterton was but a tradesman’s daughter. The family 
indeed were grown rich, and aimed at a new line of gentry; and 
were unreasonable enough to expect a man of my family would 
marry her. I was honest. I gave the young lady no hope of 
that; for she put it to me. She resented; kept up, and was kept 
up. A little innocent contrivance was necessary to get her out 
— but no rape in the case, I assure you, Joseph — she loved me; 
I loved her. Indeed, when I got her to the inn I asked her no 
questions. It is cruel to ask a modest woman for her consent. 
It is creating difficulties to both. Had not her friends been 
officious, I had been constant and faithful to her to this day, 
as far as I know — for then I had not known my angel. 

I went not abroad upon her account. She loved me too well 
to have appeared against me. She refused to sign a paper 
they had drawn up for her to found a prosecution upon; and 
the brutal creatures would not permit the midwife’s assistance 
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till her life was in danger; and I believe to this her death 
was owing. 

I went into mourning for her, though abroad at the time. 
A distinction I have ever paid to those worthy creatures who 
died in childbed by me. 

I was ever nice in my loves. These were the rules I laid 
down to myself on my entrance into active life: To set the 
mother above want, if her friends were cruel, and if I could not 
get her an husband worthy of her; to shun common women — a 
piece of justice I owed to innocent ladies, as well as to myself; 
to marry off a former mistress, if possible, before I took to a 
new one; to maintain a lady handsomely in her lying-in; to 
provide for the little one, if it lived, according to the degree of 
its mother; to go into mourning for the mother if she died. 
And the promise of this was a great comfort to the pretty dears 
as they grew near their times. 

All my errors, all my expenses, have been with and upon 
women. So I could acquit my conscience (acting thus honour- 
ably by them) as well as my discretion as to point of fortune. 

All men love women; and find me a man of more honour in 
these points, if you can, Joseph. 

No wonder the sex love me as they do! 

But now I am strictly virtuous. I am reformed. So I have 
been for a long, long time; resolving to marry as soon as I can 
prevail upon the most admirable of women to have me. I think 
of nobody else. It is impossible I should. I have spared very 
pretty girls for her sake. Very true, Joseph! So set your 
honest heart at rest; you see the pains I take to satisfy your 
qualms. 

But as to Miss Betterton — no rape in the case, I repeat; 
rapes are unnatural things ; and more rare than are imagined, 
Joseph. I should be loath to be put to such a strait. I never 
was. Miss Betterton was taken from me against her own will. 
In that case her friends, not I, committed the rape. 

I have contrived to see the boy twice, unknown to the aunt 
who takes care of him, loves him, and would not now part with 
him on any consideration. The boy is a fine boy, I thank God. 
No father need be ashamed of him. He will be well provided 
for. If not, I would take care of him. He will have his mother’s 
fortune. They curse the father, ungrateful wretches! but bless 
the boy; upon the whole, there is nothing vile in this matter on 
my side — a great deal on the Bettertons’. 

Wherefore, Joseph, be not thou in pain, either for my head or 
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for thy own neck; nor for the Blue Boar; nor for thy pretty 
Sow. 

I love your jesting. Jesting better becomes a poor man 
than qualms. I love to have you jest. All we say, all we do, 
all we wish for, is a jest. He that makes life itself not so is a 
sad fellow, and has the worst of it. 

I doubt not, Joseph, but you have had your joys, as you say, 
as well as your betters. May you have more and more, honest 
Joseph! He that grudges a poor man joy, ought to have none 
himself. Jest on, therefore — jesting, I repeat, better becomes 
thee than qualms. 

I had no need to tell you of Miss Betterton; did I not furnish 
you with stories enough, without hers, against myself, to augment 
your credit with your cunning masters? Besides, I was loath 
to mention Miss Betterton, her friends being all living and in 
credit. I loved her too; for she was taken from me by her 
cruel friends while our joys were young. 

But enough of dear Miss Betterton. Dear , I say; for death 
endears. Rest to her worthy soul! There, Joseph, off went a 
deep sigh to the memory of Miss Betterton ! 

As to the journey of little Titus [I now recollect the fellow 
by his name], let that take its course; a lady dying in child-bed 
eighteen months ago; no process begun in her lifetime; refusing 
herself to give evidence against me while she lived — pretty 
circumstances to found an indictment for a rape upon! 

As to your young lady, the ever adorable Miss Clarissa Har- 
lowe, I always courted her for a wife. Others rather expected 
marriage from the vanity of their own hearts than from my 
promises. For I was always careful of what I promised. You 
know, Joseph, that I have gone beyond my promises to you. 
I do to everybody; and why? Because it is the best way of 
showing that I have no grudging or narrow spirit. A promise 
is an obligation. A just man will keep his promise ; a generous 
man will go beyond it. This is my rule. 

If you doubt my honour to your young lady, it is more than 
she does. She would not stay with me an hour if she did. 
Mine is the steadiest heart in the world. Hast thou not reason 
to think it so? Why this squeamishness then, honest Joseph? 

But it is because thou art honest; so I forgive thee. Whoever 
loves my divine Clarissa loves me. 

Let James Harlowe call me what names he will. For his 
sister’s sake I will bear them. Do not be concerned for me. 
Her favour will make me rich amends. His own vilely malicious 
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heart will make his blood boil over at any time; and when it 
does, tliinkest thou that I will let it touch my conscience? 
And if not mine , why should it touch thine? Ah! Joseph, 
Joseph! What a foolish teaser is thy conscience! Such a 
conscience as gives a plain man trouble when he intends to do 
for the best, is weakness, not conscience. 

But say what thou wilt, write all thou knowest or hearest of 
to me; I 'll have patience with everybody. Why should I not, 
when it is as much the desire of my heart, as it is of thine, to 
prevent mischief? 

So now, Joseph, having taken all this pains to satisfy thy 
conscience, and answer all thy doubts, and to banish all thy fears, 
let me come to a new point. 

Your endeavours and mine, which were designed, by round - 
about ways , to reconcile all, even against the wills of the most 
obstinate, have not, we see, answered the end we hoped they 
would answer; but, on the contrary, have widened the unhappy 
differences between our families. But this has not been either 
your fault or mine; it is owing to the black pitch-like blood of 
your venomous-hearted young master, boiling over , as he owns, 
that our honest wishes have hitherto been frustrated. 

Yet we must proceed in the same course; we shall tire them 
out in time, and they will propose terms; and when they do, 
they shall find how reasonable mine shall be, little as they 
deserve from me. 

Persevere therefore, Joseph, honest Joseph, persevere; and, 
unlikely as you may imagine the means, our desires will be at 
last obtained. 

We have nothing for it now but to go through with our 
work in the way we have begun. For since (as I told you in 
my last) my beloved mistrusts you, she will blow you up, if 
she be not mine. If she be, I can and will protect you; and as, 
if there will be any fault, in her opinion, it will be rather mine 
than yours, she must forgive you, and keep her husband’s 
secrets, for the sake of his reputation ; else she will be guilty of 
a great failure in her duty. So now you have set your hand to 
the plough, Joseph, there is no looking back. 

And what is the consequence of all this? One labour more, 
and that will be all that will fall to your lot; at least, of 
consequence. 

My beloved is resolved not to think of marriage till she has 
tried to move her friends to a reconciliation with her. You 
know they are determined not to be reconciled. She has it 
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in her head, I doubt not, to make me submit to the people I 
hate; and if I did, they would rather insult me than receive my 
condescension as they ought. She even owns that she will 
renounce me if they insist upon it, provided they will give up 
Solmes. So, to all appearance, I am still as far as ever from the 
happiness of calling her mine; indeed I am more likely than ever 
to lose her (if I cannot contrive some way to avail myself of 
the present critical situation); and then, Joseph, all I have been 
studying, and all you have been doing, will signify nothing. 

At the place where we are we cannot long be private. The 
lodgings are inconvenient for us while both together, and while 
she refuses to marry. She wants to get me at a distance from 
her. There are extraordinary convenient lodgings, in my eye, 
in London, where we could be private and all mischief avoided. 
When there (if I get her thither) she will insist that I shall leave 
her. Miss Howe is for ever putting her upon contrivances. 
That, you know, is the reason I have been obliged, by your 
means, to play the family off at Harlowe Place upon Mrs. Howe, 
and Mrs. Howe upon her daughter. Ah! Joseph! Little need 
for your fears for my angel; I only am in danger; but were I 
the free-liver I am reported to be, all this could I get over with 
a wet finger, as the saying is. 

But, by the help of one of your hints, I have thought of an 
expedient which will do everything, and raise your reputation, 
though already so high, higher still. This Singleton, I hear, is 
a fellow who loves enterprising; the view he has to get James 
Harlowe to be his principal owner in a larger vessel which he 
wants to be put into the command of, may be the subject of 
their present close conversation. But since he is taught to 
have so good an opinion of you, Joseph, cannot you (still pre- 
tending an abhorrence of me and of my contrivances) propose 
to Singleton to propose to James Harlowe (who so much thirsts 
for revenge upon me) to assist him with his whole ship’s crew, 
upon occasion, to carry off his sister to Leith, where both have 
houses, or elsewhere? 

You may tell them that if this can be effected, it will make me 
raving mad ; and bring your young lady into all their measures. 

You can inform them, as from my servant , of the distance she 
keeps me at, in hopes of procuring her father’s forgiveness, 
by cruelly giving me up if insisted upon. 

You can tell them, that as the only secret my servant has 
kept from you is the place we are in, you make no doubt that a 
two-guinea bribe will bring that out, and also an information 
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when I shall be at a distance from her, that the enterprise may 
be conducted with safety. 

You may tell them (still as from my servant) that we are 
about removing from inconvenient lodgings to others more 
convenient (which is true), and that I must be often absent 
from her. 

If they listen to your proposal, you will promote your interest 
with Betty by telling it to her as a secret. Betty will tell 
Arabella of it. Arabella will be overjoyed at anything that 
will help forward her revenge upon me; and will reveal it (if her 
brother do not) to her Uncle Antony. He probably will whisper 
it to Mrs. Howe. She can keep nothing from her daughter, 
though they are always jangling. Her daughter will acquaint 
my beloved with it. And if it will not, or if it will, come to 
my ears from some of those, you can write it to me, as in con- 
fidence, by way of preventing mischief; which is the study of 
us both. 

I can then show it to my beloved. Then will she be for 
placing a greater confidence in me. That will convince me of 
her love, which now I am sometimes ready to doubt. She will 
be for hastening to the safer lodgings. I shall have a pretence 
to stay about her person as a guard. She will be convinced 
that there is no expectation to be had of a reconciliation. You 
can give James Harlowe and Singleton continual false scents 
as I shall direct you; so that no mischief can possibly happen. 

And what will be the happy, happy, thrice happy consequence? 
The lady will be mine in an honourable way. We shall all be 
friends in good time. The two guineas will be an agreeable 
addition to the many gratuities 1 have helped you to by like con- 
trivances from this stingy family . Your reputation, both for 
head and heart, as I hinted before, will be heightened. The 
Blue Boar will also be yours. Nor shall you have the least 
difficulty about raising money to buy the stock, if it be worth 
your while to have it. 

Betty will likewise then be yours. You have both saved 
money, it seems. The whole Harlowe family, whom you have 
so faithfully served [*tis serving them, surely, to prevent the 
mischief which their violent son would have brought upon 
them], will throw you in somewhat towards housekeeping. I will 
still add to your store. So nothing but happiness before you ! 

Crow, Joseph, crow! A dunghill of thy own in view; servants 
to snub at thy pleasure; a wife to quarrel with or to love, as thy 
humour leads thee; landlord and landlady at every word; to be 
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paid instead of paying for thy eating and drinking. But not 
thus happy only in thyself: happy in promoting peace and 
reconciliation between two good families, in the long run, with- 
out hurting any Christian soul. O Joseph, honest Joseph! what 
envy wilt thou raise ! And who would be squeamish with such 
prospects before him! 

This one labour, I repeat, crowns the work. If you can get 
but such a design entertained by them, whether they prosecute 
it or not, it will be equally to the purpose of 

Your loving friend, 

R. Lovelace. 


Letter XLI I — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Mrs. Hervey 
[Enclosed in her last to Miss Howe ] 

Thursday , April 20. 

Honoured Madam, — Having not had the favour of an answer 
to a letter I took the liberty to write to you on the 14th, I am 
in some hopes that it may have miscarried; for I had much 
rather it should, than to have the mortification to think that 
my Aunt Hervey deemed me unworthy of the honour of her 
notice. 

In this hope, having kept a copy of it, and not being able to 
express myself in terms better suited to the unhappy circum- 
stance of things, I transcribe and enclose what I then wrote. 1 
And I humbly beseech you to favour the contents of it with 
your interest. 

Hitherto it is in my power to perform what I undertake for 
in this letter; and it would be very grievous to me to be pre- 
cipitated upon measures which may render the desirable 
reconciliation more difficult. 

If, madam, I were permitted to write to you with the hopes 
of being answered, I could clear my intention with regard to 
the step I have taken, although I could not perhaps acquit 
myself to some of my severest judges of an imprudence previous 
to it. You, I am sure, would pity me, if you knew all I could 
say, and how miserable I am in the forfeiture of the good opinion 
of all my friends. 

I flatter myself that their favour is yet retrievable. But, 
whatever be the determination at Harlowe Place, do not you , 
my dearest aunt, deny me the favour of a few lines to inform 
me if there can be any hope of a reconciliation upon terms less 

1 The contents of the letter referred to axe given on p. 62. 
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shocking than those heretofore endeavoured to be imposed upon 
me; or if (which God forbid!) I am to be for ever reprobated. 

At least, my dear aunt, procure for me the justice of my 
wearing apparel, and the little money and other things which I 
wrote to my sister for, and mention in the enclosed to you; 
that I may not be destitute of common conveniences, or be under 
a necessity to owe an obligation for such where (at present, 
however) I would least of all owe it. 

Allow me to say that had I designed what happened, I might 
(as to the money and jewels at least) have saved myself some of 
the mortifications which I have suffered, and which I still 
further apprehend, if my request be not complied with. 

If you are permitted to encourage an eclaircissement of what 
I hint, I will open my whole heart to you and inform you of 
everything. 

If it be any pleasure to have me mortified, be pleased to let 
it be known that I am extremely mortified ; and yet it is entirely 
from my own reflections that I am so, having nothing to find 
fault with in the behaviour of the person from whom every evil 
was apprehended. 

The bearer, having business your way, will bring me your 
answer on Saturday morning, if you favour me according to my 
hopes. I knew not that I should have this opportunity till I 
had written the above. I am, my dearest aunt. 

Your ever dutiful 

Cl. Harlowe. / 

Be pleased to direct for me, if I am to be favoured with a few 
lines, to be left at Mr. Osgood’s near Soho Square; and nobody 
shall ever know of your goodness to me if you desire it to be 
kept a secret. 


Letter XLI1I — Miss Howe to Miss Clarissa Harlowe 

Sat., April 22. 

I cannot for my life account for your wretch’s teasing ways. 
But he certainly doubts your love of him. In this he is a 
modest man, as well as somebody else, and tacitly confesses that 

he does not deserve it. _ 

Your Israelitish hankerings after the Egyptian onions (testi- 
fied still more in your letter to your aunt), your often repeated 
regrets for meeting him, for being betrayed away by him 
these he cannot bear. 

I have been looking back on the whole of his conduct, and 
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comparing it with his general character; and find that he is more 
consistently , more uniformly mean, revengeful, and proud than 
either of us once imagined. 

From his cradle, as I may say, as an only child , and a boy, 
humorsome, spoiled, mischievous; the governor of his governors. 

A libertine in his riper years, hardly regardful of appearances; 
and despising the sex in general for the faults of particulars 
of it who made themselves too cheap to him. 

What has been his behaviour in your family, a Clarissa 
in view (from the time your foolish brother was obliged to take 
a life from him), but defiance fo rdefiances? Getting you into 
his power by terror, by artifice. What politeness can be 
expected from such a man? 

Well, but what in such a situation is to be done? Why, 
you must despise him; you must hate him — if you can — and 
run away from him. But whither? Whither indeed, now that 
your brother is laying foolish plots to put you in a still worse 
condition, as it may happen ! 

But if you cannot despise and hate him; if you care not to 
break with him, you must part with some punctilios; and if 
the so doing bring not on the solemnity, you must put yourself 
into the protection of the ladies of his family. 

Their respect for you is of itself a security for his honour 
to you, if there could be any room for doubt. And at least you 
should remind him of his offer to bring one of the Miss Montagues 
to attend you at your new lodgings in town, and accompany 
you till all is happily over. 

This, you ’ll say, will be as good as declaring yourself to be 
his. And so let it. You ought not now to think of anything 
else but to be his. Does not your brother’s project convince 
you more and more of this? 

Give over then, my dearest friend, any thoughts of this 
hopeless reconciliation, which has kept you balancing thus long. 
You own, in the letter before me, that he made very explicit 
offers, though you give me not the very words. And he gave 
his reasons, I perceive, with his wishes that you should accept 
them; which very few of the sorry fellows do, whose plea is 
generally but a compliment to our self-love — That we must 
love them, however presumptuous and unworthy, because they 
love us. 

Were I in your place , and had your charming delicacies, I 

should, perhaps, do as you do. No doubt but I should expect 

that the man should urge me with respectful warmth; that he 
n-— f 883 
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should supplicate with constancy, and that all his words and 
actions should tend to the one principal point. Nevertheless, 
if I suspected art or delay, founded upon his doubts of my love, 
I would either condescend to clear up his doubts or renounce 
him for ever. 

And in this last case, I, your Anna Howe, would exert myself, 
and either find you a private refuge, or resolve to share fortunes 
with you. 

What a wretch to be so easily answered by your reference to 
the arrival of your Cousin Morden ! But I am afraid that you 
was too scrupulous; for did he not resent that reference? 

Could we have his account of the matter, I fancy, my dear, 
I should think you over-nice, over-delicate . 1 Had you laid hold 
of his acknowledged explicitness, he would have been as much 
in your power as now you seem to be in his, you wanted not 
to be told that the person who had been tricked into such a 
step as you had taken must of necessity submit to many 
mortifications. 

But were it to me, a girl of spirit as I am thought to be, I do 
assure you, I would in a quarter of an hour (all the time I would 
allow to punctilio in such a case as yours) know what he drives 
at; since either he must mean well or ill. If ill , the sooner you 
know it the better. If well, whose modesty is it he distresses 
but that of his own wife? 

And methinks you should endeavour to avoid all exasperating 
recriminations as to what you have heard of his failure in 
morals ; especially while you are so happy as not to have occasion 
to speak of them by experience. 

I grant that it gives a worthy mind some satisfaction in having 
borne its testimony against a bad one; but if the testimony be 
not seasonably borne, and when the faulty person be fitted to 
receive the correction, it may probably rather harden, or make 
an hypocrite, than reclaim him. 

I am pleased, however, as well as you, with his making light 
of your brother’s wise project. Poor creature ! and must 
Master Jemmy Harlowe, with his half-wit, pretend to plot and 
contrive mischief, yet rail at Lovelace for the same things? 
A witty villain deserves hanging at once (and without ceremony, 
if you please); but a half-witted one deserves broken bones first, 

1 The reader who has seen his account, which Miss Howe could not 
have seen when she wrote thus, will observe that it was not possible for a 
person of her true delicacy of mind to act otherwise than she did, to a man 
so cruelly and so insolently artful. 
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and hanging afterwards. I think Lovelace has given his 
character in few words. 1 

Be angry at me if you please ; but as sure as you are alive, 
now that this poor creature, whom some call your brother, finds 
he has succeeded in making you fly your father’s house, and 
that he has nothing to fear but your getting into your own , 
and into an independence of him, he thinks himself equal to 
anything, and so has a mind to fight Lovelace with his own 
weapons. 

Don’t you remember his pragmatical triumph, as told you 
by your aunt, and prided in by that saucy Betty Barnes, from 
his own foolish mouth? 2 

I expect nothing from your letter to your aunt. I hope 
Lovelace will never know the contents of it. In every one of 
yours I see that he as warmly resents as he dares the little 
confidence you have in him. I should resent it too were I he, 
and knew I deserved better. 

Don’t be scrupulous about clothes, if you think of putting 
yourself into the protection of the ladies of his family. They 
know how matters stand between you and your relations, and 
love you never the worse for the silly people’s cruelty. 

I know you won’t demand possession of your estate. But 
give him a right to demand it for you, and that will be still better. 

Adieu, my dear! May Heaven guide and direct you in all 
your steps, is the daily prayer of 

Your ever affectionate and faithful 

Anna Howe. 

Letter XL 1 V — Mr. Belford to Robert Lovelace , Esq. 

Friday, April 21. 

Thou, Lovelace, hast been long the entertainer ; I the entertained. 
Nor have I been solicitous to animadvert, as thou wentest along, 
upon thy inventions and their tendency. For I believed, that 
with all thy airs, the unequalled perfections and fine qualities 
of this lady would always be her protection and security. But 
now that I find thou hast so far succeeded as to induce her to 
come to town, and to choose her lodgings in a house, the people 
of which will too probably damp and suppress any honourable 
motions which may arise in thy mind in her favour, I cannot 
help writing; and that professedly in her behalf. 

My inducements to this are not owing to virtue; but if they 

1 See p. 136 of this volume. 3 See vol. i, pp. 466-7, 469-70. 
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were, what hope could I have of affecting thee by pleas arising 
from it? & 

Nor would such a man as thou art be deterred, were I to 

remind thee of the vengeance which thou mayest one day 

expect, if thou insultest a woman of her character, family, and 
fortune. 

Neither are gratitude and honour motives to be mentioned 
in a woman’s favour to men such as we are, who consider all 
those of the sex as fair prize over whom we can obtain a power. 

For our honour, and honour in the general acceptation of the 
word, are two things. 

What then is my motive? What, but the true friendship 
that I bear thee, Lovelace; which makes me plead thy own sake , 
and thy family* s sake , in the justice thou owest to this incom- 
parable creature; who, however, so well deserves to have her 
sake to be mentioned as the principal consideration. 

Last time I was at M. Hall thy noble uncle so earnestly 
pressed me to use my interest to persuade thee to enter the 
pale, and gave me so many family reasons for it, that I could 
not help engaging myself heartily on his side of the question; 
and the rather as I knew that thy own intentions with regard 
to this fine woman were then worthy of her. And of this I 
assured his lordship, who was half afraid of thee, because of the 
ill-usage thou receivedst from her family. But now that the 
case is altered, let me press the matter home to thee from other 
considerations. 

By what I have heard of this lady’s perfections from every 
mouth, as well as from thine, and from every letter thou hast 
written, where wilt thou find such another woman ? And why 
shouldst thou tempt her virtue? Why shouldst thou wish to 
try where there is no reason to doubt? 

Were I in thy case, and designed to marry, and if I preferred 
a woman as I know thou dost this to all the women in the world, 

I should dread to make further trial, knowing what we know of 
the sex, for fear of succeeding; and especially if I doubted not 
that if there were a woman in the world virtuous at heart, it 
is she. 

And let me tell thee, Lovelace, that in this lady’s situation 
the trial is not a fair trial. Considering the depth of thy plots 
and contrivances; considering the opportunities which I see 
thou must have with her, in spite of her own heart; all her 
relations’ follies acting in concert, though unknown to them- 
selves, with thy wicked scheming head ; considering how destitute 
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of protection she is; considering the house she is to be in, where 
she will be surrounded with thy implements ; specious , well-bred, 
and genteel creatures, not easily to be detected when they are 
disposed to- preserve appearances, especially by a young, inex- 
perienced lady wholly unacquainted with the town : considering 
all these things, I say, what glory, what cause of triumph wilt 
thou have, if she should be overcome? Thou, too, a man 
bom for intrigue, full of invention, intrepid, remorseless, able 
patiently to watch for thy opportunity, not hurried as most 
men by gusts of violent passion, which often nip a project in 
the bud, and make the snail that was just putting out its horns 
to meet the in viter withdraw into its shell — a man who has no 
regard to his word or oath to the sex; the lady scrupulously 
strict to her word, incapable of art or design, apt therefore to 
believe well of others — it would be a miracle if she stood such 
an attempter, such attempts, and such snares as I see will be 
laid for her. And after all, I see not when men are so frail 
without importunity, that so much should be expected from 
women, daughters of the same fathers and mothers, and made 
up of the same brittle compounds (education all the difference), 
nor where the triumph is in subduing them. 

May there not be other Lovelaces, thou askest, who, attracted 
by her beauty, may endeavour to prevail with her? 1 

No; there cannot, I answer, be such another man, person, 
mind, fortune, and thy character, as above given, taken in. If 
thou imaginedst there could, such is thy pride that thou wouldst 
think the worse of thyself. 

But let me touch upon thy predominant passion, revenge', 
for love is but second to that, as I have often told thee, though 
it has set thee into raving at me: what poor pretences for 
revenge are the difficulties thou hadst in getting her off; allowing 
that she had run a risk of being Solmes’s wife had she stayed ? 
If these are other than pretences, why thankest thou not those 
who threw her into thy power? Besides, are not the pretences 
thou makest for further trial most ungratefully, as well as 
contradictorily , founded upon the supposition of error in her, 
occasioned by her favour to thee? 

And let me, for the utter confusion of thy poor pleas of this 
nature, ask thee: Would she, in thy opinion, had she willingly 
gone off with thee, have been entitled to better quarter? For a 
mistress indeed she might ; but wouldst thou for a wife have had 
cause to like her half so well as now? 

1 See p. 38. 
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Has she not demonstrated that even the highest provocations 
were not sufficient to warp her from her duty to her parents 
though a native , and, as I may say, an originally involuntary 
duty, because native ? And is not this a charming earnest that 
she will sacredly observe a still higher duty into which she 
proposes to enter, when she does enter, by plighted vows and 
entirely as a volunteer ? 

That she loves thee, wicked as thou art, and cruel as a panther, 
there is no reason to doubt. Yet what a command has she over 
herself, that such a penetrating self-flatterer as thyself art some- 
times ready to doubt it! Though persecuted on the one hand 
as she was by her own family, and attracted on the other by 
the splendour of thine, every one of whom courts her to rank 
herself among them ! 

Thou wilt perhaps think that I have departed from my 
proposition, and pleaded the lady's sake more than thine in the 
.above — but no such thing. All that I have written is more in 
thy behalf than in hers ; since she may make thee happy; but it 
is next to impossible, I should think, if she preserve her delicacy, 
that thou canst make her so. What is the love of a rakish heart? 
There cannot be peculiarity in it. But I need not give my 
further reasons. Thou wilt have ingenuity enough, I dare say, 
were there occasion for it, to subscribe to my opinion. 

I plead not for the state from any great liking to it myself. 
Nor have I, at present, thoughts of entering into it. But as 
thou art the last oi thy name; as thy family is of note and 
figure in thy country; and as thou thyself thinkest that thou 
shalt one day marry; is it possible, let me ask thee, that thou 
canst have such another opportunity as thou now hast, if thou 
lettest this slip? A woman in her family and fortune not 
unworthy of thine own (though thou art so apt, from pride of 
ancestry and pride of heart, to speak slightly of the families thou 
dislikest); so celebrated for beauty; and so noted at the same 
time for prudence, for soul (I will say, instead of sense), and for 
virtue ? 

If thou art not so narrow-minded an elf as to prefer thine 
own single satisfaction to posterity , thou, who shouldst wish to 
beget children for duration, wilt not postpone till the rake’s 
usual time, that is to say, till diseases or years, or both, lay hold 
of thee; since in that case thou wouldst entitle thyself to the 
curses of thy legitimate progeny for giving them a being alto- 
gether miserable; a being which they will be obliged to hold 
upon a worse tenure than that tenant-courtesy which thou callest 
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the worst 1 : to wit, upon the doctor's courtesy ; thy descendants 
also propagating (if they shall live and be able to propagate) 
a wretched race, that shall entail the curse, or the reason for it, 
upon remote generations. 

Wicked as the sober world accounts you and me, we have not 
yet, it is to be hoped, got over all compunction. Although we 
find religion against us, we have not yet presumed to make a 
religion to suit our practices. We despise those who do. And 
we know better than to be even doubters. In short, we believe 
a future state of rewards and punishments. But as we have 
so much youth and health in hand, we hope to have time for 
repentance. That is to say, in plain English [nor think thou 
me too grave, Lovelace; thou art grave sometimes, though not 
often], we hope to live to sense, as long as sense can relish, and 
purpose to reform when we can sin no longer. 

And shall this admirable woman suffer for her generous 
endeavours to set on foot thy reformation, and for insisting 
upon proofs of the sincerity of thy professions before she will 
be thine? 

Upon the whole matter let me wish thee to consider well 
what thou art about, before thou goest a step farther in the path 
which thou hast chalked out for thyself to tread, and art just 
going to enter upon. Hitherto all is so far right, that if the 
lady mistrusts thy honour, she has no proofs. Be honest to her, 
then, in her sense of the word. None of thy companions, thou 
knowest, will offer to laugh at what thou dost. And if they 
should (on thy entering into a state which has been so much 
ridiculed by thee, and by all of us) thou hast one advantage: 
it is this, that thou canst not be ashamed. 

Deferring to the post-day to close my letter, I find one left 
at my Cousin Osgood’s with direction to be forwarded to the 
lady. It was brought within these two hours by a particular 
hand, and has a Harlowe seal upon it. As it may therefore 
be of importance, 1 dispatch it with my own, by my servant, 
post-haste. 2 

I suppose you will soon be in town. Without the lady, I 
hope. Farewell. 

Be honest and be happy. 

J. Belford. 

Sat. Apr. 22. 

1 See p. 67. 

3 This letter was from Miss Arabella Harlowe. See Letter xlviii. 
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Letter XLV Mrs. Hervey to Miss Clarissa Harlowe 

[In answer to Letter XLI1\ 

Hear Niece, It would be hard not to write a few lines, so much 
pressed to write, to one I ever loved. Your former letter I 
received, yet was not at liberty to answer it. I break my word 
to answer you now. 

Strange informations are every day received about you. 
The wretch you are with, we are told, is every hour triumphing 
and defying must not these informations aggravate? You 
know the uncontrollableness of the man. He loves his own 
humour better than he loves you — though so fine a creature as 
you are ! I warned you over and over; no young lady was ever 
more warned! — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to do such a thing! 

You might have given your friends the meeting. If you had 
held your aversion it would have been complied with. As soon 
as I was entrusted myself with their intention to give up the 
point, I gave you a hint — a dark one, perhaps 1 — but who 
would have thought — O miss! — such an artful flight! — such 
cunning preparation! 

But you want to clear up things — what can you clear up? 
Are you not gone off? — With a Lovelace, too? What , my dear, 
would you clear up? 

\ ou did not design to go, you say. Why did you meet him 
then, chariot and six, horsemen, all prepared by him? Oh, 
my dear, how art produces art! — Will it be believed? If it 
would, what power will he be thought to have had over you! 
He! Who? Lovelace ! — the vilest of libertines! Over whom? 

A Clarissa ! Was your love for such a man above your 
reason? Above your resolution? What credit would a belief 
of this, if believed, bring you? How mend the matter? Oh, 
that you had stood the next meeting! 

I II tell you all that was intended if you had. 

It was indeed imagined that you would not have been able 
to resist your father’s entreaties and commands. He was 
resolved to be all condescension, if anew you had not provoked 
him. 1 love my Clary Harlowe, said he, but an hour before the 
killing tidings were brought him; 1 love her as my lije ; 1 will 
kneel to her, if nothing else will do, to prevail upon her to oblige me / 

Your father and mother (the reverse of what should have 
been!) would have humbled themselves to you’, and if you 

1 See vol. i, p. 468. 
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cotdd have denied them, and refused to sign the settlements 
previous to the meeting, they would have yielded, although 
with regret. 

But it was presumed, so naturally sweet your temper, so 
self-denying as they thought you, that you could not have 
withstood them, notwithstanding all your dislike of the one 
man, without a greater degree of headstrong passion for the 
other , than you had given any of us reason to expect from you. 

If you had, the meeting on Wednesday would have been a 
lighter trial to you. You would have been presented to all 
your assembled friends, with a short speech only, “That this 
was the young creature, till very lately faultless, condescending, 
and obliging; now having cause to glory in a triumph over the 
wills of father, mother, uncles, the most indulgent; over family 
interests, family views; and preferring her own will to every- 
body’s; and this for a transitory preference to person only, there 
being no comparison between the men as to their morals .” 

Thus complied with, and perhaps blessed, by your father and 
mother, and the consequences of your disobedience deprecated 
in the solemnest manner by your inimitable mother, your 
generosity would have been appealed to, since your duty would 
have been found too weak an inducement, and you would have 
been bid to withdraw for one half-hour’s consideration ; then 
would the settlements have been again tendered for your signing, 
by the person least disobliging to you: by your good Norton 
perhaps; she perhaps seconded by your father again; and if 
again refused, you would again have been led in to declare 
such your refusal. Some restrictions which you yourself had 
proposed would have been insisted upon. You would have 
been permitted to go home with me, or with your Uncle Antony 
(with which of us was not agreed upon, because they hoped you 
might be persuaded), there to stay till the arrival of your Cousin 
Morden; or till your father could have borne to see you; or till 
assured that the views of Lovelace were at an end. 

This the intention, your father so set upon your compliance, 
so much in hopes that you would have yielded, that you would 
have been prevailed upon by methods so condescending and so 
gentle; no wonder that he, in particular, was like a distracted 
man when he heard of your flight — of your flight so premeditated 
— with your ivy summer-house dinings, your arts to blind me 
and all of us! — naughty, naughty young creature! 

I for my part would not believe it when told of it. Your 
Uncle Hervey would not believe it. We rather expected, we 
11 — *f * 8 3 
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rather feared, a still more desperate adventure. There could 
be but one more desperate; and I was readier to have the cascade 
first resorted to than the garden back door. Your mother 
lam ted away, while her heart was torn between the two appre- 
hensions. Your father, poor man! your father was beside 
himself for near an hour. What imprecations! — what dreadful 
imprecations! To this day he can hardly bear your name; yet 
can think of nobody else. Your merits, my dear, but aggravate 
your fault. Something of fresh aggravation almost every hour. 
How can any favour be expected? 

I am sorry for it, but am afraid nothing you ask will be 
complied with. 

Why mention you, my dear, the saving you from mortifications, 
who have gone off with a man? What a poor pride is it to 
stand upon anything else? 

I dare not open my lips in your favour. Nobody dare. Your 
letter must stand by itself. This has caused me to send it to 
Harlowe Place. Expect therefore great severity. May you be 
enabled to support the lot you have drawn! O my dear! how 
unhappy have you made everybody! Can you expect to be 
happy? Your father wishes you had never been bom. Your 
poor mother — but why should I afflict you? There is now no 
help! You must be changed indeed, if you are not very un- 
happy yourself in the reflections your thoughtful mind must 
suggest to you. 

You must now make the best of your lot. Yet not married, 
it seems ! 

It is in your power, you say, to perform whatever you shall 
undertake to do; you may deceive yourself; you hope that your 
reputation and the favour of your friends may be retrieved. 
Never, never, both, I doubt, if either. Every offended person 
(and that is all who loved you and are related to you) must 
join to restore you; when can these be of one mind in a case so 
notoriously wrong? 

It would be very grievous, you say, to be precipitated upon 
measures that may make the desirable reconciliation more 
difficult. Is it now , my dear, a time for you to be afraid of being 
precipitated ? At present, if ever, there can be no thought of 
reconciliation. The upshot of your precipitation must first be 
seen. There may be murder yet, as far as we know. Will the 
man you are with part willingly with you? If not, what may 
be the consequence? If he will — Lord bless me! what shall we 
think of his reasons for it? I will fly this thought. I know 
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your purity — but, my dear, are you not out of all protection? 
Are you not unmarried? Have you not (making your daily 
prayers useless) thrown yourself into temptation ? And is 
not the man the most wicked of plotters ? 

You have hitherto, you say (and I think, my dear, with an air 
unbecoming your declared penitence), no fault to find with the 
behaviour of a man from whom every evil was apprehended ; like 
Caesar to the Roman augur, which I heard you tell of, who had 
bid him beware of the Ides of March. The Ides of March , said 
Caesar, seeing the augur among the crowd, as he marched in 
state to the senate-house, from which he never was to return 
alive — The Ides of March are come. But they are not past , the 
augur replied. Make the application, my dear; may you be 
able to make this reflection upon his good behaviour to the last 
of your knowledge of him ! May he behave himself better to 
you than he ever did to anybody else whom he had power 
over ! Amen ! 

No answer, I beseech you. I hope your messenger will not 
tell anybody that I have written to you. And I dare say you 
will not show what I have written to Mr. Lovelace — for I have 
written with the less reserve, depending upon your prudence. 

You have my prayers. 

My Dolly knows not that I write. Nobody does 1 ; not even 
Mr. Hervey. 

Dolly would have several times written; but having defended 
your fault with heat, and with a partiality that alarmed us 
(such a fall as yours, my dear, must be alarming to all parents), 
she has been forbidden, on pain of losing our favour for ever; 
and this at your family’s request, as well as by her father’s 
commands. 

You have the poor girl’s hourly prayers, I will, however, 
tell you, though she knows not what I do, as well as those of 

Your truly afflicted aunt, 

Friday, April 21. D. HERVEY. 

Tetter XLV I — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss II owe 

[ With the preceding] 

Sat. Morn., April 22. 

I have just now received the enclosed from my Aunt Hervey. 
Be pleased, my dear, to keep her secret of having written to 
the unhappy wretch her niece. 

1 Notwithstanding what Mrs. Hervey here says, it will be hereafter seen 
that this severe letter of hers was written in private concert with the 
implacable Arabella. 
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I may go to London, I see, or where I will. No matter what 
becomes of me. 

I was the willinger to suspend my journey thither till I heard 
from Harlowe Place. I thought if I could be encouraged to 
hope for a reconciliation, I would let this man see that he should 
not have me in his power, but upon my own terms, if at all. 

But I find I must be his, whether I will or not; and perhaps 
through still greater mortifications than those great ones which 
I have already met with — and must I be so absolutely thrown 
upon a man with whom I am not at all satisfied ? 

My letter is sent, you see, to Harlowe Place. My heart aches 
for the reception it may meet with there. 

One comfort only arises to me from its being sent: that my 
aunt will clear herself, by the communication, from the sup- 
position of having corresponded with the poor creature whom 
they have all determined to reprobate. It is no small part of 
my misfortune that I have weakened the confidence one dear 
friend has in another, and made one look cool upon another. 
My poor Cousin Dolly, you see, has reason for regret on this 
account, as well as my aunt. Miss Howe, my dear Miss Howe, 
is but too sensible of the effects of my fault, having had more 
words with her mother on my account than ever she had on 
any other. Yet the man who has drawn me into all this evil 
I must be thrown upon ! Much did I consider, much did I 
apprehend, before my fault, supposing I were to be guilty of it; 
but I saw it not in all its shocking lights. 

And now to know that my father, an hour before he received 
the tidings of my supposed flight, owned that he loved me as 
his life; that he would have been all condescension; that he 
would — Oh ! my dear, how tender, how mortifyingly tender, 
now in him ! My aunt need not have been afraid that it should 
be known that she has sent me such a letter as this! A father 
to kneel to his child ! There would not indeed have been any 
bearing of that ! What I should have done in such a case I 
know not. Death would have been much more welcome to 
me than such a sight, on such an occasion, in behalf of a man 
so very, very disgustful to me ! But I had deserved annihilation 
had I suffered my father to kneel in vain. 

Yet, had but the sacrifice of inclination and personal preference 
been all, less than kneeling should have done. My duty 
should have been the conqueror of my inclination. But an 
aversion — an aversion so very sincere ! The triumph of a cruel 
and ambitious brother, ever so uncontrollable, joined with the 
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insults of an envious sister, bringing wills to theirs which other- 
wise would have been favourable to me; the marriage duties, 
so absolutely indispensable, so solemnly to be engaged for; 
the marriage intimacies [permit me to say to you, my friend, 
what the purest, although with apprehension, must think of] 
so very intimate; myself one who never looked upon any duty, 
much less a voluntarily-vowed one, with indifference; could it 
have been honest in me to have given my hand to an odious 
hand, and to have consented to such a more than reluctant, 
such an immiscible union, if I may so call it? — For life, too! 
Did I not think more and deeper than most young creatures 
think; did I not weigh, did I not reflect, I might perhaps have 
been less obstinate. Delicacy (may I presume to call it?), 
thinking, weighing, reflection, are not blessings (I have not found 
them such) in the degree I have them. I wish I had been able, 
in some very nice cases, to have known what indiffereyice was; 
yet not to have my ignorance imputable to me as a fault. Oh ! 
my dear! the finer sensibilities, if I may suppose mine to be 
such, make not happy! 

What a method had my friends intended to take with me! 
This, I dare say, was a method chalked out by my brother. 
He, I suppose, was to have presented me to all my assembled 
friends as the daughter capable of preferring her own will to the 
wills of them all. It would have been a sore trial, no doubt. 
Would to Heaven, however, I had stood it — let the issue have 
been what it would, would to Heaven I had stood it! 

There may be murder, my aunt says. This looks as if she knew 
of Singleton’s rash plot. Such an upshot, as she calls it, of this 
unhappy affair, Heaven avert ! 

She flies a thought that I can less dwell upon — a cruel thought 
— but she has a poor opinion of the purity she compliments me 
with, if she thinks that I am not, by God’s grace, above tempta- 
tion from this sex. Although I never saw a man, whose person 
I could like, before this man, yet his faulty character allowed me 
but little merit from the indifference I pretended to on his 
account. But now I see him in nearer lights , I like him less than 
ever. Unpolite, cruel, insolent! Unwise! A trifler with his 
own happiness; the destroyer of mine! His last treatment — 
my fate too visibly in his pcnver — master of his own wishes [shame 
to say it!] — if he knew what to wish for. Indeed I never liked 
him so little as now. Upon my word, I think I could hate him 
(if I do not already hate him) sooner than any man I ever thought 
tolerably of — a good reason why: because I have been more 
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disappointed in my expectations of him, although they never 
were so high as to have made him my choice in preference to the 
single life , had that been permitted me. Still, if the giving him 
up for ever will make my path to reconciliation easy, and if 
they will signify as much to me, they shall see that I never will 

be his; for I have the vanity to think my soul his soul’s 
superior. 

You will say I rave; forbidden to write to my aunt, and 
taught to despair of reconciliation, you, my dear, must be 
troubled with my passionate resentments. What a wretch 
was I to give him a meeting, since by that I put it out of my 
power to meet my assembled friends ! All would now, if I had 
met them, have been over; and who can tell when my present 
distresses will ? Rid of both men, I had been now perhaps at 
my Aunt Hervey’s or at my Uncle Antony’s; wishing for my 
Cousin Morden’s arrival, who might have accommodated all. 

I intended , indeed, to have stood it; and if I had, how know I 
by whose name I might now have been called ? For how should 
I have resisted a condescending, a kneeling father, had he been 
able to have kept his temper with me? 

Yet my aunt says he would have relented if 1 had not. 
Perhaps he would have been moved by my humility before he 
could have shown such undue condescension. Such temper as 
he would have received me with might have been improved 
upon in my favour. And that he had designed ultimately to 
relent, how it clears my friends (at least to themselves) and 
condemns me ! O why were my aunt’s hints (I remember them 
now) so very dark? Yet I intended to have returned after 
the interview ; and then perhaps she would have explained her- 
self. O this artful, this designing Lovelace ! Yet I must repeat 
that most ought I to blame myself for meeting him. 

But far, far be banished from me fruitless recrimination! 
Far banished because fruitless ! Let me wrap myself about in 
the mantle of my own integrity, and take comfort in my unfaulty 
intention! Since it is now too late to look back, let me collect 
all my fortitude and endeavour to stand those shafts of angry 
Providence which it will not permit me to shun! That what- 
ever the trials may be which I am destined to undergo, I may 
not behave unworthily in them, but come out amended by 
them. 

Join with me in this prayer, my beloved friend; for your own 
honour’s sake, as well as for love’s sake, join with me in it; 
lest a deviation on my side should, with the censorious, cast a 
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shade upon a friendship which has no levity in it, and the basis 
of which is improvement as well in the greater as lesser duties. 

Cl. Harlowe. 


'Letter XLVII — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Saturday Afternoon, April 22. 

0 my best, my only friend! Now indeed is my heart broken! 
It has received a blow it never will recover. Think not of 
corresponding with a wretch who now seems absolutely devoted. 
How can it be otherwise, if a parent’s curses have the weight 

1 always attributed to them, and have heard so many instances 
in confirmation of that weight! Yes, my dear Miss Howe, 
superadded to all my afflictions, I have the consequences of a 
father’s curse to struggle with! How shall I support this 
reflection ! My past and my present situation so much 
authorizing my apprehensions ! 

I have at last a letter from my unrelenting sister. Would to 
Heaven I had not provoked it by my second letter to my Aunt 
Hervey! It lay ready for me, it seems. The thunder slept 
till I awakened it. I enclose the letter itself. Transcribe it 
I cannot. There is no bearing the thoughts of it; for (shocking 
reflection !) the curse extends to the life beyond this. 

I am in the depth of vapourish despondency. I can only 
repeat — shun, fly, correspond not with a wretch so devoted as 

Clarissa Harlowe. 

Letter XLV111 — To Miss Clarissa Harlowe 
\To be left at Mr. Osgood’s, near Soho Square] 

Friday, April 21. 

It was expected you would send again to me or to my Aunt 
Hervey. The enclosed has lain ready for you therefore by 
direction. You will have no answer from anybody, write to 
whom you will, and as often as you will, and what you will. 

It was designed to bring you back by proper authority, or 
to send you whither the disgraces you have brought upon us all 
should be in the likeliest way, after a while, to be forgotten. 
But I believe that design is over; so you may range securely — 
nobody will think it worth while to give themselves any trouble 
about you. Yet my mother has obtained leave to send you 
your clothes of all sorts; but your clothes only. This is a favour 
you ’ll see by the within letter not designed you ; and now not ' 
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granted for your sake, but because my poor mother cannot bear 
in her sight anything you used to wear. Read the enclosed 
and tremble. 

Arabella Harlowe. 


To the Most Ungrateful and Undutiful of Daughters 

Harlowe Place , April 15. 

Sister that was! — For I know not what name you are per- 
mitted or choose to go by. 

You have filled us all with distraction. My father, in the 
first agitations of his mind, on discovering your wicked, your 
shameful elopement, imprecated on his knees a fearful curse 
upon you. Tremble at the recital of it! No less than “that 
you may meet your punishment, both here and hereafter , by 
means of the very wretch in whom you have chosen to place 
your wicked confidence. ” 

Your clothes will not be sent you. You seem, by leaving 
them behind you, to have been secure of them whenever you 
demanded them. But perhaps you could think of nothing but 
meeting your fellow — nothing but how to get off^your forward 
self! For everything seems to have been forgotten but what 
was to contribute to your wicked flight. Yet you judged right, 
perhaps, that you would have been detected had you endea- 
voured to get away your clothes. Cunning creature! not to 
make one step that we could guess at you by ! Cunning to effect 
your own ruin and the disgrace of all the family! 

But does the wretch put you upon writing for your things, for 
fear you should be too expensive to him? That ’s it, I suppose. 

Was there ever a giddier creature? Yet this is the celebrated, 
the blazing Clarissa — Clarissa what ? Harloive, no doubt! — 
And Harlowe it will be, to the disgrace of us all! 

Your drawings and your pieces are all taken down; as is also 
your own whole-length picture, in the Vandyke taste, from your 
late parlour; they are taken down and thrown into your closet, 
which will be nailed up, as if it were not a part of the house, 
there to perish together; for who can bear to see them? Yet 
how did they use to be shown to everybody: the former for the 
magnifying of your dainty finger-works; the latter for the 
imputed dignity (dignity now in the dust!) of your boasted 
figure; and this by those fond parents whom you have run away 
from with so much , yet with so little, contrivance! 

My brother vows revenge upon your libertine — for th z family's 
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sake he vows it; not for yours ! For he will treat you, he de- 
clares, like a common creature, if ever he sees you; and doubts 
not that this will be your fate. 

My Uncle Harlowe renounces you for ever. 

So does my Uncle Antony. 

So does my Aunt Hervey. 

So do 1 , base unworthy creature ! the disgrace of a good family, 
and the property of an infamous rake, as questionless you will 
soon find yourself, if you are not already. 

Your books, since they have not taught you what belongs to 
your family, to your sex, and to your education, will not be 
sent you. Your money neither. Nor yet the jewels so un- 
deservedly made yours. For it is wished you may be seen a 
beggar along London streets. 

If all this is heavy, lay your hand to your heart and ask 
yourself why you have deserved it? 

Every man whom your pride taught you to reject with 
scorn (Mr. Solmes excepted, who, however, has reason to rejoice 
that he missed you) triumphs in your shameful elopement, and 
now knows how to account for his being refused. 

Your worthy Norton is ashamed of you, and mingles her tears 
with your mother’s, both reproaching themselves for their 
shares in you and in so fruitless an education. 

Everybody, in short, is ashamed of you; but none more than 

Arabella Harlowe. 


Letter XLIX — Miss Howe to Miss Clarissa Harlowe 

Tuesday, April 25. 

Be comforted; be not dejected; do not despond, my dearest and 
best beloved friend. God Almighty is just and gracious, and 
gives not His assent to rash and inhuman curses. Can you 
think that Heaven will seal to the black passions of its depraved 
creatures? If it did, malice, envy and revenge would triumph; 
and the best of the human race, blasted by the malignity of the 
worst, would be miserable in both worlds. 

This outrageousness shows only what manner of spirit they 
are of, and how much their sordid views exceed their parental 
love. ’Tis all owing to rage and disappointment — disappoint- 
ment in designs proper to be frustrated. 

If you consider this malediction as it ought to be considered, 
a person of your piety must and will rather pity and pray for 
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your rash father j than terrify yourself on the occasion. None 
but God can curse. Parents or others, whoever they be, can 
only pray to Him to curse; and such prayers can have no weight 
with a just and all-perfect Being, the motives to which are 
unreasonable and the end proposed by them cruel. 

Has not God commanded us to bless and curse not ? Pray 
for your father, then, I repeat, that he incur not the malediction 
he has announced on you; since he has broken, as you see, a 
command truly divine; while you, by obeying that other precept 
which enjoins us to pray for them that persecute and curse us , 
will turn the curse into a blessing. * 

My mother blames them for this wicked letter of your sister, 
and she pities you, and, of her own accord, wished me to write 
to comfort you for this once; for she says, it is pity your heart, 
which was so noble (and when the sense of your fault and the 
weight of a parent’s curse are so strong upon you), should be 
quite broken. 

Lord bless me, how your aunt writes! Can there be two 
rights and two wrongs in palpable cases? But, my dear, she 
must be wrong; so they all have been, justify themselves now 
as they will. They can only justify themselves to themselves 
from selfish principles, resolving to acquit , not fairly to try them- 
selves. Did your unkind aunt, in all the tedious progress of your 
contentions with them, give you the least hope of their relent- 
ing? Her dark hints I now recollect as well as you. But why 
was anything good or hopeful to be darkly hinted ? How easy 
was it for her , who pretended always to love you ; for her , who can 
give such flowing licence to her pen for your hurt, to have given 
you one word, one line (in confidence) of their pretended change 
of measures! 

But do not mind their after-pretences, my dear — all of them 
serve but for tacit confessions of their vile usage of you. I will 
keep your aunt’s secret, never fear. I would not, on any con- 
sideration, that my mother should see her letter. 

You will now see that you have nothing left but to overcome 
all scrupulousness and marry as soon as you have opportunity. 
Determine so to do, my dear. 

I will give you a motive for it regarding myself. For this I 
have resolved, and this I have vowed [O friend, the best beloved 
of my heart, be not angry with me for it!], “That so long as your 
happiness is in suspense, I will never think of marrying/’ In 
justice to the man I shall have, I have vowed this. For, my 
dear, must I not be miserable if you are so? And what an 


xlix] CLARISSA HARLOWE 173 

unworthy wife must I be to any man who cannot have interest 
enough in my heart to make his obligingness a balance for an 
affliction he has not caused ? 

I would show Lovelace your sister’s abominable letter were it 
to me. I enclose it. It shall not have a place in this house. 
This will enter him, of course, into the subject which now you 
ought to have most in view. Let him see what you suffer for 
him. He cannot prove base to such an excellence. I should 
never enjoy my head or my senses should this man prove a 
villain to you ! With a merit so exalted, you may have punish- 
ment more than enough for your involuntary fault in that 
husband. 

I would not have you be too sure that their project to seize 
you is over. The words intimating that it is over, in the letter 
of that abominable Arabella, seem calculated to give you 
security. She only says she believes that design is over. And 
I do not yet find from Miss Lloyd that it is disavowed. So it 
will be best when you are in London to be private, and, for fear 
of the worst, to let every direction be to a third place ; for I would 
not, for the world, have you fall into the hands of such flaming 
and malevolent spirits by surprise. 

I will myself be content to direct to you at some third place ; 
and I shall then be able to aver to my mother, or to any other, 
if occasion be, that 1 know not where you are. 

Besides, this measure will make you less apprehensive of the 
consequences of their violence, should they resolve to attempt 
to carry you off in spite of Lovelace. 

I would have you direct to Mr. Hickman, even your answer 
to this. I have a reason for it. Besides, my mother, notwith- 
standing this particular indulgence, is very positive. They 
have prevailed upon her, I know, to give her word to this 
purpose— spiteful poor wretches! How I hate in particular 
your foolish Uncle Antony! 

I would not have your thoughts dwell on the contents of 
your sister’s shocking letter, but pursue other subjects — the 
subjects before you. And let me know your progress with 
Lovelace, and what he says to this diabolical curse. So far 
you may enter into this hateful subject. I expect that this 
will aptly introduce the grand topic between you without 
needing a mediator. 

Come, my dear, when things are at worst they will mend. 
Good often comes w'hen evil is expected. But if you despond, 
there can be no hopes of cure. Don’t let them break your heart; 
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for that, it is plain to me, is now what some people have in 
view to do. 

How poor to withhold from you your books, your jewels, 
and your money! As money is all you can at present want, 
since they will vouchsafe to send your clothes, I send fifty 
guineas by the bearer, enclosed in single papers in my Norris's 
Miscellanies. I charge you, as you love me, return them not. 

I have more at your service. So if you like not your lodgings 
or his behaviour when you get to town, leave both them and 
him out of hand. 

I would advise }'Ou to write to Mr. Morden without delay. 
If he intends for England it may hasten him. And you will 
do very well till he can come. But surely Lovelace will be 
infatuated, if he secure not his happiness by your consent y before 
that of Mr. Morden’s is made needful on his arrival. 

Once more, my dear, let me beg of you to be comforted. 
Manage with your usual prudence the stake before you, and all 
will still be happy. Suppose yourself to be me, and me to be 
you [you may — for your distress is mine], and then you will add 
full day to these but glimmering lights which are held out 
to you by 

Your ever affectionate and faithful 

Anna Howe. 

I hurry this away by Robert. I will inquire into the truth 
of your aunt’s pretences about the change of measures which 
she says they intended in case you had not gone away. 

Letter L — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Wednesday Morning, April 26. 

Your letter, my beloved Miss Howe, gives me great comfort. 
How sweetly do I experience the truth of the wise man’s observa- 
tion, That a faithful friend is the medicine of life\ 

Your messenger finds me just setting out for London; the 
chaise at the door. Already I have taken leave of the good 
widow, who has obliged me with the company of her eldest 
daughter, at Mr. Lovelace’s request, while he rides by us. The 
young gentlewoman is to return in two or three days with the 
chaise in its way to my Lord M.’s Hertfordshire seat. 

I received my sister’s dreadful letter on Sunday when Mr. 
Lovelace was out. He saw on his return my extreme anguish 
and dejection, and he was told how much worse 1 had been’, for 
I had fainted away more than once. 
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I think the contents of it have touched my head as well as 
my heart. 

He would fain have seen it. But I would not permit that, 
because of the threatenings he would have found in it against 
himself. As it was , the effect it had upon me made him break 
out into execrations and menaces. I was so ill that he himself 
advised me to delay going to town on Monday, as I proposed 
to do. 

He is extremely regardful and tender of me. All that you 
supposed would follow this violent letter from him has followed 
it. He has offered himself to my acceptance in so unreserved 
a manner, that I am concerned I have written so freely and so 
diffidently of him. Pray, my dearest friend, keep to yourself 
everything that may appear disreputable of him from me. 

I must acquaint you that his kind behaviour and my low- 
spiritedness, co-operating with your former advice and my 
unhappy situation, made me that very Sunday evening receive 
unreservedly his declarations ; and now indeed I am more in 
his power than ever. 

He presses me every hour (indeed as needlessly as unkindly ) 
for fresh tokens of my esteem for him, and confidence in him. 
And as I have been brought to some verbal concessions , if he 
should prove unworthy, I am sure I shall have great reason 
to blame this violent letter; for I have no resolution at all. 
Abandoned thus of all my natural friends, of whose returning 
favour I have now no hopes, and only you to pity me, and you 
restrained, as I may say, I have been forced to turn my desolate 
heart to such protection as I could find. 

All my comfort is, that your advice repeatedly given to the 
same purpose in your kind letter before me warrants me. I 
now set out the more cheerfully to London on that account; 
for before, a heavy weight hung upon my heart; and although I 
thought it best and safest to go, yet my spirits sunk, I know not 
why, at every motion I made towards a preparation for it. 

I hope no mischief will happen on the road. I hope these 
violent spirits will not meet. 

Every one is waiting for me. Pardon me, my best, my kindest 
friend, that I return your Norris. In these more promising 
prospects I cannot have occasion for your favour. Besides, 

I have some hope that with my clothes they will send me the 
money I wrote for, although it is denied me in the letter. If 
they do not, and if I should have occasion, I can but signify my 
wants to so ready a friend. And I have promised to be obliged 
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only to you. But I had rather methinks you should have it 
still to say , if challenged, that nothing of this nature has been 
either requested or done. I say this with a view entirely to 
my future hopes of recovering your mother’s favour, which, 
next to that of my own father and mother, I am most solicitous 
to recover. 

I must acquaint you with one thing more, notwithstanding 
my hurry, and that is that Mr. Lovelace offered either to attend 
me to Lord M.’s, or to send for his chaplain, yesterday. He 
pressed me to consent to this proposal most earnestly, and even 
seemed desirous rather to have the ceremony pass here than in 
London ; for when there, I had told him, it was time enough to 
consider of so weighty and important a matter. Now, upon the 
receipt of your kind, your consolatory letter, methinks I could 
almost wish it had been in my power to comply with his earnest 
solicitations. But this dreadful letter has unhinged my whole 
frame. Then some little punctilio surely is necessary. No 
preparation made. No articles drawn. No licence ready. 
Grief so extreme; no pleasure in prospect, nor so much as in 
wish — oh, my dear, who could think of entering into so solemn 
an engagement ! Who, so unprepared, could seem to be so ready ! 

If I could flatter myself that my indifference to all the joys 
of this life proceeded from proper motives, and not rather from 
the disappointments and mortifications my pride has met with, 
how much rather, I think, should I choose to be wedded to my 
shroud than to any man on earth ! 

Indeed I have at present no pleasure but in your friendship. 
Continue that to me, I beseech you. If my heart rises hereafter 
to a capacity of more, it must be built on that foundation. 

My spirits sink again on setting out. Excuse this depth of 
vapourish dejection, which forbids me even hope , the cordial 
that keeps life from stagnating, and which never was denied 
me till within these eight-and-forty hours. 

But ’tis time to relieve you. 

Adieu, my best beloved and kindest friend ! Pray for your 

Clarissa. 

Letter LI — Miss Howe to Miss Clarissa Harlowe 

Thursday, April 27. 

I am sorry you sent back my Norris. But you must be allowed 
to do as you please. So must I in my turn. We must neither 
of us perhaps expect absolutely of the other what is the rightest 
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to be done; and yet few folks, so young as we are, better know 
what that tightest is. I cannot separate myself from you ; 
although I give a double instance of my vanity in joining myself 
with you in this particular assertion. 

I am most heartily rejoiced that your prospects are so much 
mended ; and that, as I hoped, good has been produced out of 
evil. What must the man have been, what must have been 
his views, had he not taken such a turn upon a letter so vile, 
and upon a treatment so unnatural, himself principally the 
occasion of it? 

You know best your motives for suspending; but I wish you 
could have taken him at offers so earnest . 1 Why should you 
not have permitted him to send for Lord M.’s chaplain? If 
punctilio only was in the way, and want of a licence and of 
proper preparations and such-like, my service to you, my dear; 
and there is ceremony tantamount to your ceremony. 

Do not, do not, my dear friend, again be so very melancholy 
a decliner as to prefer a shroud, when the matter you wish for 
is in your power; and when, as you have justly said heretofore, 
persons cannot die when they will. 

But it is a strange perverseness in human nature that we 
slight that when near us which at a distance we wish for. 

You have now but one point to pursue: that is marriage; 
let that be solemnized. Leave the rest to Providence, and, 
to use your own words in a former letter, follow as that leads. 
You will have a handsome man; a genteel man; he would be a 
wise man if he were not vain of his endowments, and wild and 
intriguing; but while the eyes of many of our sex, taken by so 
specious a form and so brilliant a spirit, encourage that vanity, 
you must be contented to stay till grey hairs and prudence enter 

upon the stage together. You would not have everything in 
the same man. 

I believe Mr. Hickman treads no crooked paths, but he 
hobbles most ungracefully in a straight one. Yet Mr. Hick- 
man, though he pleases not my eye nor diverts my ear, will not, 
as I believe, disgust the one nor shock the other. Your man! 
as I have lately said, will always keep up attention; you will 
always be alive with him, though perhaps more from fears than 
hopes; while Mr. Hickman will neither say anything to keep one 

i .1 Lovelace in his next letter tells his friend how extremely ill the 
lady was; recovering from fits to fall into stronger fits, and nobody expect- 
ing her life. She had not, he says, acquainted Miss Howe how very ill 
she was. In p. 181, she tells Miss Howe that her motives for suspending 
were not merely ceremonious ones. 
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awake, nor yet, by shocking adventures, make one’s slumbers 
uneasy. 

I believe I now know which of the two men so prudent a 
person as you would, at first, have chosen; nor doubt I that 
you can guess which 1 would have made choice of if I might. 
But proud as we are, the proudest of us all can only refuse, 
and many of us accept the but half-worthy, for fear a still 
worse should offer. 

If the men had chosen for spirits like their own, although Mr. 
Lovelace, at the long run, might have been too many for me, 
I don’t doubt but I should have given heart-ache for heart- 
ache, for one half-year at least; while you, with my dull- 
swift, would have glided on as serenely, as calmly, as account- 
ably as the succeeding seasons; and varying no otherwise 
than they to bring on new beauties and conveniences to all 
about you. 


I was going on in this style, but my mother broke in upon 
me with a prohibitory aspect. “She gave me leave for one 
letter only.” She had just parted with your odious uncle, and 
they had been in close conference again. 

She has vexed me. I must lay this by till I hear from you 
again, not knowing whither to send it. 

Direct me to a third place, as I desired in my former. 

I told my mother (on her challenging me) that I was writing 
indeed, and to you; but it was only to amuse myself; for I 
protested that I knew not where to send to you. 

I hope that your next may inform me of your nuptials, 
although the next to that were to acquaint me that he was the 
ungratefullest monster on earth; as he must be, if not the 
kindest husband in it. 

My mother has vexed me. But so, on revising, I wrote before. 
But she has unhinged me, as you call it; pretended to catechize 
Hickman, I assure you, for contributing to our supposed corre- 
spondence. Catechize him severely too, upon my word ! I 
believe I have a sneaking kindness for the sneaking fellow, for 
I cannot endure that anybody should treat him like a fool 
but myself. 

I believe, between you and me, the good lady forgot herself. 
I heard her loud. She possibly imagined that my father was 
come to life again. Yet the meekness of the man might have 
sooner convinced her, I should have thought; for my father, it 
seems, would talk as loud as she. I suppose (though within a 
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few yards of each other), as if both were out of their way, and 
were hallooing at half a mile’s distance to get in again. 

I know you ’ll blame me for this sauciness. But I told you 
I was vexed; and if I had not a spirit, my parentage on both 
sides might be doubted. 

You must not chide me too severely, however, because I have 
learned of you not to defend myself in an error; and I own I 
am wrong; and that’s enough. You won’t be so generous in 
this case as you are in every other, if you don’t think it is. 

Adieu, my dear! I must, I will love you, and love you for 
ever! So subscribes your 

Anna Howe. 


Letter LI I — From Miss Howe 
[Enclosed in the above ] 

Thursday , April 27. 

I have been making inquiry, as I told you I would, whether 
your relations had really (before you left them) resolved upon 
that change of measures which your aunt mentions in her letter; 
and by laying together several pieces of intelligence, some 
drawn from my mother, through your Uncle Antony’s com- 
munications; some from Miss Lloyd, by your sister’s; and some 
by a third way that I shall not tell you of, I have reason to 
think the following a true state of the case. 

“That there was no intention of a change of measures till 
within two or three days of your going away. On the contrary, 
your brother and sister, though they had no hope of prevailing 
with you in Solmes’s favour, were resolved never to give over 
their persecutions till they had pushed you upon taking some 
step which, by help of their good offices, should be deemed 
inexcusable by the half-witted souls they had to play upon. 

“But that at last your mother (tired with, and perhaps 
ashamed of the passive part she had acted) thought fit to declare 
to Miss Bell that she was determined to try to put an end to 
the family feuds, and to get your Uncle Harlowe to second her 
endeavours. 

“This alarmed your brother and sister, and then a change of 
measures was resolved upon. Solmes’s offers were, however, 
too advantageous to be given up ; and your father’s condescension 
was now to be their sole dependence, and (as they give out) the 
trying of what that would do with you, their last effort.” 

And indeed, my dear, this must have succeeded, I verily 
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think, with such a daughter as they had to deal with, could that 
father, who never, I dare say, kneeled in his life but to his God, 
have so far condescended as your aunt writes he would. 

But then, my dear, what would this have done? Perhaps 
you would have given Lovelace the meeting , in hopes to pacify 
him and prevent mischief; supposing that they had given you 
time and not hurried you directly into the state. But if you 
had not met him, you see that he was resolved to visit them, and 
well attended too; and what must have been the consequence? 

So that upon the whole we know not but matters may be 
best as they are , however disagreeable that best is. 

I hope your considerate and thoughtful mind will make a good 
use of this hint. Who would not with patience sustain even a 
great evil, if she could persuade herself that it was kindly 
dispensed, in order to prevent a still greater? — Especially if 
she could sit down, as you can, and acquit her own heart? 

Permit me one further observation. Do we not see, from the 
above state of the matter, what might have been done before 
by the worthy person of your family, had she exerted the mother 
in behalf of a child so meritorious, yet so much oppressed? 

Adieu, my dear. I will be ever yours. Anna Howe. 

Clarissa, in her answer to the first of the two last letters, chides 
her friend for giving so little weight to her advice in relation to 
her behaviour to her mother. It may be proper to insert here 
the folloiving extracts from that answer , though a little before 
the time. 

You are very diverting, says she, in what you write of the 
two gentlemen, 1 and how unaptly you think they have chosen: 
Mr. Hickman in addressing you; Mr. Lovelace me. But I am 
inclinable to believe that, with a view to happiness, however 
two mild tempers might agree, two high ones would make sad 
work of it, both at one time violent and unyielding. You two 
might, indeed, have racqueted the ball betwixt you, as you say. 2 
But Mr. Hickman, by his gentle manners, seems formed for 
you, if you go not too far with him. If you do, it would be a 
tameness in him to bear it, which would make a man more 
contemptible than Mr. Hickman can ever deserve to be made. 
Nor is it a disgrace for even a brave men, who knows what a 
woman is to vow to him afterwards , to be very obsequious 
beforehand. 

Do you think it is to the credit of Mr. Lovelace’s character 
1 See pp. 103-4 and 177-8. 2 See p. 104. 
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that he can be offensive and violent? Does he not, as all such 
spirits must, subject himself to the necessity of making sub- 
missions for his excesses far more mortifying to a proud heart 
than those condescensions which the high-spirited are so apt 
to impute as a weakness of mind in such a man as Mr. Hickman ? 

Let me tell you, my dear, that Mr. Hickman is such a one 
as would rather bear an affront from a lady than offer one to 
her. He had rather, I dare say, that she should have occasion 
to ask his pardon than he hers. But, my dear, you have outlived 
your first passion ; and had the second man been an angel, he 
would not have been more than indifferent to you. 

My motives for suspending, proceeds she, were not merely cere- 
monious ones. I was really very ill. I could not hold up my head. 
The contents of my sister’s letters had pierced my heart. Indeed, 
my dear, I was very ill. And was I, moreover, to be as ready 
to accept his offer as if I were afraid he never would repeat it? 

I see with great regret that your mamma is still immovably 
bent against our correspondence. What shall I do about it? 
It goes against me to continue it, or to wish you to favour me 
with returns. Yet I have so managed my matters that I have 
no friend but you to advise with. It is enough to make one 
indeed wish to be married to this man, though a man of errors, 
as he has worthy relations of my own sex; and I should have 
some friends, I hope — and having some, I might have more 
— for as money is said to increase money, so does the counte- 
nance of persons of character increase friends; while the destitute 
must be destitute. It goes against my heart to beg of you to 
discontinue corresponding with me; and yet it is against my 
conscience to carry it on against parental prohibition. But I 
dare not use all the arguments against it that I could use — 
and why? For fear I should convince you, and you should 
reject me as the rest of my friends have done. I leave, therefore, 
the determination of this point upon you. I am not, I find, to 
be trusted with it. But be mine all the fault, and all the punish- 
ment, if it be punishable ! — And certainly it must, when it can 
be the cause of those over-lively sentences wherewith you 
conclude the letter I have before me, and which I must no 
further animadvert upon, because you forbid me to do so. 

T o the second letter , among other things, she says : 

So, my dear, you seem to think that there was a fate in my 
error. The cordial, the considerate friend, is seen in the 
observation you make on this occasion. Yet since things have 
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happened as they have, would to Heaven I could hear that all 
the world acquitted my father, or, at least, my mother! whose 
character, before these family feuds broke out, was the subject 
of every one’s admiration. Don’t let anybody say from you, 
so that it may come to her ear, that she might, by a timely 
exertion of her fine talents, have saved her unhappy child. 
You will observe, my dear, that in her own good time, when she 
saw that there was not likely to be an end to my brother’s per- 
secutions, she resolved to exert herself. But the pragmatical 
daughter, by the fatal meeting, precipitated all, and frustrated 
her indulgent designs. O my love, I am now convinced, by 
dear experience, that while children are so happy as to have 
parents or guardians whom they may consult, they should not 
presume (no, not with the best and purest intentions) to follow 
their own conceits in material cases. 

A ray of hope of future reconciliation darts in upon my mind 
from the intention you tell me my mother had to exert herself 
in my favour had I not gone away. And my hope is the stronger, 
as this communication points out to me that my Uncle Har- 
loive's interest is likely, in my mother’s opinion, to be of weight, 
if it could be engaged. It will behove me, perhaps, to apply to 
that dear uncle if a proper occasion offer. 


Letter LI II — Mr. Lovelace to J ohn Delford, Esq. 

Monday , April 24 . 

Fate is weaving a whimsical web for thy friend, and I see not 
but I shall be inevitably manacled. 

Here have I been at work, dig, dig, dig, like a cunning miner, 
at one time, and spreading my snares, like an artful fowler, at 
another, and exulting in my contrivances to get this inimitable 
creature absolutely into my power. Everything made for me. 
Her brother and uncle were but my pioneers; her father stormed 
as I directed him to storm; Mrs. Howe was acted by the 
springs I set at work ; her daughter was moving for me, and yet 
imagined herself plumb against me; and the dear creature 
herself had already run her stubborn neck into my gin, and knew 
not that she was caught; for I had not drawn my sprindges close 
about her — and just as all this was completed, wouldst thou 
believe that I should be my own enemy and her friend? That 
I should be so totally diverted from all my favourite purposes, 
as to propose to marry her before I went to town, in order to 
put it out of my own power to resume them ? 
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When thou knowest this, wilt thou not think that my black 
angel plays me booty, and has taken it into his head to urge 
me on to the indissoluble tie, that he might be more sure of 
me (from the complex transgressions to which he will certainly 
stimulate me, when wedded) than perhaps he thought he could 
be from the simple sins in which I have so long allowed myself, 
that they seem to have the plea of habit? 

Thou wilt be still the more surprised when I tell thee that 
there seems to be a coalition going forward between the black 
angels and the white ones ; for here has hers induced her in one 
hour, and by one retrograde accident, to acknowledge, what the 
charming creature never before acknowledged, a preferable 
favour for me. She even avows an intention to be mine — mine, 
without reformation conditions! She permits me to talk of love 
to her: of the irrevocable ceremony: yet, another extraordinary! 
postpones that ceremony; chooses to set out for London; and 
even to go to the widow’s in town. 

Well, but how comes all this about? methinks thou askest. 
Thou, Lovelace, dealest in wonders; yet aimest not at the 
marvellous. How did all this come about? 

I will tell thee: I was in danger of losing my charmer for ever. 
She was soaring upward to her native skies. She was got above 
earth, by means, too, of the earth-born : and something extra- 
ordinary was to be done to keep her with us sublunaries. And 
what so effectually as the soothing voice of love, and the attract- 
ing offer of matrimony from a man not hated, can fix the atten- 
tion of the maiden heart aching with uncertainty, and before 
impatient of the questionable question? 

This, in short, was the case: While she was refusing all manner 
of obligation to me, keeping me at haughty distance, in hopes 
that her Cousin Morden’s arrival would soon fix her in a full and 
absolute independence of me — disgusted likewise at her adorer, 
for holding himself the reins of his own passions, instead of 
giving them up to her control — she writes a letter, urging an 
answer to a letter before sent, for her apparel, her jewels, and 
some gold, which she had left behind her; all which was to save 
her pride from obligation, and to promote the independence her 
heart was set upon. And what followed but a shocking answer, 
made still more shocking by the communication of a father’s 
curse upon a daughter deserving only blessings? A curse upon 
the curser’s heart, and a double one upon the transmitter’s, 
the spiteful, the envious Arabella ! 

Absent when it came; on my return I found her recovering 
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from fits, again to fall into stronger fits; and nobody expecting 
her life; half a dozen messengers dispatched to find me out. 
Nor wonder at her being so affected ; she, whose filial piety gave 
her dreadful faith in a father’s curses; and the curse of this 
gloomy tyrant extending (to use her own words, when she could 
speak) to both worlds. Oh, that it had turned, in the moment of 
its utterance, to a mortal quinsey, and, sticking in his gullet, had 
choked the old execrator, as a warning to all such unnatural 
fathers ! 

What a miscreant had I been, not to have endeavoured to 
bring her back, by all the endearments, by all the vows, by all 
the offers that I could make her! 

I did bring her back. More than a father to her; for I have 
given her a life her unnatural father had well-nigh taken away: 
shall I not cherish the fruits of my own benefaction? I was in 
earnest in my vows to marry; and my ardour to urge the present 
time was a real ardour. But extreme dejection, with a mingled 
delicacy, that in her dying moments I doubt not she will pre- 
serve, have caused her to refuse me the time, though not the 
solemnity ; for she has told me that now she must be wholly 
in my protection [being destitute of every other /]. More indebted, 
still, thy friend, as thou seest, to her cruel relations, than to 
herself for her favour! 

She has written to Miss Howe an account of their barbarity; 
but has not acquainted her how very ill she was. 

Low, very low, she remains; yet, dreading her stupid brother’s 
enterprise, she wants to be in London: where, but for this 
accident, and (wouldst thou have believed it ?) for my persuasions, 
seeing her so very ill, she would have been this night; and we 
shall actually set out on Wednesday morning if she be not worse. 

And now for a few words with thee on thy heavy preachment 
of Saturday last. 

Thou art apprehensive that the lady is now truly in danger; 
and it is a miracle, thou tellest me, if she withstand such an 
attempter: “Knowing what we know of the sex, thou sayest, 
thou shouldst dread, wert thou me, to make farther trial, lest 
thou shouldst succeed.” And, in another place, tellest me 
“that thou pleadest not for the state for any favour thou 
hast for it.” 

What an advocate art thou for matrimony ! Thou wert ever 
an unhappy fellow at argument. Does the trite stuff with which 
the rest of thy letter abounds, in favour of wedlock, strike with 
the force that this which I have transcribed does against it? 
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Thou takest great pains to convince me, and that from the 
distresses the lady is reduced to (chiefly by her friends* perse- 
cutions and implacableness, I hope thou wilt own, and not from 
me, as yet) that the proposed trial will not be a fair trial. But 
let me ask thee, is not calamity the test of virtue ? And wouldst 
thou not have me value this charming creature upon proof of 
her merits? Do I not intend to reward her by marriage if she 
stand that proof ? 

But why repeat I what I have said before? Turn back, 
thou egregious arguer, turn back to my long letter of the 13th, 1 
and thou wilt there find every syllable of what thou hast written 
either answered or invalidated. 

But I am not angry with thee. Jack. I love opposition. 
As gold is tried by fire, and virtue by temptation, so is sterling 
wit by opposition. Have I not, before thou settedst out as an 
advocate for my fair one, often brought thee in, as making 
objections to my proceedings, for no other reason than to exalt 
myself by proving thee a man of straw? As Homer raises up 
many of his champions and gives them terrible names, only to 
have them knocked on the head by his heroes. 

How'ever, take to thee this one piece of advice: evermore be 
sure of being in the right, when thou presumest to sit down to 
correct thy master. 

And another, if thou wilt: never offer to invalidate the force 
which a virtuous education ought to have in the sex, by 
endeavouring to find excuses for their frailty from the frailty of 
ours. For are we not devils to each other? They tempt us; 
we tempt them. Because we men cannot resist temptation, 
is that a reason that women ought not, when the whole of their 
education is caution and warning against our attempts? Do 
not their grandmothers give them one easy rule? — Men are to 
ask; women are to deny. 

Well, but to return to my principal subject; let me observe, 
that be my future resolutions what they will as to this lady, 
the contents of the violent letter she has received have set me 
at least a month forward with her. I can now’, as I hinted, 
talk of love and marriage, without control or restriction; her 
injunctions no more my terror. 

In this sweetly familiar way shall we set out together for 
London. Mrs. Sorlings’s eldest daughter, at my motion, is to 
attend her in the chaise; while I ride by way of escort: for she 
is extremely apprehensive of the Singleton plot; and has engaged 

1 See Letter xi, pp. 35—42. 
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me to be all patience if anything should happen on the road. 
But nothing I am sure will happen: for, by a letter received 
just now from Joseph, I understand that James Harlowe has 
already laid aside his stupid project: and this by the earnest 
desire of all those of his friends to whom he had communicated 
it; who were afraid of the consequences that might attend it. 
But it is not over with me y however; although I am not deter- 
mined at present as to the uses I may make of it. 

My beloved tells me she shall have her clothes sent her: she 
hopes also her jewels and some gold which she left behind her. 
But Joseph says clothes only will be sent. I will not, however, 
tell her that: on the contrary, I say, there is no doubt but they 
will send all she wrote for. The greater her disappointment 
from them , the greater must be her dependence on me. 

But after all, I hope I shall be enabled to be honest to a merit 
so transcendent. The devil take thee though for thy opinion, 
given so mal-a-propos, that she may be overcome. 

If thou designest to be honest, methinks thou sayest, why 
should not Singleton’s plot be over with thee as it is with her 
brother ? 

Because (if I must answer thee) where people are so modestly 
doubtful of what they are able to do, it is good to leave a loop- 
hole. And let me add, that when a man’s heart is set upon 
a point, and anything occurs to beat him off, he will find it 
very difficult, when the suspending reason ceases, to forbear 
resuming it. 


Letter LIV — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

Tuesday , April 25. 

All hands at work in preparation for London. What makes 
my heart beat so strong? Why rises it to my throat in such 
half-choking flutters, when I think of what this removal may do 
for me? I am hitherto resolved to be honest; and that increases 
my wonder at these involuntary commotions. ’Tis a plotting 
villain of a heart: it ever was; and ever will be, I doubt. Such 
a joy when any roguery is going forward ! — I so little its master! 
A head likewise so well turned to answer the triangular varlet’s 
impulses! No matter. I will have one struggle with thee, old 
friend; and if I cannot overcome thee now, I never will again 
attempt to conquer thee. 

The dear creature continues extremely low and dejected. 
Tender blossom ! How unfit to contend with the rude and 
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ruffling winds of passion, and haughty and insolent control ! 
Never till now from under the wing (it is not enough to say of 
indulging, but) of admiring parents; the mother’s bosom only 
fit to receive this charming flower ! 

This was the reflection that, with mingled compassion and 
augmented love, arose to my mind, when I beheld the charmer 
reposing her lovely face upon the bosom of the widow Sorlings, 
from a recovered fit, as I entered soon after she had received her 
execrable sister’s letter. How lovely in her tears! And as I 
entered, her lifted-up face significantly bespeaking my pro- 
tection, as I thought. And can I be a villain to such an angel ! 
— I hope not. But why, Belford, why once more puttest thou 
me in mind that she may be overcome? And why is her own 
reliance on my honour so late and so reluctantly shown ? 

But after all, so low, so dejected continues she to be, that I 
am terribly afraid I shall have a vapourish wife, if I do marry. 
I should then be doubly undone. Not that I shall be much at 
home with her , perhaps, after the first fortnight or so. But when a 
man has been ranging, like the painful bee, from flower to flower, 
perhaps for a month together, and the thoughts of home and a 
wife begin to have their charms with him, to be received by a 
Niobe, who, like a wounded vine, weeps her vitals away, while 
she but involuntarily curls about him; how shall I be able to 
bear that? 

May Heaven restore my charmer to health and spirits, I hourly 
pray — that a man may see whether she can love anybody but 
her father and mother! In their power, I am confident, it will 
be, at any time, to make her husband joyless; and that, as I 
hate them so heartily, is a shocking thing to reflect upon. Some- 
thing more than woman, an angel , in some things; but a baby 
in others: so father-sick! so family-fond! — what a poor chance 
stands a husband with such a wife, unless, forsooth, they vouch- 
safe to be reconciled to her and continue reconciled ! 

It is infinitely better for her and for me that we should not 
marry. What a delightful manner of life [oh, that I could 
persuade her to it!] would the life of honour be with such a 
woman! The fears, the inquietudes, the uneasy days, the rest- 
less nights; all arising from doubts of having disobliged me! 
Every absence dreaded to be an absence for ever! And then 
how amply rewarded, and rewarding, by the rapture-causing 
return ! Such a passion as this keeps love in a continual fervour ; 
makes it all alive. The happy pair, instead of sitting dozing 
and nodding at each other in opposite chimney-corners in a 
11 — g 88 3 
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winter evening, and over a wintry love, always new to each 
other, and having always something to say. 

Thou knowest, in my verses to my Stella, my mind on this 
occasion. I will lay those verses in her way, as if undesignedly, 
when we are together at the widow ’s ; that is to say, if we do not 
soon go to church by consent. She will thence see what my 
notions are of wedlock. If she receives them with any sort of 
temper, that will be a foundation; and let me alone to build 
upon it. 

Many a girl has been carried who never would have been 
attempted , had she showed a proper resentment when her ears 
or her eyes were first invaded. I have tried a young creature 
by a bad book, a light quotation, or an indecent picture; and if 
she has borne that, or only blushed and not been angry; and 
more especially if she has leered and smiled; that girl have I, 
and old Satan, put down for our own. Oh, how I could warn 
these little rogues if I would ! Perhaps envy, more than virtue, 
will put me upon setting up beacons for them when I grow old 
and joyless. 

Tuesday Afternoon. 

If you are in London when I get thither, you will see me soon. 
My charmer is a little better than she was. Her eyes show it; 
and her harmonious voice, hardly audible last time I saw her, 
now' begins to cheer my heart once more. But yet she has no 
love, no sensibility! There is no addressing her with those 
meaning yet innocent freedoms (innocent at first setting out they 
may be called) which soften others of her sex. The more 
strange this, as she now acknowledges preferable favour for me; 
and is highly susceptible of grief. Grief mollifies and enervates. 
The grieved mind looks round it, silently implores consolation, 
and loves the soother. Grief is ever an inmate with joy. 
Though they won’t show themselves at the same wdndow at 
one time, yet have they the whole house in common between 
them. 


Letter LV — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

IVedn., Apr. 26. 

At last my lucky star has directed us into the desired port, and 
w f e are safely landed. Well says Rowe: 

The wise and active conquer difficulties 
By daring to attempt them. Sloth and folly 
Shiver and shrink at sight of toil and hazard. 

And make th' impossibility they fear. 
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But in the midst of my exultation, something, I know not 
what to call it, checks my joys, and glooms over my brighter 
prospects. If it be not conscience, it is wondrously like what I 
thought so, many, many years ago. 

Surely, Lovelace, methinks thou sayest, thy good motions 
are not gone off already! Surely thou wilt not now at last be 
a villain to this lady ! 

I can’t tell what to say to it. Why would not the dear 
creature accept of me when I so sincerely offered myself to her 
acceptance? Things already appear with a very different face 
now 1 have got her here. Already have our mother and her 
daughters been about me: “Charming lady! What a com- 
plexion ! What eyes ! What majesty in her person ! O Mr. 
Lovelace, you are a happy man! You owe us such a lady!” 
Then they remind me of my revenge, and of my hatred to her 
whole family. 

Sally was so struck with her, at first sight, that she broke out 
to me in these lines of Dryden: 

Fairer to be seen 

Than the fair Lily on the flow'ry green! 

More fresh than May herself in blossoms new ! 

I sent to thy lodgings within half an hour after our arrival 
to receive thy congratulations upon it: but thou wert at 
Edgware, it seems. 

My beloved, who is charmingly amended, is retired to her 
constant employment, writing. I must content myself with 
the same amusement till she shall be pleased to admit me to 
her presence; for already have I given to every one her cue. 

And among the rest, who dost thou think is to be her maid- 
servant? Deb. Butler. 

Ah, Lovelace ! 

And ah, Belford ! It can’t be otherwise. But what dost 
think Deb.’s name is to be? Why, Dorcas, Dorcas Wykes. 
And won’t it be admirable if, either through fear, fright, or good 
liking, we can get my beloved to accept of Dorcas Wykes for 
a bedfellow? 

In so many ways will it be now in my power to have the 
dear creature, that I shall not know which of them to choose ! 

But here comes the widow, with Dorcas Wykes in her hand ; 
and I am to introduce them both to my fair one. 

•••••» 

So! The honest girl is accepted — of good parentage: but, 
through a neglected education, plaguy illiterate — she can neither 
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write nor read writing. A kinswoman of Mrs. Sinclair — could 
not therefore well be refused., the widow in person recommending 
her ; and the wench only taken till her Hannah can come. What 
an advantage has an imposing or forward nature over a courteous 
one ! So here may something arise to lead into correspondences 
and so forth. To be sure, a person need not be so wary , so 
cautious of what she writes , or what she leaves upon her table , when 
her attendant cannot read. 

It would be a miracle, as thou sayest, if this lady can save 
herself — and having gone so far, how can I recede? Then my 
revenge upon the Harlowes ! To have run away with a daughter 
of theirs, to make her a Lovelace — to make her one of a family 
so superior to her own — what a triumph, as I have heretofore 
observed , 1 to them ! But to run away with her, and to bring her 
to my lure in the other light, what a mortification of their pride! 
What a gratification of my own ! 

Then these women are continually at me. These women, 
who, before my whole soul and faculties were absorbed in the 
love of this single charmer, used always to oblige me with the 
flower and first fruits of their garden ! Indeed, indeed, my 
goddess should not have chosen this London widow’s. But 
I dare say if I had she would not . People who will be dealing 
in contradiction ought to pay for it. And to be punished by 
the consequences of our own choice — what a moral lies there! 
What a deal of good may I not be the occasion of from a 
little evil? 

Dorcas is a neat creature, both in person and dress; her 
countenance not vulgar. And I am in hopes, as I hinted above, 
that her lady will accept of her for her bedfellow in a strange 
house for a week or so. But I saw she had a dislike to her at 
her very first appearance: yet I thought the girl behaved very 
modestly — overdid it a little, perhaps — her lady shrunk back, 
and looked shy upon her. The doctrine of sympathies and 
antipathies is a surprising doctrine. But Dorcas will be exces- 
sively obliging, and win her lady’s favour soon, I doubt not. 

I am secure in one of the wench’s qualities, however. She is 
not to be corrupted. A great point that! Since a lady and 
her maid, when heartily of one party, will be too hard for half 
a score devils. 

The dear creature was no less shv when the widow first 
accosted her at her alighting. Yet I thought that honest Dole- 
man’s letter had prepared her for her masculine appearance. 

1 See p. 34. 
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And now I mention that letter, why dost thou not wish me 
• j°y> Jack? 

Joy of what? 

Why, joy of my nuptials. Know then, that said is done 
with me, when I have a mind to have it so; and that we are 
actually man and wife! Only that consummation has not 
passed: bound down to the contrary of that by a solemn vow, 
till a reconciliation with her family take place. The women 
here are told so. They know it before my beloved knows it; 
and that, thou wilt say, is odd. 

But how shall I do to make my fair one keep her temper on 
the intimation? Why, is she not here ? — at Mrs. Sinclair’s? 
But if she will hear reason, I doubt not to convince her that 
she ought to acquiesce. 

She will insist, I suppose, upon my leaving her, and that I 
shall not take up my lodgings under the same roof. But circum- 
stances are changed since I first made her that promise. I 
have taken all the vacant apartments, and must carry this 
point also. 

I hope in a while to get her with me to the public entertain- 
ments. She knows nothing of the town, and has seen less of 
its diversions than ever woman of her taste, her fortune, her 
endowments, did see. She has indeed a natural politeness, 
which transcends all acquirement. The most capable of any 
one I ever knew of judging what an hundred things are, by 
seeing one of a like nature. Indeed she took so much pleasure 
in her own chosen amusements, till persecuted out of them, that 
she had neither leisure nor inclination for the town diversions. 

These diversions will amuse, and the deuce is in it, if a 
little susceptibility will not put forth, now she receives my 
address; especially if I can manage it so as to be allowed to 
live under one roof with her. What though the sensibility be 
at first faint and reluctant, like the appearance of an early 
spring flower in frosty weather, which seems afraid of being 
nipped by an easterly blast! That will be enough for me.* 

I hinted to thee in a former , 1 that I had provided books for. 
the lady’s indoor amusement. Sally and Polly are readers. 
My beloved’s light closet was their library. And several pieces 
of devotion have been put in, bought on purpose at second-hand. 

I was always for forming a judgment of the reading part of 
the sex by their books. The observations I have made on this 
occasion have been of great use to me, as well in England as 

1 See Letter xxxii, p. 115. 
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out of it. This sagacious lady may possibly be as curious in 
this point as her Lovelace. 

So much for the present. Thou seest that I have a great deal 
of business before me. Yet I will write again soon. 

Mr. Lovelace sends another letter with this, in which he takes 
notice of young Miss Sortings' s setting out with them, and leaving 
them at Barnet : but as its contents are nearly the same with 
those in the lady' s next letter, it is omitted. 


Letter LV 1 — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Wedtt. Afternoon , Apr. 26. 

At length, my dearest Miss Howe, I am in London, and in my 
new lodgings. They are neatly furnished, and the situation, 
for the town, is pleasant. But I think you must not ask me 
how I like the old gentlewoman. Yet she seems courteous and 
obliging. Her kinswomen just appeared to welcome me at 
my alighting. They seem to be genteel young women. But 
more of their aunt and of them, as I shall see more. 

Miss Sorlings has an uncle at Barnet, whom she found so very 
ill, that her uneasiness on that account (having large expecta- 
tions from him) made me comply with her desire to stay with 
him. Yet I wished, as her uncle did not expect her, that she 
would see me settled in London; and Mr. Lovelace was still more 
earnest that she would, offering to send her back again in a day 
or two, and urging that her uncle’s malady threatened not a 
sudden change. But leaving the matter to her choice , after 
she knew what would have been mine, she made me not the 
expected compliment. Mr. Lovelace, however, made her a 
handsome present at parting. 

His genteel spirit on all occasions makes me often wish him 
more consistent. 

As soon as I arrived I took possession of my apartment. 
I shall make good use of the light closet in it, if I stay here 
any time. 

One of his attendants returns in the morning to The Lawn; 
and I made writing to you by him an excuse for my retiring. 

And now give me leave to chide you, my dearest friend, for 
your rash, and I hope revocable resolution, not to make Mr. 
Hickman the happiest man in the world, while my happiness is 
in suspense. Suppose I were to be unhappy, what, my dear, 
would this resolution of yours avail me? Marriage is the 
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highest state of friendship: if happy, it lessens our cares by 
dividing them, at the same time that it doubles our pleasures 
by a mutual participation. Why, my dear, if you love me, 
will you not rather give another friend to one who has not two 
that she is sure of? Had you married on your mother’s last 
birthday, as she would have had you, I should not, I dare say, 
have wanted a refuge that would have saved me many mortifica- 
tions and much disgrace. 


Here I was broken in upon by Mr. Lovelace; introducing the 
widow leading in a kinswoman of hers to attend me, if I approved 
of her, till my Hannah should come, or till I had provided 
myself with some other servant. The widow gave her many 
good qualities; but said that she had one great defect; which 
was that she could not write, nor read writing; that part of her 
education having been neglected when she was young: but for 
discretion, fidelity, obligingness, she was not to be outdone by 
anybody. She commended her likewise for her skill at the 
needle. 

As for her defect, I can easily forgive that. She is very likely 
and genteel; too genteel indeed, I think, for a servant. But, 
what I like least of all in her, she has a strange sly eye. I never 
saw such an eye — half-confident, I think. But, indeed, Mrs. 
Sinclair herself (for that is the widow’s name) has an odd 
winking eye; and her respectfulness seems too much studied, 
methinks, for the London ease and freedom. But people can’t 
help their looks, you know; and after all, she is extremely civil 
and obliging. And as for the young woman (Dorcas is her name), 
she will not be long with me. 

I accepted her: how could I do otherwise (if I had had a mind 
to make objections, which in my present situation I had not), 
her aunt present, and the young woman also present; and Mr. 
Lovelace officious in his introducing them, to oblige me? But 
upon their leaving me, I told him (who seemed inclinable to 
begin a conversation with me) that I desired that this apart- 
ment might be considered as my retirement: that when I saw 
him it might be in the dining-room (which is up a few stairs; 
for this back house being once two, the rooms do not all of them 
very conveniently communicate with each other); and that I 
might be as little broken in upon as possible when I am here. 
He withdrew very respectfully to the door; but there stopped; 
and asked for my company then in the dining-room. If he 
were about setting out for other lodgings, I would go with him 
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now, I told him: but if he did not just then go, I would first 
finish my letter to Miss Howe. 

I see he has no mind to leave me if he can help it. My brother’s 
scheme may give him a pretence to try to engage me to dispense 
with his promise. But if I now do, I must acquit him of it 
entirely. 

My approbation of his tender behaviour in the midst of my 
grief has given him a right, as he seems to think, of addressing 
me with all the freedom of an approved lover. I see by this 
man that when once a woman embarks with this sex, there is 
no receding. One concession is but the prelude to another 
with them. He has been ever since Sunday last continually 
complaining of the distance I keep him at; and thinks himself 
entitled now to call in question my value for him; strengthening 
his doubts by my former declared readiness to give him up to 
a reconciliation with my friends; and yet has himself fallen 
off from that obsequious tenderness , if I may couple the words, 
which drew from me the concessions he builds upon. 

While we were talking at the door, my new servant came up 
with an invitation to us both to tea. I said he might accept 
of it, if he pleased; but I must pursue my writing; and not 
choosing either tea or supper, I desired him to make my excuses* 
below as to both; and inform them of my choice to be retired 
as much as possible; yet to promise for me my attendance on 
the widow and her nieces at breakfast in the morning. 

He objected particularity in the eye of strangers as to avoiding 
supper. 

You know, said I, and you can tell them, that I seldom eat 
suppers. My spirits are low. You must never urge me against 
a declared choice. Pray, Mr. Lovelace, inform them of all my 
particularities. If they are obliging they will allow for them. 

I come not hither to make new acquaintance. 

I have turned over the books I have in my closet; and am not 
a little pleased with them; and think the better of the people 
of the house for their sakes. 

Stanhope’s Gospels', Sharp’s, Tillotson’s, and South’s Sermons’, 
Nelson’s Feasts and Fasts; a sacramental piece of the Bishop of 
Man, and another of Dr. Gauden, Bishop of Exeter; and Inett’s 
Devotions, are among the devout books: and among those of a 
lighter turn, the following not ill-chosen ones; a Telemachus in 
French, another in English; Steele’s, Rowe’s, and Shakespeare’s 
plays; that genteel comedy of Mr. Cibber, The Careless Husband, 
and others of the same author; Dryden’s Miscellanies; the 
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Tatlers , Spectators , and Guardians', Pope’s, and Swift’s, and 
Addison’s works. 

In the blank leaves of the Nelson and Bishop Gauden is Mrs. 
Sinclair’s name; and in those of most of the others, either Sarah 
Martin, or Mary Horton, the names of the two nieces. 

• ••••» 

I am exceedingly out of humour with Mr. Lovelace : and have 
great reason to be so — as you will allow, when you have read 
the conversation I am going to give you an account of; for 
he would not let me rest till I gave him my company in the 
dining-room. 

He began with letting me know that he had been out to 
inquire after the character of the widow; which was the more 
necessary, he said, as he supposed that I would expect his 
frequent absence. 

I did , I said; and that he would not think of taking up his 
lodging in the same house with me. But what, said I, is the 
result of your inquiry? 

Why, indeed, the widow’s character was, in the main, what 
he liked well enough. But as it was Miss Howe’s opinion, as 
I had told him, that my brother had not given over his scheme; 
as the widow lived by letting lodgings; and had others to let 
in the same part of the house, which might be taken by an 
enemy; he knew no better way than for him to take them all, 
as it could not be for a long time — unless 1 would think of removing 
to others. 

So far was well enough: but as it was easy for me to see that 
he spoke the slighter of the widow in order to have a pretence 
to lodge here himself, I asked him his intention in that respect. 
And he frankly owned, that if I chose to stay here, he could not, 
as matters stood, think of leaving me for six hours together; 
and he had prepared the widow to expect that we should be 
here but for a few days; only till we could fix ourselves in a 
house suitable to our condition; and this, that I might be under 
the less embarrass if I pleased to remove. 

Fix flwrselves in a house, and we and our , Mr. Lovelace — - 
pray, in what light 

He interrupted me: Why, my dearest life, if you will hear me 
with patience — yet I am half afraid, that I have been too 
forward, as I have not consulted you upon it — but as my 
friends in town, according to what Mr. Doleman has written 
m the letter you have seen, conclude us to be married 

Surely, sir, you have not presumed 

11 — c* 88 3 
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Hear me out, dearest creature: you have received with favour 
my addresses; you have made me hope for the honour of your 
consenting hand: yet, by declining my most fervent tender of 
myself to you at Mrs. Sorlings’s, have given me apprehensions 
of delay: I would not for the world be thought so ungenerous a 
wretch, now you have honoured me with your confidence, as 
to wish to precipitate you. Yet your brother’s schemes are not 
given up. Singleton, I am afraid, is actually in town; his vessel 
lies at Rotherhithe. Your brother is absent from Harlowe 
Place; indeed not with Singleton yet, as I can hear. If you are 
known to be mine, or if you are but thought to be so, there will 
probably be an end of your brother’s contrivances. The widow’s 
character may be as worthy as it is said to be. But the worthier 
she is, the more danger, if your brother’s agent should find us 
out; since she may be persuaded that she ought in conscience 
to take a parent’s part against a child who stands in opposition 
to them. But if she believes us married, her good character 
will stand us in stead, and she will be of our party. Then I 
have taken care to give her a reason why two apartments are 
requisite to us at the hour of retirement. 

I perfectly raved at him. I would have flung from him in 
resentment; but he would not let me: and what could I do? 
Whither go, the evening advanced? 

I am astonished at you ! said I. If you are a man of honour, 
what need of all this strange obliquity ! You delight in crooked 
ways. Let me know, since I must stay in your company (for 
he held my hand), let me know all you have said to the people 
below. Indeed, indeed, Mr. Lovelace, you are a very un- 
accountable man. 

My dearest creature, need I to have mentioned anything of 
this? and could I not have taken up my lodgings in this 
house unknown to you, if I had not intended to make you the 
judge of all my proceedings? But this is what I have told the 
widow before her kinswomen, and before your new servant — 
“That indeed we were privately married at Hertford; but 
that you had preliminarily bound me under a solemn vow, 
which I am most religiously resolved to keep, to be contented 
with separate apartments, and even not to lodge under the same 
roof, till a certain reconciliation shall take place, which is of 
high consequence to both.” And further, that I might con- 
vince you of the purity of my intentions, and that my whole 
view in this was to prevent mischief, I have acquainted them, 
“that I have solemnly promised to behave to you before every- 
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body, as if we were only betrothed and not married; not even 
offering to take any of those innocent freedoms which are not 
refused in the most punctilious loves.” 

And then he solemnly vowed to me the strictest observance 
of the same respectful behaviour to me. 

I said that I was not by any means satisfied with the tale he 
had told, nor with the necessity he wanted to lay me under of 
appearing what I was not : that every step he took was a wry one, 
a needless wry one: and since he thought it necessary to tell the 
people below anything about me, I insisted that he should 
unsay all he had said and tell them the truth. 

What he had told them, he said, was with so many circum- 
stances that he could sooner die than contradict it. And still 
he insisted upon the propriety of appearing to be married, for 
the reasons he had given before. And, dearest creature, said 
he, why this high displeasure with me upon so well-intended an 
expedient? You know that I cannot wish to shun your brother, 
or his Singleton, but upon your account. The first step I would 
take, if left to myself, would be to find them out. 1 have always 
acted in this manner , when anybody has presumed to give out 
threatenings against me. 

’Tis true I should have consulted you first, and had your leave. 
But since you dislike what I have said, let me implore you, 
dearest madam, to give the only proper sanction to it, by naming 
an early day. Would to Heaven that were to be to-morrow ! 
For God’s sake, let it be to-morrow!. But if not [was it his 
business, my dear, before I spoke (yet he seemed to be afraid of 
me) to say, if not?], let me beseech you, madam, if my behaviour 
shall not be to your dislike, that you will not to-morrow at 
breakfast-time discredit what I have told them. The moment 
I give you cause to think that I take any advantage of your 
concession, that moment revoke it, and expose me, as I shall 
deserve. And once more, let me remind you, that I have no 
view either to serve or save myself by this expedient. It is 
only to prevent a probable mischief, for your own mind’s sake; 
and for the sake of those who deserve not the least consideration 
from me. 

What could I say? What could I do? I verily think, that 
had he urged me again, in a proper manner , I should have con- 
sented (little satisfied as I am with him) to give him a meeting 
to-morrow morning at a more solemn place than in the parlour 
below. 

But this I resolve, that he shall not have my consent to stay 
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a night under this roof. He has now given me a stronger reason 
for this determination than I had before. 


• • • 

Alas ! my dear, how vain a thing to say what we will or what 
we will not do, when we have put ourselves into the power of 
'this sex! He went down to the people below, on my desiring 
to be left to myself; and stayed till their supper was just ready; 
and then, desiring a moment’s audience , as he called it, he 
besought my leave to stay that one night, promising to set out 
either for Lord M.’s, or for Edgware to his friend Belford’s, 
in the morning after breakfast. But if I were against it, he 
said, he would not stay supper; and would attend me about 
eight next day. Yet he added that my denial would have a 
very particular appearance to the people below, from what he 
had told them ; and the more as he had actually agreed for all 
the vacant apartments (indeed only for a month), for the reason 
he had .before hinted at: but I need not stay here two days, if, 
upon conversing with the widow and her nieces in the morning, 
I should have any dislike to them. 

I thought, notwithstanding my resolution above-mentioned, 
that it would seem too punctilious to deny him, under the 
circumstances he had mentioned : having, besides, no reason to 
think he would obey me; for he looked as if he were determined 
to debate the matter with me. And now, as I see no likelihood 
of a reconciliation with my friends, and as I have actually 
received his addresses, I thought I would not quarrel with him, 
if I could help it, especially as he asked to stay but for one night, 
and could have done so without my knowing it; and you being 
of opinion that the proud wretch, distrusting his own merits 
with me, or at least my regard for him, will probably bring me 
to some concessions in his favour — for all these reasons I 
thought proper to yield this point: yet I was so vexed with him 
on the other , that it was impossible for me to comply with that 
grace which a concession should be made with, or not made 
at all. 

This was what I said: What you will do, you must do, I think. 
You are very ready to promise; very ready to depart from your 
promise. You say, however, that you will set out to-morrow 
for the country. You know how ill I have been. I am not 
well enough now to debate with you upon your encroaching 
ways. I am utterly dissatisfied with the tale you have told 
below'. Nor will I promise to appear to the people of the house 
to-morrow what I am not. 
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He withdrew in the most respectful manner, beseeching me 
only to favour him with such a meeting in the morning as 
might not make the widow and her nieces think he had given 
me reason to be offended with him. 

I retired to my own apartment, and Dorcas came to me soon 
after to take my commands. I told her that I required very 
little attendance, and always dressed and undressed myself. 

She seemed concerned, as if she thought I had repulsed her; 
and said it should be her whole study to oblige me. 

I told her that I was not difficult to be pleased: and should 
let her know from time to time what assistance I should expect 
from her. But for that night I had no occasion for her further 
attendance. 

She is not only genteel, but is well-bred, and well-spoken. 
She must have had what is generally thought to be the polite 
part of education: but it is strange that fathers and mothers 
should make so light, as they generally do, of that preferable 
part, in girls, which would improve their minds, and give a 
grace to all the rest. 

As soon as she was gone, I inspected the doors, the windows, 
the wainscot, the dark closet as well as the light one; and 
finding very good fastenings to the door, and to all the windows, 
I again had recourse to my pen. 

•••••• 

Mrs. Sinclair is just now gone from me. Dorcas, she told me, 
had acquainted her that I had dismissed her for the night. She 
came to ask me how I liked my apartment and to wish me good 
rest. She expressed her concern that they could not have my 
company at supper. Mr. Lovelace, she said, had informed them 
of my love of retirement. She assured me that I should not 
be broken in upon. She highly extolled him , and gave me a 
share in the praise as to person. But was sorry, she said, that 
she was likely to lose us so soon as Mr. Lovelace talked of. 

I answered her with suitable civility; and she withdrew with 
great tokens of respect. With greater, I think, than should be 
from distance of years, as she was the wife of a gentleman; and 
as the appearance of everything about her, as well house as 
dress, carries the marks of such good circumstances as require 
not abasement. 

If, my dear, you will write against prohibition, be pleased to 
direct, 1 o Miss LcBtitia Beaumont ; to be left till called for , at Mr. 
Wilson's in Pall Mall. 

Mr. Lovelace proposed this direction to me, not knowing of 
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your desire that our letters should pass by a third hand. As 
his motive for it was, that my brother might not trace out where 
we are, I am glad, as well from this instance as from others, that 
he seems to think he has done mischief enough already. 

Do you know how my poor Hannah does? 

Mr. Lovelace is so full of his contrivances and expedients, 
that I think it may not be amiss to desire you to look carefully 
to the seals of my letters, as I shall to those of yours. If I find 
him base in this particular, I shall think him capable of any evil; 
and will fly him as my worst enemy. 


Letter LV11 — Miss Howe to Miss Clarissa Harlowe 
[With her two last letters , LI , LII , enclosed] 

Thursday Night, April 27 . 

I have yours; just brought me. Mr. Hickman has helped me to 
a lucky expedient, which, with the assistance of the post, will 
enable me to correspond with you every day. An honest 
higgler [Simon Collins his name], by whom I shall send this and 
the two enclosed (now I have your direction whither), goes to 
town constantly on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays; and 
can bring back to me from Mr. Wilson’s what you shall have 
caused to be left for me. 

I congratulate you on your arrival in town, so much amended 
in spirits. I must be brief. I hope you ’ll have no cause to 
repent returning my Norris. It is forthcoming on demand. 

I am sorry your Hannah can’t be with you. She is very ill 
still; but not dangerously. 

I long for your account of the women you are with. If they 
are not right people you will find them out in one breakfasting. 

I know not what to write upon his reporting to them that you 
are actually married. His reasons for it are plausible. But he 
delights in odd expedients and inventions. 

Whether you like the people or not, do not, by your noble 
sincerity and plain-dealing, make yourself enemies. You are 
in the world now, you know. 

I am glad you had thoughts of taking him at his offer, if he 
had re-urged it. I wonder he did not. But if he do not soon, 
and in such a way as you can accept of it, don’t think of staying 
with him. 

Depend upon it, my dear, he will not leave you, either night 
or day, if he can help it, now he has got footing. 
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I should have abhorred him for his report of your marriage, 
had he not made it with such circumstances as leave it still in 
your power to keep him at a distance. If once he offer the 
least familiarity — but this is needless to say to you. He can 
have, I think, no other design but what he professes; because 
he must needs think that his report of being married to you 
must increase your vigilance. 

You may depend upon my looking narrowly into the sealings 
of your letters. If, as you say, he be base in that point, he will 
be so in everything. But to a person of your merit, of your 
fortune, of your virtue, he cannot be base. The man is no fool. 
It is his interest, as well with regard to his expectations from 
his own friends, as from you, to be honest. Would to Heaven, 
however, that you were really married ! This is now the 
predominant wish of 

Your 

Anna Howe. 

Letter LV11I — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Thursday Morning, Eight o'clock. 

I am more and more displeased with Mr. Lovelace, on reflection, 
for his boldness in hoping to make me, though but passively , as 
I may say, testify to his great untruth. And I shall like him 
still less for it, if his view in it does not come out to be the hope 
of accelerating my resolution in his favour , by the difficulty it will 
lay me under as to my behaviour to him. He has sent me his 
compliments by Dorcas, with a request that I will permit him 
to attend me in the dining-room — perhaps, that he may guess 
from thence whether I will meet him in good humour or not: 
but I have answered, that as I shall see him at breakfast-time, 
I desire to be excused. 


Ten o'clock. 

I tried to adjust my countenance, before I went down, to an 
easier air than I had a heart, and was received with the highest 
tokens of respect by the widow and her two nieces: agreeable 
young women enough in their persons; but they seemed to put 
on an air of reserve; while Mr. Lovelace was easy and free to 
all, as if he were of long acquaintance with them: gracefully 
enough, I cannot but say; an advantage which travelled 
gentlemen have over other people. 

The widow, in the conversation we had after breakfast, gave 
us an account of the military merit of the colonel her husband; 
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and, upon this occasion, put her handkerchief to her eyes 
twice or thrice. I hope, for the sake of her sincerity, she wetted 
it, because she would be thought to have done so; but I saw 
not that she did. She wished that I might never know the 
loss of a husband so dear to me as her beloved colonel was to 
her: and again she put her handkerchief to her eyes. 

It must, no doubt, be a most affecting thing to be separated 
from a good husband, and to be left in difficult circumstances 
besides, and that not by his fault, and exposed to the insults of 
the base and ungrateful, as she represented her case to be at his 
death. This moved me a good deal in her favour. 

You know, my dear, that I have an open and free heart; and, 
naturally, have as open and free a countenance; at least my 
complimenters have told me so. At once, where I like, I mingle 
minds without reserve, encouraging reciprocal freedoms, and 
am forward to dissipate diffidences. But with these two nieces 
of the widow I never can be intimate — I don’t know why. 

Only that circumstances, and what passed in conversation, 
encouraged not the notion, or I should have been apt to think 
that the young ladies and Mr. Lovelace were of longer acquaint- 
ance than of yesterday. For he, by stealth, as it were, cast 
glances sometimes at them, which they returned; and on my 
ocular notice their eyes fell, as I may say, under my eye, as if 
they could not stand its examination. 

The widow directed all her talk to me as to Mrs. Lovelace; 
and I, with a very ill grace, bore it. And once she expressed, 
more forwardly than I thanked her for, her wonder that any 
vow, any consideration, however weighty, could have force 
enough with so charming a couple, as she called him and me, 
to make us keep separate beds. 

Their eyes upon this hint had the advantage of mine. Yet 
was I not conscious of guilt. How know I then, upon recollec- 
tion, that my censures upon theirs are not too rash? There 
are, no doubt, many truly modest persons (putting myself out 
of the question) who, by blushes at an injurious charge, have 
been suspected by those who cannot distinguish between the 
confusion which guilt will be attended with, and the noble 
consciousness that overspreads the face of a fine spirit, to be 
thought but capable of an imputed evil. 

The great Roman, as we read, who took his surname from one 
part in three (the fourth not then discovered) of the world he had 
triumphed over, being charged with a mean crime to his soldiery, 
chose rather to suffer exile (the punishment due to it, had he 
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been found guilty) than to have it said that Scipio was 
questioned in public on so scandalous a charge. And think you, 
my dear, that Scipio did not blush with indignation, when the 

charge was first communicated to him ? 

Mr. Lovelace, when the widow expressed her forward wonder, 
looked sly and leering, as if to observe how I took it; and said, 
they might take notice that his regard for my will and pleasure 
(calling me his dear creature) had greater force upon him than 

the oath by which he had bound himself. 

Rebuking both him and the widow, I said. It was strange to 
me to hear an oath or vow so lightly treated, as to have it thought 
but a second consideration, whatever were the first. 

The observation was just. Miss Martin said; for that nothing 
could excuse the breaking of a solemn vow, be the occasion of 
making it what it would. 

I asked after the nearest church ; for I have been too long a 
stranger to the sacred worship. They named St. James’s, St. 
Anne’s, and another in Bloomsbury ; and the two nieces said 
they oftenest went to St. James’s Church, because of the good 
company, as well as for the excellent preaching. 

Mr. Lovelace said the Royal Chapel was the place he oftenest 
went to, when in town. Poor man ! little did I expect to hear 
he went to any place of devotion. I asked if the presence of 
the visible king of, comparatively, but a small territory, did not 
take off, too generally, the requisite attention to the service of 
the invisible King and Maker of a thousand worlds? 

He believed this might be so with such as came for curiosity, 
when the royal family were present. But otherwise, he had 
seen as many contrite faces at the Royal Chapel as anywhere 
else: and why not? Since the people about courts have as deep 
scores to wipe off as any people whatsoever. 

He spoke this with so much levity, that I could not help 
saying that nobody questioned but he knew how to choose 
his company. 

Your servant, my dear, bowing, were his words; and turning 
to them, You will observe, upon numberless occasions, ladies, as 
we are further acquainted, that my beloved never spares me 
upon these topics. But I admire her as much in her reproofs, as 
I am fond of her approbation. 

Miss Horton said there was a time for everything. She could 
not but say that she thought innocent mirth was mighty be- 
coming in young people. 

Very true, joined in Miss Martin. And Shakespeare says well, 
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That youth is the spring of life , the bloom of gaudy years [with a 
theatrical air she spoke it]. And, for her part, she could not but 
admire in my spouse that charming vivacity which so well 
suited his time of life. 

Mr. Lovelace bowed. The man is fond of praise. More fond 
of it, I doubt, than of deserving it. Yet this sort of praise he 
does deserve. He has, you know, an easy free manner, and no 
bad voice: and this praise so expanded his gay heart, that he 
sang the following lines from Congreve, as he told us they were: 


Youth does a thousand pleasures bring. 

Which from decrepit Age will fly; 

Sweets that wanton in the bosom of the spring. 
In winter’s cold embraces die. 


And this for a compliment, as he said, to the two nieces. Nor 
was it thrown away upon them. They encored it; and his 
compliance fixed them in my memory. 

We had some talk about meals; and the widow very civilly 
offered to conform to any rules I would set her. I told her how 
easily I was pleased, and how much I chose to dine by myself, 
and that from a plate sent me from any single dish. But I will 
not trouble you, my dear, with such particulars. 

They thought me very singular; and with reason: but as I 
liked them not so very well as to forego my own choice in com- 
pliment to them, I was the less concerned for what they thought. 
And still the less, as Mr. Lovelace had put me very much out of 
humour with him. 

They, however, cautioned me against melancholy. I said 
I should be a very unhappy creature if I could not bear my 
own company. 

Mr. Lovelace said that he must let the ladies into my story; 
and then they would know how to allow for my ways. But, my 
dear, as you love me, said the confident wretch, give as little way 
to melancholy as possible. Nothing but the sweetness of your 
temper, and your high notions of a duty that never can be 
deserved where you place it, can make you so uneasy as you are. 
Be not angry, my dear love, for saying so (seeing me frown, I 
suppose): and snatched my hand, and kissed it. 

I left him with them, and retired to my closet and my pen. 

Just as I have written thus far, I am interrupted by a message 
from him, that he is setting out on a journey, and desires to take 
my commands. So here I will leave off to give him a meeting 
in the dining-room. 
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I was not displeased to see him in his riding-dress. 

He seemed desirous to know how I liked the gentlewomen 
below. I told him, that although I did not think them very 
exceptionable, yet as I wanted not, in my present situation, new 
acquaintance, I should not be fond of cultivating theirs. 

He urged me still further on this head. 

I could not say, I told him, that I greatly liked either of the 
young gentlewomen, any more than their aunt: and that were 
my situation ever so happy, they had much too gay a turn for me. 

He did not wonder, he said, to hear me say so. He knew not 
any of the sex who had been accustomed to show themselves at 
the town diversions and amusements, that would appear tolerable 
to me. Silence and blushes , madam, are now no graces with our 
fine ladies in town. Hardened by frequent public appearances, 
they would be as much ashamed to be found guilty of these 
weaknesses as men. 

Do you defend these two gentlewomen, sir, by reflections upon 
half the sex? But you must second me, Mr. Lovelace (and yet 
I am not fond of being thought particular), in my desire of 
breakfasting and supping (when I do sup) by myself. 

If I would have it so, to be sure it should be so. The people 
of the house were not of consequence enough to be apologized to 
in any point where my pleasure was concerned. And if I should 
dislike them still more on further knowledge of them, he hoped I 
would think of some other lodgings. 

He expressed a good deal of regret at leaving me, declaring 
that it was absolutely in obedience to my commands: but that 
he could not have consented to go, while my brother’s schemes 
were on foot, if I had not done him the credit of my countenance 
in the report he had made that we were married; which, he said, 
had bound all the family in his interest, so that he could leave 
me with the greater security and satisfaction. 

He hoped, he said, that on his retur?i I would name his happy 
day; and the rather as I might be convinced, by my brother’s 
projects, that no reconciliation was to be expected. 

I told him that perhaps I might write one letter to my Uncle 
Harlowe. He once loved me. I should be easier when I had 
made one direct application. I might possibly propose such 
terms, in relation to my grandfather’s estate, as might procure 
me their attention ; and I hoped he would be long enough absent 
to give me time to write to him, and receive an answer from him. 

That, he must beg my pardon, he could not promise. He 
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would inform himself of Singleton’s and my brother’s motions; 
and if on his return he found no reason for apprehension, he 
would go directly to Berks, and endeavour to bring up with him 
his Cousin Charlotte, who, he hoped, would induce me to give 
him an earlier day than at present I seemed to think of. I 
seemed to think of, my dear! Very acquiescent, as I should 
imagine ! 

I told him that I should take that young lady’s company for 
a great favour. 

I was the more pleased with this motion, as it came from 
himself, and with no ill grace. 

He earnestly pressed me to accept of a bank-note: but I 
declined it. And then he offered me his servant William for 
my attendant in his absence; who, he said, might be dispatched 
to him, if anything extraordinary fell out. I consented to that. 

He took his leave of me in the most respectful manner, only 
kissing my hand. He left the bank-note, unobserved by me, 
upon the table. You may be sure I shall give it him back at 
his return. , 

I am now in a much better humour with him than I was. 

Where doubts of any person are removed, a mind not un- 
generous is willing, byway of amends for having conceived those 
doubts, to construe everything that happens, capable of a good 
construction, in that person’s favour. Particularly, I cannot 
but be pleased to observe, that although he speaks of the ladies 
of his family with the freedom of relationship, yet it is always 
with tenderness. And from a man’s kindness to his relations 
of the sex, a woman has some reason to expect his good behaviour 
to herself, when married, if she be willing to deserve it from him. 

And thus, my dear, am I brought to sit down satisfied with 
this man, where I find room to infer that he is not by nature a 
savage. But how could a creature who gave a man an oppor- 
tunity to run away with her, expect to be treated by that man 
with a very high degree of politeness? 

But why, now, when fairer prospects seem to open, why these 
melancholy reflections? will my beloved friend ask of her Clarissa. 

Why? Can you ask why, my dearest Miss Howe, of a creature, 
who, in the world’s eye, has enrolled her name among the giddy 
and the inconsiderate; who labours under a parent’s curse, and 
the cruel uncertainties which must arise from reflecting that, 
equally against duty and principle, she has thrown herself into 
the power of a man, and that man an immoral one? Must not 
the sense she has of her inconsideration darken her most hopeful 
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prospects? Must it not even rise strongest upon a thoughtful 
mind, when her hopes are the fairest? Even her pleasures, were 
the man to prove better than she expects, coming to her with an 
abatement, like that which persons who are in possession of 
ill-gotten wealth must then most poignantly experience (if they 
have reflecting and unseared minds), when, all their wishes 
answered (if the wishes of such persons can ever be wholly 
answered), they sit down in hopes to enjoy what they have 
unjustly obtained, and find their own reflections their greatest 
torment. 

May you, my dear friend, be always happy in your reflections, 
prays 


Your ever affectionate 

Cl. Harlowe. 


Mr. Lovelace in his next letter triumphs on his having carried 
his two great points of making the lady yield to pass for his wife 
to the people of the house, and to his taking up his lodging in 
it, though but for one night. He is now, he says, in a fair way, 
and doubts not but that he shall soon prevail, if not by persuasion , 
by surprise. Yet he pretends to have some little remorse , and 
censures himself as acting the part of the grand tempter. But 
having succeeded thus far, he cannot, he says, forbear trying, 
according to the resolution he had before made, whether he 
cannot go farther. 

He gives the particulars of their debates on the above-mentioned 
subjects, to the same effect as in the lady's last letters. 

It will by this time be seen that his whole merit, with regard to this 
lady, lies in doing justice to her excellences both of mind and person, 
though to his oitm condemnation. Thus he begins his succeeding 
letter: 

And now, Belford, will I give thee an account of our first 
breakfast conversation. 

All sweetly serene and easy was the lovely brow and charming 
aspect of my goddess, on her descending among us; commanding 
reverence from every eye; a curtsy from every knee; and 
silence, awful silence, from every quivering lip. While she, 
armed with conscious worthiness and superiority, looked and 
behaved as an empress would look and behave among her 
vassals; yet with a freedom from pride and haughtiness, as if 
born to dignity, and to a behaviour habitually gracious. 

He takes notice of the jealousy , pride , and vanity of Sally Martin 
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and Polly Horton, on his respectful behaviour to the lady: creatures 
who, brought up too high for their fortunes, and to a taste of pleasure, 
and the public diversions, had fallen an easy prey to his seducing 
arts (as will be seen in the Conclusion of this work): and who, as 
he observes, “ had not yet got over that distinction in their love, 
which makes a woman prefer one man to another.” 

How difficult is it, says he, to make a woman subscribe to a 
preference against herself, though ever so visible; especially 
where love is concerned ! This violent, this partial little devil, 
Sally, has the insolence to compare herself with my angel — yet 
owns her to be an angel. I charge you, Mr. Lovelace, she says, 
show none of your extravagant acts of kindness before me to 
this sullen, this gloomy beauty — I cannot bear it. Then was 
I reminded of her first sacrifice. 

What a rout do these women make about nothing at all! 
Were it not for what the learned bishop in his letter from Italy 
calls the entanglements of amour, and I the delicacies of 
intrigue, what is there, Belford, in all they can do for us? 

How do these creatures endeavour to stimulate me! A fallen 
woman is a worse devil than even a profligate man. The former 
is incapable of remorse: that am not I — nor ever shall they 
prevail upon me, though aided by all the powers of darkness, to 
treat this admirable creature with indignity. So far, I mean, as 
indignity can be separated from the trials which will prove her 
to be either woman or angel. 

Yet with them I am a craven. I might have had her before 
now, if I would. If I would treat her as flesh and blood, I should 
find her such. They thought I knew, if any man living did, that 
if a man made a goddess of a woman, she would assume the 
goddess; that if power were given her, she would exert that 

power to the giver, if to nobody else — and D r’s wife is thrown 

into my dish, who, thou knowest, kept her ceremonious husband 
at haughty distance, and whined in private to her insulting 
footman. Oh, how I cursed the blaspheming wretches ! They will 
make me, as I tell them, hate their house, and remove from it. 
And by my soul. Jack, I am ready at times to think that I should 
not have brought her hither, were it but on Sally’s account. 
And yet, without knowing either Sally’s heart, or Polly’s, the 
dear creature resolves against having any conversation with 
them but such as she cannot avoid. I am not sorry for this, 
thou mayest think; since jealousy in woman is not to be con- 
cealed from woman. And Sally has no command of herself. 
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What dost think? Here this little devil Sally, not being able, 
as she told me, to support life under my displeasure, was going 
into a fit: but when I saw her preparing for it, I went out of the 
room ; and so she thought it would not be worth her while to 
show away. 

In this manner he mentions what his meaning was in making 
the lady the compliment of his absence : 

As to leaving her; if I go but for one night, I have fulfilled my 
promise: and if she think not, I can mutter and grumble, and 
yield again, and make a merit of it; and then, unable to live out 
of her presence, soon return. Nor are women ever angry at 
bottom for being disobeyed through excess of love. They like 
an uncontrollable passion. They like to have every favour 
ravished from them; and to be eaten and drunk quite up by a 
voracious lover. Don’t I know the sex? Not so, indeed, as yet, 
my Clarissa: but however, with her my frequent egresses will 
make me look new to her, and create little busy scenes between 
us. At the least, I may, surely, without exception, salute her 
at parting, and at return ; and will not those occasional freedoms 
(which civility will warrant) by degrees familiarize my charmer 
to them? 

But here. Jack, what shall I do with my uncle and aunts, and 
all my loving cousins? For I understand that they are more in 
haste to have me married than I am myself. 


Letter LIX — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Friday, April 28. 

Mr. Lovelace is returned already. My brother’s projects were 
his pretence. I could not but look upon this short absence as an 
evasion of his promise; especially as he had taken such precau- 
tions with the people below; and as he knew that I proposed to 
keep close within doors. I cannot bear to be dealt meanly with, 
and angrily insisted that he should directly set out for Berkshire, 
in order to engage his cousin, as he had promised. 

O my dearest life, said he, why will you banish me from your 
presence? I cannot leave you for so long a time as you seem to 
expect I should. I have been hovering about town ever since I 
left you. Edgware was the farthest place I went to; and there 
I was not able to stay two hours, for fear, at this crisis, anything 
should happen. Who can account for the workings of an 
apprehensive mind, when all that is dear and valuable to it is at 
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stake? You may spare yourself the trouble of writing to any of 
your friends, till the solemnity has passed that shall entitle me to 
give weight to your application. When they know we are 
married, your brother’s plots will be at an end; and your father, 
and mother, and uncles, must be reconciled to you. Why then 
should you hesitate a moment to confirm my happiness? Why, 
once more, would you banish me from you ? Why will you not 
give the man who has brought you into difficulties, and who so 
honourably wishes to extricate you from them, the happiness 
of doing so? 

He was silent. My voice failed to second the inclination. I had 
to say something not wholly discouraging to a point so warmly 
pressed. 

I ’ll tell you, my angel, resumed he, what I propose to do, if 
you approve of it. I will instantly go out to view some of the 
handsome new squares, or fine streets round them, and make a 
report to you of any suitable house I find to be let. .1 will take 
such a one as you shall choose, and set up an equipage befitting 
our condition. You shall direct the whole. And on some early 
day, either before or after we fix [it must be at your own choice'], be 
pleased to make me the happiest of men. And then will every- 
thing be in a desirable train. You shall receive in your own 
house (if it can be so soon furnished as I wish) the compli- 
ments of all my relations. Charlotte shall visit you in the 
interim: and if it take up time, you shall choose whom you 
will honour with your company, first, second, or third, in the 
summer months; and on your return you shall find all that was 
wanting in your new habitation supplied; and pleasures in a 
constant round shall attend us. O my angel, take me to you, 
instead of banishing me from you, and make me yours for ever. 

You see, my dear, that here was no day pressed for. I was 
not uneasy about that; and the sooner recovered myself, as there 
was not. But, however, I gave him no reason to upbraid me for 
refusing his offer of going in search of a house. 

He is accordingly gone out for this purpose. But I find that 
he intends to take up his lodging here to-night; and if to-night, 
no doubt on other nights, while he is in town. As the doors and 
windows of my apartment have good fastenings; as he has not, 
in all this time, given me cause for apprehension; as he has the 
pretence of my brother’s schemes to plead ; as the people below 
are very courteous and obliging; Miss Horton especially, who 
seems to have taken a great liking to me, and to be of a gentler 
temper and manners than Miss Martin; and as we are now in 


CLARISSA HARLOWE 


21 I 


LIX] 


a tolerable way; I imagine it would look particular to them all, 
and bring me into a debate with a man who (let him be set upon 
what he will) has always a great deal to say for himself, if I 
were to insist upon his promise: on all these accounts, I think, 
I will take no notice of his lodging here, if he don’t. 

Let me know, my dear, your thoughts of everything. 

You may believe I gave him back his bank-note the moment 
I saw him. 


Friday Evening. 

Mr. Lovelace has seen two or three houses; but none to his 
mind. But he has heard of one which looks promising, he says, 
and which he is to inquire about in the morning. 

Saturday Morning. 

He has made his inquiries, and actually seen the house he was 
told of last night. The owner of it is a young widow lady, who 
is inconsolable for the death of her husband ; Fretchville her 
name. It is furnished quite in taste, everything being new 
within these six months. He believes, if I like not the furniture, 
the use of it may be agreed for, with the house, for a time certain : 
but if I like it, he will endeavour to take the one, and purchase 
the other, directly. 

The lady sees nobody; nor are the best apartments above- 
stairs to be viewed till she is either absent, or gone into the 
country; which she talks of doing in a fortnight, or three weeks, 
at farthest; and to live there retired. 

What Mr. Lovelace saw of the house (which were the salon 
and two parlours) was perfectly elegant; and he was assured all 
is of a piece. The offices are also very convenient ; coach-house 
and stables at hand. 

He shall be very impatient, he says, till I see the whole; nor 
will he, if he finds he can have it, look farther till I have seen it, 
except anything else offer to my liking. The price he values not. 

He now does nothing but talk of the ceremony, but not indeed 
of the day. I don’t want him to urge that — but I wonder 
he does not. 

He has just now received a letter from Lady Betty Lawrance, 
by a particular hand ; the contents principally relating to an 
affair she has in Chancery. But in the postscript she is pleased 
to say very respectful things of me. 

They are all impatient, she says, for the happy day being over; 
which, they flatter themselves, will ensure his reformation. 
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He hoped, he told me, that I would soon enable him to answer 
their wishes and his own. 

But, my dear, although the opportunity was so inviting, he 
urged not for the day. Which is the more extraordinary , as he 
was so pressing for marriage before we came to town. 

He was very earnest with me to give him, and four of his 
friends, my company on Monday evening at a little collation. 
Miss Martin and Miss Horton cannot, he says, be there, being 
engaged in a party of their own, with two daughters of Colonel 
Solcombe, and two nieces of Sir Antony Holmes, upon an annual 
occasion. But Mrs. Sinclair will be present, and she gave him 
hope of the company of a young lady of very great fortune and 
merit (Miss Partington ), an heiress to whom Colonel Sinclair, it 
seems, in his lifetime was guardian, and who therefore calls 
Mrs. Sinclair mamma. 

I desired to be excused. He had laid me, I said, under a most 
disagreeable necessity of appearing as a married person; and I 
would see as few people as possible who were to think me so. 

He would not urge it, he said, if I were much averse: but they 
were his select friends; men of birth and fortune, who longed to 
see me. It was true, he added, that they, as well as his friend 
Doleman, believed we were married: but they thought him 
under the restrictions that he had mentioned to the people below. 
I might be assured, he told me, that his politeness before them 
should be carried into the highest degree of reverence. 

When he is set upon anything, there is no knowing, as I have 
said heretofore, what one can do . 1 But I will not, if I can help 
it, be made a show of; especially to men of whose characters and 
principles I have no good opinion. I am, my dearest friend. 

Your ever affectionate 

Cl. Harlowe. 

Mr. Lovelace in his next letter gives an account of his quick 
return : of his reasons to the lady for it : of her displeasure upon it : 
and of her urging his absence, from the safety she was in from the 
situation of the house , except she were to be traced out by his visits. 

I was confoundedly puzzled, says he , on this occasion, and on 
her insisting upon the execution of a too-ready offer which I 
made her to go down to Berks, to bring up my Cousin Charlotte 
to visit and attend her. I made miserable excuses; and, fearing 
that they would be mortally resented, as her passion began to 

1 See p. 197. See also vol. i, p. 329. 
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rise upon my saying Charlotte was delicate, which she took 
strangely wrong, I was obliged to screen myself behind the most 
solemn and explicit declarations. 

He then repeats those declarations , to the same effect with the 
account she gives of them. 

I began, says he, with an intention to keep my life of honour 
in view, in the declarations I made her; but, as it has been said 
of a certain orator in the House of Commons, who more than 
once, in a long speech, convinced himself as he went along, and 
concluded against the side he set out intending to favour, so I 
in earnest pressed without reserve for matrimony in the progress 
of my harangue, which state I little thought of urging upon her 
with so much strength and explicitness. 

He then values himself upon the delay that his proposal of taking 
and furnishing a house must occasion. 

He wavers in his resolutions whether to act honourably or not by 
a merit so exalted. 

He values himself upon his own delicacy, in expressing his 
indignation against her friends, for supposing what he pretends his 
heart rises against them for presuming to suppose. 

But have I not reason, says he, to be angry with her for not 
praising me for this my delicacy, when she is so ready to call me 
to account for the least failure in punctilio? However, I believe 
I can excuse her too, upon this generous consideration [for 
generous I am sure it is, because it is against myself]; that her 
mind being the essence of delicacy, the least want of it shocks 
her; while the meeting with what is so very extraordinary to me, 
is too familiar to her to obtain her notice, as an extraordinary. 

He glories in the story of the house , and of the young widow 
possessor of it, Mrs. Fretchville he calls her; and leaves it doubtful 
to Mr. Belford whether it be a real or fictitious story. 

He mentions his different proposals in relation to the cere?nony , 
which he so earnestly pressed for; and owns his artful intention in 
avoiding to name the day. 

And now, says he, I hope soon to have an opportunity to begin 
my operations; since all is halcyon and security. 

It is impossible to describe the dear creature’s sweet and 
silent confusion, when I touched upon the matrimonial topics. 



214 THE HISTORY OF [let. 

She may doubt. She may fear. The wise in all important 
cases will doubt, and will fear, till they are sure. But her 
apparent willingness to think well of a spirit so inventive, and so 
machinating, is a happy prognostic for me. Oh, these reasoning 
ladies! How I love these reasoning ladies! ’Tis all over with 
them, when once love has crept into their hearts: for then will 
they employ all their reasoning powers to excuse rather than to 
blame the conduct of the doubted lover, let appearances against 
him be ever so strong. 

Mowbray, Belton, and Tourville long to see my angel, and 
will be there. She has refused me; but must be present notwith- 
standing. So generous a spirit as mine is cannot enjoy its 
happiness without communication. If I raise not your envy 
and admiration both at once, but half-joy will be the joy of 
having such a charming fly entangled in my web. She therefore 
must comply. And thou must come. And then will I show 
thee the pride and glory of the Harlowe family, my implacable 
enemies; and thou shalt join with me in my triumph over them all. 

I know not what may still be the perverse beauty’s fate: I 
want thee, therefore, to see and admire her while she is serene 
and full of hope: before her apprehensions are realized, if 
realized they are to be; and if evil apprehensions of me she 
really has: before her beamy eyes have lost their lustre: while 
yet her charming face is surrounded with all its virgin glories; 
and before the plough of disappointment has thrown up furrows 
of distress upon every lovely feature. 

If I can procure you this honour, you will be ready to laugh 
out, as I have often much ado to forbear, at the puritanical 
behaviour of the mother before this lady. Not an oath, not a 
curse, nor the least free word, escapes her lips. She minces in 
her gait. She prims up her horse-mouth. Her voice, which, 
when she pleases, is the voice of thunder, is sunk into an humble 
whine. Her stiff hams, that have not been bent to a civility for 
ten years past, are now limbered into curtsies three-deep at 
every word. Her fat arms are crossed before her; and she can 
hardly be prevailed upon to sit in the presence of my goddess. 

I am drawing up instructions for ye all to observe on Monday 
night. 

Saturday Night. 

Most confoundedly alarmed! Lord, sir, what do you think? 
cried Dorcas. My lady is resolved to go to church to-morrow! 
I was at quadrille with the women below. To church! said I; 
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and down I laid my cards. To church! repeated they, each 
looking upon the other. We had done playing for that night. 

Who could have dreamt of such a whim as this? Without 
notice, without questions! Her clothes not come! No leave 
asked! Impossible she should think of being my wtfel Besides, 
she don’t consider, if she go to church, I must go too ! Yet not to 
ask for my company ! Her brother and Singleton ready to snap 
her up, as far as she knows ! Known by her clothes ! Her person, 
her features, so distinguished ! Not such another woman in 
England! To church of all places! Is the devil in the girl? said 
I, as soon as I could speak. 

Well, but to leave this subject till to-morrow morning, I will 
now give you the instructions I have drawn up for your and 
your companions’ behaviour on Monday night. 


Instructions to be observed by John Belford, Richard Mowbray , 
Thomas Belton , and James Tourville , Esquires of the Body to 
General Robert Lovelace , on their admission to the presence of 
his Goddess. 

Ye must be sure to let it sink deep into your heavy heads, that 
there is no such lady in the world as Miss Clarissa Harlowe; and 
that she is neither more nor less than Mrs. Lovelace, though at 
present, to my shame be it spoken, a virgin. 

Be mindful also, that your old mother’s name, after that of her 
mother when a maid, is Sinclair: that her husband was a lieu- 
tenant-colonel, and all that you, Belford, know from honest 
Doleman’s letter of her , 1 that let your brethren know. 

Mowbray and Tourville, the two greatest blunderers of the 
four, I allow to be acquainted with the widow and nieces, from 
the knowledge they had of the colonel. They will not forbear 
familiarities of speech to the mother, as of longer acquaintance 
than a day. So I have suited their parts to their capacities. 

They may praise the widow and the colonel for people of great 
honour — but not too grossly; nor to labour the point so as to 
render themselves suspected. 

The mother will lead ye into her own and the colonel’s praises ; 
and Tourville and Mowbray may be both her vouchers — I, and 
you, and Belton must be only hearsay confirmers. 

As poverty is generally suspectiblc, the widow must be got 
handsomely aforehand; and no doubt but she is. The elegance 
of her house and furniture, and her readiness to discharge all 

1 See pp. 1 09-1 1. 
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demands upon her, which she does with ostentation enough, 
and which makes her neighbours, I suppose, like her the better, 
demonstrate this. She will propose to do handsome things by 
her two nieces. Sally is near marriage — with an eminent 
woollen draper in the Strand, if ye have a mind to it ; for there 
are five or six of them there. 

The nieces may be inquired after, since they will be absent, 
as persons respected by Mowbray and Tourville, for their late 
worthy uncle’s sake. 

Watch ye diligently every turn of my countenance ; every 
motion of my eye; for in my eye, and in my countenance, will 
ye find a sovereign regulator. I need not bid you respect me 
mightily: your allegiance obliges ye to that: and who that sees 
me, respects me not? 

Priscilla Partington (for her looks so innocent, and discretion 
so deep, yet seeming so softly) may be greatly relied upon. She 
will accompany the mother, gorgeously dressed, with all her 
Jew’s extravagance flaming out upon her; and first induce , then 
countenance , the lady. She has her cue, and I hope will make 
her acquaintance coveted by my charmer. 

Miss Partington’s history is this: The daughter of Colonel 
Sinclair’s brother-in-law: that brother-in-law may have been a 
Turkey merchant, or any merchant, who died confoundedly 
rich: the colonel one of her guardians [ collateral credit in that to 
the old one]: whence she always calls Mrs. Sinclair mamma ; 
though not succeeding to the trust. 

She is just come to pass a day or two, and then to return to her 
surviving guardian’s at Barnet. 

Miss Partington has suitors a little hundred (her grandmother, 
an alderman’s dowager, having left her a great additional 
fortune), and is not trusted out of her guardian’s house without 
an old govemante noted for discretion, except to her Mamma 
Sinclair; with whom now and then she is permitted to be for 
a week together. 

Prise, will mamma-up Mrs. Sinclair, and will undertake to 
court her guardian to let her pass a delightful week with her — 
Sir Edward Holden he may as well be, if your shallow pates 
will not be clogged with too many circumstantials. Lady 
Holden perhaps will come with her: for she always delighted in 
her Mamma Sinclair’s company; and talks of her, and her good 
management, twenty times a day. 

Be it principally thy part. Jack, who art a parading fellow, 
and aimest at wisdom, to keep thy brother-varlets from blunder- 


Lix] CLARISSA HARLOWE 217 

ixi&j for, as thou must have observed from what I have written, 
we have the most watchful and most penetrating lady in the 
world to deal with : a lady worth deceiving ! but whose eyes will 
pierce to the bottom of your shallow souls the moment she hears 
you open. Do thou, therefore, place thyself between Mowbray 
and Tourville : their toes to be played upon and commanded by 
thme, if they go wrong: thy elbows to be the ministers of 
approbation. 

As to your general behaviour; no hypocrisy! I hate it: so 
does my charmer. If I had studied for it, I believe I could 
have been an hypocrite: but my general character is so well 
known, that I should have been suspected at once, had I aimed 
at making myself too white. But what necessity can there be 
for hypocrisy, unless the generality of the sex were to refuse 
us for our immoralities? The best of them love to have the 
credit of reforming us. Let the sweet souls try for it: if they 
fail, their intent was good. That will be a consolation to them. 
And as to us, our work will be the easier; our sins the fewer: 
since they will draw themselves in with a very little of our help; 
and we shall save a parcel of cursed falsehoods, and appear to be 
what we are both to angels and men. Meantime their very 
mothers will acquit us, and reproach them with their 
self -do, self -have-, and as having erred against k?iowledge, and 
ventured against manifest appearances. What folly, therefore, 
for men of our character to be hypocrites ! 

Be sure to instruct the rest, and do thou thyself remember 

not to talk obscenely. You know I never permitted any of you 

to talk obscenely. Time enough for that when ye grow old, 

and can only talk. Besides, ye must consider Prise. ’s affected 

character, my goddess’s real one. Far from obscenity, therefore, 

do not so much as touch upon the double entendre. What! as 

I have often said, cannot you touch a lady’s heart, without 
wounding her ear? 

It is necessary that ye should appear worse men than myself 
You cannot help appearing so, you ’ll say. Well then, there will 
be the less restraint upon you — the less restraint, the less 
anectation. And if Belton begins his favourite subject in behalf 
of keeping, it may make me take upon myself to oppose him: 
but fear not; I shall not give the argument all my force. 

She must have some curiosity, I think, to see what sort of 
men my companions are: she will not expect any of you to be 
saints. Are ye not men bom of considerable fortunes, although 
ye are not all of ye men of parts ? Who is it in this mortal life 
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that wealth does not mislead ? And as it gives people the power 
of being mischievous , does it not require great virtue to forbear 
the use of that power? Is not the devil said to be the god of this 
world? Are we not children of this world? Well, then! let me 
tell thee that it is the poor and the middling that must save the 
rest; if the rest are to be saved. Ungrateful wretches the rest, 
thou wilt be apt to say, to make such sorry returns, as they 
generally make, to the poor and the middling ! 

This dear lady is prodigiously learned in theories', but as to 
practices , as to experimental^; , must be, as you know from her 
tender years, a mere novice. Till she knew me, I dare say, she 
did not believe, whatever she had read, that there were such 
fellows in the world as she will see in you four. I shall have 
much pleasure in observing how she ’ll stare at her company, 
when she finds me the politest man of the five. 

And so much for instructions general and particular for your 
behaviour on Monday night. 

And let me add, that you must attend to every minute 
circumstance, whether you think there be reason in it, or not. 
Deep, like golden ore, frequently lies my meaning, and richly 
worth digging for. The hint of least moment, as you may 
imagine it, is often pregnant with events of the greatest. Be 
implicit. Am not I your general? Did I ever lead you on, that 
I brought ye not off with safety and success, sometimes to your 
own stupid astonishment? 

And now, methinks, thou art curious to know what can be 
my view in risking the displeasure of my fair one, and alarming 
her fears, after four or five halcyon days have gone over our 
heads? I ’ll satisfy thee. 

The visitors of the two nieces will crowd the house. Beds 
will be scarce. Miss Partington, a sweet, modest, genteel girl, 
will be prodigiously taken with my charmer; will want to begin 
a friendship with her. A share in her bed, for one night only, 
will be requested. Who knows but on that very Monday night 
I may be so unhappy as to give mortal offence to my beloved. 
The shiest birds may be caught napping. Should she attempt to 
fly me upon it, cannot I detain her ? Should she actually fly, 
cannot I bring her back by authority civil or uncivil, if l have 
evidence upon evidence that she acknowledged, though but 
tacitly, her marriage? And should I, or should I not succeed, 
and she forgive me , or if she but descend to expostulate , or if she 
bear me in her sight ; then will she be all my own. All delicacy is 
my charmer. I long to see how such a delicacy, on any of these 
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occasions, will behave. And in my situation it behoves me to 
provide against every accident. 

I must take care, knowing what an eel I have to do with, that 
the little wriggling rogue does not slip through my fingers. How 
silly should I look, staring after her, when she had shot from me 
into the muddy river, her family, from which with so much 
difficulty I have taken her! 

Well then, here are — let me see — how many persons are there 
who, after Monday night, will be able to swear that she has 
gone by my name, answered to my name, had no other view in 
leaving her friends, but to go by my name? Her own relations 
neither able nor willing to deny it. First, here are my servants; 
her servant Dorcas; Mrs. Sinclair: Mrs. Sinclair’s two nieces; 
and Miss Partington. 

But for fear these evidences should be suspected, here comes 
the jet of the business: “No less than four worthy gentlemen, 
of fortune and family, who were all in company such a night 
particularly, at a collation to which they were invited by Robert 
Lovelace, of Sandoun Hall, in the county of Lancaster, Esquire, 
in company with Magdalen Sinclair, widow, and Priscilla Parting- 
ton, spinster, and the lady complainant; when the said Robert 
Lovelace addressed himself to the said lady, on a multitude of 
occasions, as his wife; as they and others did, as Mrs. Lovelace; 
every one complimenting and congratulating her upon her 
nuptials; and that she received such their compliments and 
congratulations with no other visible displeasure or repugnance, 
than such as a young bride, full of blushes and pretty confusion, 
might be supposed to express upon such contemplative revolv- 
ings as those compliments would naturally inspire.” Nor do 
thou rave at me. Jack, nor rebel. Dost think I brought the 
dear creature hither for nothing? 

And here ’s a faint sketch of my plot. Stand by, varlets — 
Tanta-ra-ra-ra ! Veil your bonnets, and confess your master! 


better LX — Mr. Lovelace to John Beljord, Esq. 

Sunday. 

Have been at church. Jack — behaved admirably well too! My 
charmer is pleased with me now: for I was exceedingly attentive 
to the discourse, and very ready in the auditor’s part of the 
service. Eyes did not much wander. How could they, when 
the loveliest object, infinitely the loveliest, in the whole church, 
was in my view ? 

II H 88 3 
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Dear creature! how fervent, how amiable, in her devotions! 
I have got her to own that she prayed for me. I hope a prayer 
from so excellent a mind will not be made in vain. 

There is, after all, something beautifully solemn in devotion. 
The Sabbath is a charming institution to keep the heart right, 
when it is right. One day in seven, how reasonable! I think 
I ’ll go to church once a day often. I fancy it will go a great 
way towards making me a reformed man. To see multitudes 
of well-appearing people all joining in one reverent act: an 
exercise worthy of a rational being! Yet it adds a sting or two 
to my former stings, when I think of my projects with regard to 
this charming creature. In my conscience, I believe, if I were 
to go constantly to church, I could not pursue them. 

I had a scheme come into my head while there: but I will 
renounce it, because it obtruded itself upon me in so good a 
place. Excellent creature ! How many ruins has she prevented 
by attaching me to herself; by engrossing my whole attention! 

But let me tell thee what passed between us in my first visit 
of this morning ; and then I will acquaint thee more largely with 
my good behaviour at church. 

I could not be admitted till after eight. I found her ready 
prepared to go out. I pretended to be ignorant of her intention, 
having charged Dorcas not to own that she had told me 
of it. 

Going abroad, madam? — with an air of indifference. 

Yes, sir; I intend to go to church. 

I hope, madam, I shall have the honour to attend you. 

No: she designed to take a chair, and go to the next church. 

This startled me: a chair to carry her to the next church from 
Mrs. Sinclair’s, her right name not Sinclair, and to bring her back 
hither, in the face of people who might not think well of^the 
house! There was no permitting that. Yet I was to appear 
indifferent. But said, I should take it for a favour if she would 
permit me to attend her in a coach, as there was time for it, to 

St. Paul’s. 

She made objections to the gaiety of my dress; and told me, 
that, if she went to St. Paul’s, she could go in a coach without me. 

I objected Singleton and her brother, and offered to dress in 

the plainest suit I had. . 

I beg the favour of attending you, dear madam, said I. 1 
have not been at church a great while: we shall sit in different 
stalls : and the next time I go, I hope it will be to give myself a 
title to the greatest blessing I can receive. 
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She made some further objections: but at last permitted me 
the honour of attending her. 

I got myself placed in her eye, that the time might not seem 
tedious to me; for we were there early. And I gained her good 
opinion, as I mentioned above, by my behaviour. 

The subject of the discourse was particular enough: it was 
about a prophet’s story or parable of an ewe lamb taken by a 
rich man from a poor one, who dearly loved it, and whose only 
comfort it was: designed to strike remorse into David, on his 
adultery with Uriah’s wife Bathsheba, and his murder of the 
husband. These women. Jack, have been the occasion of all 
manner of mischief from the beginning ! Now, when David, full 
of indignation, swore [King David would swear. Jack: but how 
shouldst thou know who King David was? The story is in the 
Bible] that the rich man should surely die; Nathan, which was 
the prophet’s name, and a good ingenious fellow, cried out 
(which were the words of the text) Thou art the man ! By my soul 
I thought the parson looked directly at me: and at that moment 
I cast my eye full on my ewe lamb. But I must tell thee too, 
that I thought a good deal of my Rosebud. A better man than 
King David, in that point, however, thought I ! 

When we came home, we talked upon the subject; and I 
showed my charmer my attention to the discourse, by letting 
her know where the doctor made the most of his subject, and 
where it might have been touched to greater advantage: for it is 
really a very affecting story, and has as pretty a contrivance in it 
as ever I read. And this I did in such a grave way, that she 
seemed more and more pleased with me; and I have no doubt 
that I shall get her to favour me to-morrow night with her 
company at my collation. 


Sunday Evening. 

We all dined together in Mrs. Sinclair’s parlour. All excessively 
right ! The two nieces have topped their parts ; Mrs. Sinclair hers. 
Never so easy as now ! “ She really thought a little oddly of these 
people at first, she said: Mrs. Sinclair seemed very forbidding! 
Her nieces were persons with whom she could not wish to be 
acquainted. But really we should not be too hasty in our 
censures. Some people improve upon us. The widow seems 
tolerable . ’ She went no farther than tolerable. “Miss Martin 
and Miss Horton are young people of good sense, and have read 
a great deal. What Miss Martin particularly said of marriage, 
and of her humble servant, was very solid. She believes, with 
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such notions, she cannot make a bad wife.” I have said, 
Sally’s humble servant is a woollen draper of great reputation; 
and she is soon to be married. 

I have been letting her into thy character, and into the 
characters of my other three esquires, in hopes to excite her 
curiosity to see you to-morrow night. I have told her some of 
the worst , as well as best parts of your characters, in order to 
exalt myself, and to obviate any sudden surprises, as well as to 
teach her what form of men she may expect to see, if she will 
oblige me with her company. 

By her after observations upon each of you, I shall judge 
what I may or may not do to obtain or keep her good opinion; 
what she will like , what not ; and so pursue the one, or avoid the 
other, as I see proper. So, while she is penetrating into your 
shallow heads, I shall enter her heart, and know what to bid my 
own to hope for. 

The house is to be taken in three weeks: all will be over in 
three weeks, or bad will be my luck! Who knows but in three 
days? Have I not carried that great point of making her pass for 
my wife to the people below ? And that other great one of fixing 
myself here night and day? What woman ever escaped me, who 
lodged under one roof with me? The house too, the house; 
the people, people after my own heart: her servants. Will and 
Dorcas, both my servants. Three days , did I say! Pho! pho! 
pho ! Three hours / 

• • • • • • • 

I have carried my third point; but so extremely to the dislike 
of my charmer, that I have been threatened, for suffering Miss 
Partington to be introduced to her without her leave. Which 
laid her under a necessity to deny or comply with the urgent 
request of so fine a young lady; who had engaged to honour 
me at my collation, on condition that my beloved would be 
present at it. 

To be obliged to appear before my friends as what she was not ! 
She was for insisting that I should acquaint the women here 
with the truth of the matter; and not go on propagating stories 
for her to countenance ; making her a sharer in my guilt. 

But what points will not perseverance carry? especially when 
it is covered over with the face of yielding now , and Parthian- 
like returning to the charge anon. Do not the sex carry all their 
points with their men by the same methods? Have I conversed 
with them so freely as I have done, and learnt nothing of them ? 
Didst thou ever know that a woman’s denial of any favour. 
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whether the least or the greatest, that my heart was set upon, 
stood her in any stead ? The more perverse she, the more steady 
I ; that is my rule. 

But the point thus so much against her will carried, I doubt 
thou wilt see in her more of a sullen than of an obliging charmer. 
For when Miss Partington was withdrawn, “What was Miss 
Partington to her? In her situation she wanted no new acquain- 
tance. And what were my four friends to her in her present 

circumstances? She would assure me, if ever again ” And 

there she stopped, with a twirl of her hand. 

When we meet, I will, in her presence, tipping thee a wink, 
show thee the motion; for it was a very pretty one. Quite new. 
Yet have I seen an hundred pretty passionate twirls too, in my 
time, from other fair ones. How universally engaging it is to 
put a woman of sense, to whom a man is not married, in a 
passion, let every ranting scene in our plays testify. Take care, 
my charmer, now thou art come to delight me with thy angry 
twirls, that thou temptest me not to provoke a variety of them 
from one, whose every motion, whose every air, carries in it so 
much sense and soul. 

But, angry or pleased, this charming creature must be all 
loveliness. Her features are all harmony, and made for one 
another. No other feature could be substituted in the place of 
any one of hers but must abate of her perfection: and think 
you that I do not long to have your opinion of my fair prize? 

If you love to see features that glow, though the heart is frozen, 
and never yet was thaw’ed ; if you love fine sense, and adages 
flowing through teeth of ivory and lips of coral; an eye that 
penetrates all things; a voice that is harmony itself; an air of 
grandeur, mingled with a sweetness that cannot be described ; 
a politeness that, if ever equalled, was never excelled — you ’ll 
see all these excellences, and ten times more, in this my 
Gloriana. 

Mark her majestic fabric! — She 's a temple 

Sacred by birth, and built by hands divine; 

Her Soul the deity that lodges there: 

Nor is the pile unworthy of the god. 

Or, to describe her in a softer style with Rowe, 

The bloom of op'ning flow’rs, unsully'd beauty. 

Softness, and sweetest innocence, she wears. 

And looks like nature in the world's first spring. 

Adieu, varlets four ! At six on Monday evening, I expect ye all. 
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Letter LX1 — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Sunday, April 30 . 

Mr. Lovelace in his last letters having taken notice of the most 
material passages contained in this letter , the following extracts 
from it are only inserted. 

She gives pretty near the same account that he does of what passed 
between them , on her resolution to go to church; and of his proposal 
of St. Paul’s, and desire of attending her. She praises his good 
behaviour there; as also the discourse, and the preacher: is pleased 
with its seasonableness. Gives particulars of the conversation 
between them afterwards, and commends the good observations he 
makes upon the sermon. 

I am willing, says she, to have hopes of him: but am so unable 
to know how to depend upon his seriousness for an hour together, 
that all my favourable accounts of him in this respect must be 
taken with allowance. 

Being very much pressed, I could not tell how to refuse 
dining with the widow and her nieces this day. I am better 
pleased with them than I ever thought I should be. I cannot 
help blaming myself for my readiness to give severe censures 
where reputation is concerned. People’s ways, humours, con- 
stitutions, education, allowed for, my dear, many persons, as far 
as I know, may appear blameless, whom others of different 
humours and educations are too apt to blame; and who, from the 
same fault, may be as ready to blame them. I will, therefore, 
make it a rule to myself for the future, never to judge per- 
emptorily on first appearances: but yet I must observe that 
these are not people I should choose to be intimate with, or 
whose ways I can like: although, for the stations they are in, 
they may go through the world with tolerable credit. 

Mr. Lovelace’s behaviour has been such as makes me call this, 
so far as it is passed, an agreeable day. Yet, when easiest as to 
him, my situation with my friends takes place in my thoughts, 
and causes me many a tear. 

I am the more pleased with the people of the house, because 
of the persons of rank they are acquainted with, and who 
visit them. 


Sunday Evening. 

I am still well pleased with Mr. Lovelace’s behaviour. We 
have had a good deal of serious discourse together. The man 
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has really just and good notions. He confesses how much he is 
pleased with this day, and hopes for many such. Nevertheless, 
he ingenuously warned me that his unlucky vivacity might 
return: but he doubted not that he should be fixed at last by 
my example and conversation. 

He has given me an entertaining account of the four gentlemen 
he is to meet to-morrow night: entertaining , I mean, for his 
humorous description of their persons, manners, etc., but such 
a description as is far from being to their praise: yet he seemed 
rather to design to divert my melancholy by it, than to degrade 
them. I think at bottom, my dear, that he must be a good- 
natured man; but that he was spoiled young for want of check 
or control. 

I cannot but call this, my circumstances considered, a happy 
day to the end of it. Indeed, my dear, I think I could prefer 
him to all the men I ever knew, were he but to be always what 
he has been this day. You see how ready I am to own all you 
have charged me with, when I find myself out. It is a difficult 
thing, I believe, sometimes, for a young creature that is able to 
deliberate with herself, to know when she loves, or when she 
hates: but I am resolved, as much as possible, to be determined 
both in my hatred and love by actions , as they make the man 
worthy or unworthy. 

She dates again on Monday , and declares herself highly displeased 
at Miss Partington s being introduced to her: and still more for 
being obliged to promise to be present at Mr. Lovelace' s collation. 
She foresees, she says, a murdered evening. 

Letter LXI I — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Hoive 

Monday Night, May I. 

I have just escaped from the very disagreeable company I was 
obliged, so much against my will, to be in. As a very particular 
relation of this evening’s conversation would be painful to me, 
you must content yourself with what you shall be able to collect 
from the outlines, as I may call them, of the characters of the 
persons; assisted by the little histories Mr. Lovelace gave me 
of each yesterday. 

The names of the gentlemen are Belton, Mowbray, Tourville, 
and Belford. These four, with Mrs. Sinclair, Miss Partington, 
the great heiress mentioned in my last, Mr. Lovelace, and 
myself, made up the company. 

I gave you before the favourable side of Miss Partington’s 
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character, such as it was given me by Mrs. Sinclair and her 
nieces. I will now add a few words from my own observation 
upon her behaviour in this company. 

In better company perhaps she would have appeared to less 
disadvantage: but, notwithstanding her innocent looks , which 
Mr. Lovelace also highly praised, he is the last person whose 
judgment I would take upon real modesty. For I observed, 
that, upon some talk from the gentlemen, not free enough to be 
openly censured, yet too indecent in its implication to come from 
well-bred persons, in the company of virtuous people, this young 
lady w’as very ready to apprehend; and yet, by smiles and 
simperings, to encourage, rather than discourage, the culpable 
freedoms of persons, who, in what they went out of their way to 
say, must either be guilty of absurdity, meaning nothing ; or, 
meaning something, of rudeness . 1 

But indeed I have seen women, of whom I had a better 
opinion than I can say I have of Mrs. Sinclair, w r ho have allowed 
gentlemen , and themselves too, in greater liberties of this sort, than 
I have thought consistent with that purity of manners which 
ought to be the distinguishing characteristic of our sex. For what 
are words, but the body and dress of thought ? And is not the mind 
strongly indicated by its outward dress ? 

But to the gentlemen — as they must be called in right of their 
ancestors, it seems; for no other do they appear to have: 

Mr. Belton has had university education, and was designed 
for the gown ; but that not suiting with the gaiety of his temper, 
and an uncle dying, who devised to him a good estate, he 
quitted the college, came up to town, and commenced fine 
gentleman. He is said to be a man of sense. Mr. Belton dresses 
gaily, but not quite foppishly; drinks hard; keeps all hours, and 
glories in doing so; games, and has been hurt by that pernicious 
diversion: he is about thirty years of age: his face is of a fiery 
red, somew-hat bloated and pimply ; and his irregularities threaten 
a brief duration to the sensual dream he is in : for he has a short 
consumptive cough, which seems to denote bad lungs; yet makes 
himself and his friends merry by his stupid and inconsiderate 
jests upon very threatening symptoms, which ought to make 
him more serious. 

Mr. Mowbray has been a great traveller; speaks as many 
languages as Mr. Lovelace himself, but not so fluently: is of a 

1 Mr. Belford in Letter cxxiii of this volume, reminds Mr. Lovelace of 
some particular topics which passed in their conversation, extremely to 
the lady’s honour. 
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good family: seems to be about thirty-three or thirty-four: tall 
and comely in his person : bold and daring in his look : is a large- 
boned, strong man: has a great scar in his forehead, with a dent, 
as if his skull had been beaten in there, and a seamed scar in his 
right cheek. He dresses likewise very gaily: has his servants 
always about him, whom he is continually calling upon, and 
sending on the most trifling messages — half a dozen instances of 
which we had in the little time I was among them; while they 
seem to watch the turn of his fierce eye, to be ready to run, 
before they have half his message, and serve him with fear and 
trembling. Yet to his equals the man seems tolerable: he talks 
not amiss upon public entertainments and diversions, especially 
upon those abroad: yet has a romancing air; and avers things 
strongly which seem quite improbable. Indeed, he doubts 
nothing but what he ought to believe : for he jests upon sacred 
things; and professes to hate the clergy of all religions. He has 
high notions of honour , a word hardly ever out of his mouth; but 
seems to have no great regard to morals. 

Mr. Tourville occasionally told his age; just turned of 
thirty-one. He also is of an ancient family; but, in his person 
and manners, more of what I call the coxcomb than any of his 
companions. He dresses richly; would be thought elegant in 
the choice and fashion of what he wears; yet, after all, appears 
rather tawdry than fine. One sees, by the care he takes of his 
outside, and the notice he bespeaks from every one by his own 
notice of himself, that the inside takes up the least of his atten- 
tion. He dances finely, Mr. Lovelace says: is a master of music; 
and singing is one of his principal excellences. They prevailed 
upon him to sing ; and he obliged them both in Italian and French ; 
and, to do him justice, his songs in both were decent. They 
were all highly delighted with his performance; but his greatest 
admirers were Mrs. Sinclair, Miss Partington, and himself. To 
me he appeared to have a great deal of affectation. 

Mr. Tourville’s conversation and address are insufferably full 
of those really gross affronts upon the understanding of our sex, 
which the modems call compliments , and are intended to pass 
for so many instances of good breeding, though the most hyper- 
bolical, unnatural stuff that can be conceived, and which can 
only serve to show the insincerity of the complimenter , and 
the ridiculous light in which the complime?ited appears in his 
eyes, if he supposes a woman capable of relishing the romantic 
absurdities of his speeches. 

He affects to introduce into his common talk Italian and 
11 — *h 88 3 
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French words; and often answers an English question in French, 
which language he greatly prefers to the barbarously hissing 
English. But then he never fails to translate into this his odious 
native tongue the words and the sentences he speaks in the other 
two — lest, perhaps, it should be questioned whether he under- 
stands what he says. 

He loves to tell stories: always calls them nierry, facetious , 
good , or excellent , before he begins, in order to bespeak the 
attention of the hearers ; but never gives himself concern in the 
progress or conclusion of them, to make good what he promises 
in his preface. Indeed he seldom brings any of them to a 
conclusion; for, if his company have patience to hear him out, he 
breaks in upon himself by so many parenthetical intrusions, as 
one may call them, and has so many incidents springing in upon 
him, that he frequently drops his own thread, and sometimes 
sits down satisfied half-way; or, if at other times he would 
resume it, he applies to his company to help him in again, with 
a Devil fetch him if he remembers what he was driving at — but 
enough, and too much of Mr. Tourville. 

Mr. Belford is the fourth gentleman, and one of whom Mr. 
Lovelace seems more fond than of any of the rest; for he is a 
man of tried bravery, it seems; and this pair of friends came 
acquainted upon occasion of a quarrel (possibly about a woman) 
which brought on a challenge, and a meeting at Kensington 
Gravel-pits; which ended without unhappy consequences, by the 
mediation of three gentlemen strangers, just as each had made 
a pass at the other. 

Mr. Belford, it seems, is about seven- or eight-and-twenty. He 
is the youngest of the five, except Mr. Lovelace: and they are 
perhaps the wickedest ; for they seem to lead the other three as 
they please. Mr. Belford, as the others, dresses gaily: but has 
not those advantages of person, nor from his dress, which Mr. 
Lovelace is too proud of. He has, however, the appearance and 
air of a gentleman. He is well read in classical authors, and in 
the best English poets and writers: and, by his means, the 
conversation took now and then a more agreeable turn : and I, 
who endeavoured to put the best face I could upon my situation, 
as I passed for Mrs. Lovelace with them, made shift to join in it, 
at such times; and received abundance of compliments from all 
the company, on the observations I made . 1 

Mr. Belford seems good-natured and obliging; and, although 
very complaisant, not so fulsomely so as Mr. Tourville; and has 

1 See Letter cxxiii, above referred to- 
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a polite and easy manner of expressing his sentiments on all 
occasions. He seems to delight i n a logical way of argumenta- 
tion, as also does Mr. Belton. These two attacked each other 
in this way; and both looked at us women, as if to observe 
whether we did not admire their learning, or, when they had 
said a smart thing, their wit. But Mr. Belford had visibly the 
advantage of the other, having quicker parts, and, by taking the 
worst side of the argument, seemed to think he had. Upon the 
whole of his behaviour and conversation, he put me in mind of 
that character in Milton : 

— His tongue 

Dropt manna, and could make the worse appear 
The better reason, to perplex and dash 
Maturest counsels; for his thoughts were low; 

To vice industrious: but to nobler deeds 
Tim’rous and slothful: yet he pleas'd the ear. 


How little soever matters in general may be to our liking, we 
are apt, when hope is strong enough to permit it, to endeavour 
to make the best we can of the lot we have drawn; and I could 
not but observe often, how much Mr. Lovelace excelled all his 
four friends in everything they seemed desirous to excel in. But, 
as to wit and vivacity, he had no equal there. All the others gave 
up to him, when his lips began to open. The haughty Mowbray 
would call upon the prating Tourville for silence, and would 
elhow the supercilious Belton into attention, when Lovelace was 
going to speak. And when he had spoken, the words. Charming 
fellow ! with a free word of admiration or envy, fell from every 
mouth. 

He has indeed so many advantages in his person and manner, 
that what would be inexcusable in another, if one took not 
great care to watch over one’s self, and to distinguish what is the 
essence of right and wrong, would look becoming in him. 

Mr. Belford, to my no small vexation and confusion, with the 
forwardness of a favoured and entrusted friend, singled me out, 
on Mr. Lovelace’s being sent for down, to make me congratula- 
tory compliments on my supposed nuptials; which he did with 
a caution not to insist too long on the rigorous vow I had 
imposed upon a man so universally admired — 

“See him among twenty men,” said he, “all of distinction, 
and nobody is regarded but Mr. Lovelace.” 

It must, indeed, be confessed, that there is in his whole 
deportment a natural dignity, which renders all insolent or 
imperative demeanour as unnecessary as inexcusable. Then 
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that deceiving sweetness which appears in his smiles, in his 
accent, in his whole aspect and address, when he thinks it worth 
his while to oblige, or endeavour to attract, how does this show 
that he was born innocent, as I may say; that he was not 
naturally the cruel, the boisterous, the impetuous creature, which 
the wicked company he may have fallen into have made him! 
For he has, besides, an open, and, I think, an honest coun- 
tenance. Don’t you think so, my dear? On all these specious 
appearances, have I founded my hopes of seeing him a reformed 
man. 

But it is amazing to me, I own, that with so much of the 
gentleman, such a general knowledge of books and men, such a 
skill in the learned as well as modem languages, he can take so 
much delight as he does in the company of such persons as I have 
described, and in subjects of frothy impertinence, unworthy of 
his talents, and of his natural and acquired advantages. I can 
think but of one reason for it, and that must argue a very low 
mind : his vanity ; which makes him desirous of being considered 
as the head of the people he consorts with. A man to love praise, 
yet to be content to draw it from such contaminated springs ! 

One compliment passed from Mr. Belford to Mr. Lovelace, 
which hastened my quitting the shocking company — “You are 
a happy man, Mr. Lovelace,” said he, upon some fine speeches 
made him by Mrs. Sinclair, and assented to by Miss Partington: 
“ You have so much courage, and so much wit, that neither man 
nor woman can stand before you.” 

Mr. Belford looked at me when he spoke: yes, my dear, he 
smilingly looked at me: and he looked upon his complimented 
friend : and all their assenting , and therefore affronting eyes, both 
men’s and women’s, were turned upon your Clarissa: at least my 
self-reproaching heart made me think so; for that would hardly 
permit my eye to look up. 

Oh, my dear ! were but a woman, who gives reason to the world 
to think her to be in love with a man [and this must be believed 
to be my case; or to what can my supposed voluntary going off 
with Mr. Lovelace be imputed?], to reflect one moment on the 
exaltation she gives him, and the disgrace she brings upon 
herself ; the low pity, the silent contempt, the insolent sneers 
and whispers, to which she makes herself obnoxious from a 
censuring world of both sexes; how would she despise herself! 
And how much more eligible would she think death itself to such 

a discovered debasement! 

What I have thus in general touched upon, will account to 
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you why I could not more particularly relate what passed in 
this evening’s conversation: which, as may be gathered from 
what I have written, abounded with approbatory accusations, 
and supposed witty retorts. 


Letter LXIl I — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Afliss Howe 

Monday Midnight. 

I am very much vexed and disturbed at an odd incident. 

Mrs. Sinclair has just now left me; I believe in displeasure, on 
my declining to comply with a request she made me : which was 
to admit Miss Partington to a share in my bed ; her house being 
crowded by her nieces’ guests and by their attendants, as well as 
by those of Miss Partington. 

There might be nothing in it; and my denial carried a stiff and 
ill-natured appearance. But instantly, upon her making the 
request, it came into my thought, “that I was in a manner a 
stranger to everybody in the house: not so much as a servant 
I could call my own, or of whom I had any great opinion : that 
there were four men of free manners in the house, avowed 
supporters of Mr. Lovelace in matters of offence; himself a man 
of enterprise ; all, as far as I knew (and as I had reason to think 
by their noisy mirth after I left them), drinking deeply: that 
Miss Partington herself is not so bashful a person as she was 
represented to me to be : that officious pains were taken to give 
me a good opinion of her: and that Mrs. Sinclair made a greater 
parade in prefacing the request, than such a request needed. To 
deny, thought I, can carry only an appearance of singularity 
to people who already think me singular. To consent may 
possibly, if not probably, be attended with inconveniences. 
The consequences of the alternative so very disproportionate, I 
thought it more prudent to incur the censure, than to risk the 
inconvenience.” 

I told her that I was writing a long letter: that I should 
choose to write till I was sleepy: and that a companion would 
be a restraint upon me, and I upon her. 

She was loath, she said, that so delicate a young creature and 
so great a fortune as Miss Partington should be put to lie with 
Dorcas in a press-bed. She should be very sorry, if she had 
asked an improper thing. She had never been so put to it 
before. And Miss would stay up with her till I had done writing. 

Alarmed at this urgency, and it being easier to persist in a 
denial given, than to give it 2X first, I said. Miss Partington should 
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be welcome to my whole bed, and I would retire into the dining- 
room, and there, locking myself in, write all the night. 

The poor thing, she said, was afraid to lie alone. To be sure 
Miss Partington would not put me to such an inconvenience. 

She then withdrew: but returned; begged my pardon for 
returning: but the poor child, she said, was in tears. Miss 
Partington had never seen a young lady she so much admired, 
and so much wished to imitate, as me. The dear girl hoped that 
nothing had passed in her behaviour to give me dislike to her. 
Should she bring her to me ? 

I was very busy, I said. The letter I was writing was upon 
a very important subject. I hoped to see the young lady in the 
morning; when I would apologize to her for my particularity. 
And then Mrs. Sinclair hesitating, and moving towards the door 
(though she turned round to me again), I desired her ( lighting her) 
to take care how she went down. 


Pray, madam, said she, on the stairs head, don’t give yourself 
all this trouble. God knows my heart, I meant no affront: but, 
since you seem to take my freedom amiss, I beg you will not 
acquaint Mr. Lovelace with it ; for he perhaps will think me 
bold and impertinent. 

Now, my dear, is not this a particular incident, either as I 
have made it, or as it was designed ? I don’t love to do an uncivil 


thing. And if nothing were meant by the request, my refusal 
deserves to be called uncivil. Then I have shown a suspicion of 


foul usage by it, which surely dare not be meant. If just , I 
ought to apprehend everything, and fly the house and the man 
as I would an infection. If not just, and if I cannot contrive to 


clear myself of having entertained suspicions, by assigning some 
other plausible reason for my denial, the very staying here will 


have an appearance not at all reputable to myself. 

I am now out of humour with him, with myself, with all the 
world, but you. His companions are shocking creatures. Why, 
again I repeat, should he have been desirous to bring me into 
such company? Once more, I like him not. Indeed I do not 


like him! 


Letter LX1V — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Tuesday , May 2. 

With infinite regret I am obliged to tell you, that I can no longer 
write to you, or receive letters from you. Your mother has sent 
me a letter enclosed in a cover to Mr. Lovelace, directed for him 
at Lord M.’s (and which was brought him just now), reproaching 
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me on this subject in very angry terms, and forbidding me, “as 
I would not be thought to intend to make her and you unhappy, 
to write to you without her leave.” 

This, therefore, is the last you must receive from me, till 
happier days: and as my prospects are not very bad, I presume 
we shall soon have leave to write again; and even to see each 
other: since an alliance with a family so honourable as Mr. 
Lovelace’s is, will not be a disgrace. 

She is pleased to write, “That if I would wish to inflame you, 
I should let you know her written prohibition: but if otherwise, 
find some way of my own accord (without bringing her into the 
question) to decline a correspondence, which I must know she 
has for some time past forbidden.” But all I can say is, to 
beg of you not to be inflamed ; to beg of you not to let her know } 
or even by your behaviour to her, on this occasion, guess that I 
have acquainted you with my reason for declining to write to 
you. For how else, after the scruples I have heretofore made 
on this very subject, yet proceeding to correspond, can I honestly 
satisfy you about my motives for this sudden stop? So, my dear, 
I choose, you see, rather to rely upon your discretion, than to 
feign reasons with which you would not be satisfied, but, with 
your usual active penetration, sift to the bottom, and at last find 
me to be a mean and low qualifier; and that with an implication 
injurious to you, that I supposed you had not prudence enough 
to be trusted with the naked truth. 

I repeat, that my prospects are not bad. “The house, I 
presume, will soon be taken. The people here are very respect- 
ful, notwithstanding my nicety about Miss Partington. Miss 
Martin, who is near marriage with an eminent tradesman in the 
Strand, just now, in a very respectful manner, asked my opinion 
of some patterns of rich silks for the occasion. The widow has a 
less forbidding appearance than at first. Mr. Lovelace, on my 
declared dislike of his four friends, has assured me that neither 
they nor anybody else shall be introduced to me, without my 
leave.” 

These circumstances I mention (as you will suppose) that your 
kind heart may be at ease about me; that you may be induced by 
them to acquiesce with your mother’s commands ( cheerfully 
acquiesce), and that for my sake , lest I should be thought an 
inflamer ; who am, with very contrary intentions, my dearest 
and best-beloved friend. 

Your ever obliged and affectionate, 

Clarissa Harlowe. 
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Letter LXV — Miss Howe to Miss Clarissa Harlowe 

Wedn., May 3. 

I am astonished that my mother should take such a step — purely 
to exercise an unreasonable act of authority; and to oblige the 
most remorseless hearts in the world. If I find that I can be of 
use to you, either by advice or information, do you think I will 
not give it? Were it to any other person, much less dear to me 
than you are, do you think, in such a case, I would forbear 
giving it? 

Mr. Hickman, who pretends to a little casuistry in such nice 
matters, is of opinion that I ought not to decline a correspon- 
dence thus circumstanced. And ’tis well he is; for my mother 
having set me up, I must have somebody to quarrel with. 

This I will come into, if it will make you easy — I will forbear 
to write to you for a few days, if nothing extraordinary happen; 
and till the rigour of her prohibition is abated. But be assured 
that I will not dispense with your writing to me. My heart, my 
conscience, my honour, will not permit it. 

But how will I help myself? How! Easily enough. For I 
do assure you that I want but very little further provocation to 
fly privately to London. And if I do, I will not leave you till I 
see you either honourably married, or absolutely quit of the 
wretch: and in this last case, I will take you down with me, in 
defiance of the whole world : or, if you refuse to go with me, stay 
with you, and accompany you as your shadow whithersoever 

you go. 

Don’t be frighted at this declaration. There is but one 
consideration, and but one hope, that withhold me; watched as 
I am in all my retirements; obliged to read to her without a 
voice; to work in her presence without fingers; and to lie with 
her every night against my will. The consideration is, lest you 
should apprehend that a step of this nature would look like a 
doubling of your fault, in the eyes of such as think your going 
away a fault. The hope is, that things will still end happily, and 
that some people will have reason to take shame to themselves 
for the sorry parts they have acted. Nevertheless I am often 
balancing — but your resolving to give up the correspondence at 
this crisis will turn the scale. Write, therefore, or take the 
consequence. 

A few words upon the subject of your last letters. I know not 
whether your brother’s wise project be given up or not. A 
dead silence reigns in your family. Your brother was absent 
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three days; then at home one; and is now absent: but whether 
with Singleton or not, I cannot find out. 

By your account of your wretch’s companions, I see not but 
they are a set of infernals , and he the Beelzebub . What could he 
mean, as you say, by his earnestness to bring you into such 
company, and to give you such an opportunity to make him and 
them reflecting-glasses to one another ? The man ’s a fool, to be 
sure, my dear. A silly fellow, at least. The wretches must put 
on their best before you, no doubt. Lords of the creation ! 
Noble fellows these ! Yet who knows how many poor despicable 
souls of our sex the worst of them has had to whine after him ! 

You have brought an inconvenience upon yourself, as you 
observe, by your refusal of Miss Partington for your bedfellow. 
Pity you had not admitted her. Watchful as you are, what could 
have happened ? If violence were intended, he would not stay for 
the night. You might have sat up after her, or not gone to bed. 
Mrs. Sinclair pressed it too far. You was over-scrupulous. 

If anything happen to delay your nuptials, I would advise you 
to remove: but if you marry, perhaps you may think it no great 
matter to stay where you are till you take possession of your 
own estate. The knot once tied, and with so resolute a man, 
it is my opinion your relations will soon resign what they cannot 
legally hold : and, were even a litigation to follow, you will not be 
able, nor ought you to be willing , to help it: for your estate will 
then be his right; and it will be unjust to wish it to be withheld 
from him. 

One thing I would advise you to think of; and that is, of 
proper settlements: it will be to the credit of your prudence and 
of his justice (and the more as matters stand) that something 
of this should be done before you marry. Bad as he is, nobody 
accounts him a sordid man. And I wonder he has been hitherto 
silent on that subject. 

I am not displeased with his proposal about the widow lady’s 
house. I think it will do very well. But if it must be three 
weeks before you can be certain about it, surely you need not 
put off his day for that space: and he may bespeak his equipages. 
Surprising to me, as well as to you, that he could be so 
acquiescent ! 

I repeat — continue to write to me. I insist|jipon it; and that 
as minutely as possible: or, take the conse^ltence. I send this 
by a particular hand. I am, and ever will be. 

Your most affectionate 

Anna Howe. 
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Letter LXVI — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Thursday , May 4 . 

I FOREGO every other engagement, I suspend every wish, I 
banish every other fear, to take up my pen, to beg of you that 
you will not think of being guilty of such an act of love as I can 
never thank you for; but must for ever regret. If I must 
continue to write to you, I must. I know full well your im- 
patience of control, when you have the least imagination that 
your generosity or friendship is likely to be wounded by it. 

My dearest, dearest creature, would you incur a maternal, as 
I have a paternal, malediction? Would not the world think 
there was an infection in my fault, if it were to be followed by 
Miss Howe? There are some points so flagrantly wrong that 
they will not bear to be argued upon. This is one of them. I 
need not give reasons against such a rashness. Heaven forbid 
that it should be known that you had it but once in your thought , 
be your motives ever so noble and generous, to follow so bad an 
example; the rather, as that you would, in such a case, want 
the extenuations that might be pleaded in my favour; and 
particularly that one of being surprised into the unhappy step! 

The restraint your mother lays you under, would not have 
appeared heavy to you but on my account. Would you have 
once thought it a hardship to be admitted to a part of her bed? 
How did I use to be delighted with such a favour from my 
mother! How did I love to work in her presence! So did you in 
the presence of yours once. And to read to her in winter 
evenings I know was one of your joys. Do not give me cause 
to reproach myself on the reason that may be assigned for the 
change in you. 

Learn, my dear, I beseech you learn, to subdue your own 
passions. Be the motives what they will, excess is excess. 
Those passions in our sex which we take no pains to subdue, 
may have one and the same source with those infinitely blacker 
passions which we used so often to condemn in the violent and 
headstrong of the other sex; and which may be only heightened 
in them by custom , and their freer education. Let us both, my 
dear, ponder well this thought; look into ourselves, and fear. 

If I write, as I find I must, I insist upon your forbearing to 
write. Your silence to this shall be the sign to me that you will 
not think of the rashness you threaten me with; and that you 
will obey your mother as to your own part of the correspondence. 
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however: especially as you can inform or advise me in every 
weighty case by Mr. Hickman’s pen. 

My trembling writing will show you, my dear impetuous 
creature, what a trembling heart you have given to 

Your ever obliged. 

Or, if you take so rash a step. 

Your for ever disobliged, 

Clarissa Harlowe. 

My clothes were brought to me just now. But you have so 
much discomposed me, that I have no heart to look into the 
trunks. Why, why, my dear, will you frighten me with your 
flaming love? Distress is distress, to a weak heart, whether it 
arise from friendship or enmity. 

A servant of Mr. Lovelace carries this to Mr. Hickman for 
dispatch sake. Let that worthy man’s pen relieve my heart 
from this new uneasiness. 

Letter LXV11 — Mr. Hickman to Miss Clarissa Harlowe 

[ Sent to Wilson s by a particular hand J 

, Friday , May 5. 

Madam, — I have the honour of dear Miss Howe’s commands to 
acquaint you, without knowing the occasion, “That she is exces- 
sively concerned for the concern she has given you in her last 
letter: and that, if you will but write to her, under cover as 
before, she will have no thoughts of, what you are so very 
apprehensive about.” Yet she bid me write,J‘That if she has 
but the least imagination that she can serve you, and save you,” 
those are her words, “all the censures of the world will be but 
of second consideration with her.” I have great temptations 
on this occasion to express my own resentments upon your 
present state; but not being fully apprised of what that is — only 
conjecturing from the disturbance upon the mind of the dearest 
lady in the world to me, and the most sincere of friends to you, 
that that is not altogether so happy as were to be wished ; and 
being, moreover, forbid to enter into the cruel subject; I can 
only offer, as 1 do, my best and faithfullest services; and wish 
you a happy deliverance from all your troubles. For I am. 

Most excellent young lady. 

Your faithful and most obedient servant, 

Ch. Hickman. 
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Letter LXVUI — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford, Esq. 

Tuesday, May 2. 

Mercury, as the fabulist tells us, having the curiosity to know 
the estimation he stood in among mortals, descended in disguise, 
and, in a statuary’s shop, cheapened a Jupiter, then a Juno, 
then one, then another, of the Dii ?najores; and at last asked. 
What price that same statue of Mercury bore? O sir, says the 
artist, buy one of the others, and I ’ll throw you in that for 
nothing. 

How sheepish must the god of thieves look, upon this rebuff 
to his vanity ! 

So thou ! A thousand pounds wouldst thou give for the good 
opinion of this single lady — to be only thought tolerably of, and 
not quite unworthy of her conversation, would make thee happy. 
And at parting last night, or rather this morning, thou madest 
me promise a few lines to Edgware, to let thee know what she 
thinks of thee, and of thy brethren. 

Thy thousand pounds , Jack, is all thy own: for most heartily 
does she dislike ye all — thee as much as any of the rest. 

I am sorry for it too, as to thy part ; for two reasons. One , 
that I think thy motive for thy curiosity was fear or conscious- 
ness: whereas that of the arch-thief was vanity, intolerable 
vanity: and he was therefore justly sent away with a blush 
upon his cheeks to heaven, and could not brag. The other , 
that I am afraid, if she dislikes thee, she dislikes me: for are we 
not birds of a feather? 

I must never talk of reformation, she told me, having such 
companions, and taking such delight, as I seemed to take, in 
their frothy conversation. 

I, no more than you, Jack, imagined she could possibly like 
ye: but then, as my friends, I thought a person of her education 
would have been more sparing of her censures. 

I don’t know how it is, Belford ; but women think themselves 
entitled to take any freedoms with us, while we are unpolite, 
forsooth, and I can’t tell what, if we don’t tell a pack of cursed 
lies, and make black white, in their favour — teaching us to be 
hypocrites, yet stigmatizing us at other times for deceivers. 

I defended ye all as well as I could : but you know there was 
no attempting aught but a palliative defence, to one of her 
principles. 

I will summarily give thee a few of my pleas. 
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“To the pure , every little deviation seemed offensive: yet I 
saw not that there was anything amiss the whole evening, 
either in the words or behaviour of any of my friends. Some 
people could talk but upon one or two subjects: she upon every 
one : no wonder, therefore, they talked to what they understood 
best; and to mere objects of sense. Had she honoured us with 
more of her conversation, she would have been less disgusted with 
ours ; for she saw how every one was prepared to admire her, 
whenever she opened her lips. You, in particular, had said, 
when she retired, that virtue itself spoke when she spoke: but 
that you had such an awe upon you, after she had favoured us 
with an observation or two on a subject started, that you should 
ever be afraid, in her company, to be found most exceptionable, 
when you intended to be least so.” 

Plainly, she said, she neither liked my companions, nor the 
house she was in. 

I liked not the house any more than she: though the people 
were very obliging, and she had owned they were less exception- 
able to herself than at first: and were we not about another of 
our own ? 

She did not like Miss Partington — let her fortune be what it 
would, and she had heard a great deal said of her fortune, she 
should not choose an intimacy with her. She thought it was a 
hardship to be put upon such a difficulty, as she was put upon 
the preceding night, when there were lodgers in the front house, 
whom they had reason to be freer with, than, upon so short an 
acquaintance, with her. • 

I pretended to be an utter stranger as to this particular; and, 
when she explained herself upon it, condemned Mrs. Sinclair’s 
request, and called it a confident one. 

She artfully made lighter of her denial of the girl for a bed- 
fellow than she thought of it, I could see that; for it was plain 
she supposed there was room for me to think she had been either 
over-nice, or over-cautious. 

I offered to resent Mrs. Sinclair’s freedom. 

No; there was no great matter in it. It was best to let it pass. 
It might be thought more particular in her to deny such a 
request, than in Mrs. Sinclair to make it, or Miss Partington to 
expect it to be complied with. But as the people below had a 
large acquaintance, she did not know how often she might have 
her retirements invaded, if she gave way. And indeed there 
were levities in the behaviour of that young lady, which she 
could not so far pass over as to wish an intimacy with her. 
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I said I liked Miss Partington as little as she could. Miss 
Partington was a silly young creature; who seemed too likely 
to justify the watchfulness of her guardians over her. But, 
nevertheless, as to her general conversation and behaviour last 
night, I must own that I thought the girl (for girl she was, as to 
discretion) not exceptionable; only carrying herself like a free 
good-natured creature who believed herself secure in the honour 
of her company. 

It was very well said of me, she replied: but, if that young 
lady were so well satisfied with her company, she must needs say 
that I was very kind to suppose her such an innocent — for her 
own part, she had seen nothing of the London world: but 
thought, she must tell me plainly, that she never was in such 
company in her life ; nor ever again wished to be in such. 

There , Belford / W orse off than Mercury I Art thou not ? 

I was nettled. Hard would be the lot of more discreet women, 
as far as I knew, than Miss Partington, were they to be judged 
by so rigid a virtue as hers. 

Not so, she said: but if I really saw nothing exceptionable to 
a virtuous mind in that young person’s behaviour, my ignorance 
of better behaviour was, she must needs tell me, as pitiable as 
hers : and it were to be wished that minds so paired, for their 
own sakes, should never be separated. 

See, Jack , what 1 get by my charity 1 

I thanked her heartily. But said that I must take the 
liberty to observe, that good folks were generally so uncharitable, 
that, devil take me, if I would choose to be good, were the con- 
sequence to be that I must think hardly of the whole world 
besides. 

She congratulated me upon my charity: but told me, that to 
enlarge her own , she hoped it would not be expected of her to 
approve of the low company I had brought her into last night. 

No exception for thee , Belford l Safe is thy thousand pounds . 

I saw not, I said, begging her pardon, that she liked anybody 
[Plain dealing for plain dealing. Jack I Why then did she abuse 
my friends ?] However, let me but know whom and what she did 
or did not like; and, if possible, I would like and dislike the very 
same persons and things. 

She bid me then, in a pet, dislike myself . 

Cursed severe I Does she think she must not pay for it one day, 
or one night ? And if one, many; that 's my comfort. 

I was in such a train of being happy, I said, before my earnest- 
ness to procure her to favour my friends with her company, that 
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I wished the devil had had as well my friends as Miss Partington 
— and yet I must say that I saw not how good people could 
answer half their end, which was to amend the world by their 
example, were they to accompany only with the good. 

I had like to have been blasted by two or three flashes of 
lightning from her indignant eyes; and she turned scornfully 
from me, and retired to her own apartment. 

Once more , Jack , saje y as thou seest , is thy thousand pounds . 

She says, I am not a polite man: but is she, in the instance 
before us, more polite for a woman? 

And now, dost thou not think that I owe my charmer some 
revenge for her cruelty in obliging such a fine young creature, 
and so vast a fortune, as Miss Partington, to crowd into a press- 
bed with Dorcas the maidservant of the proud refuser? Miss 
Partington too (with tears) declaring by Mrs. Sinclair, that would 
Mrs. Lovelace do her the honour of a visit at Barnet, the best 
bed and best room in her guardian’s house should be at her 
service. Thinkest thou that I could not guess at her dishonour- 
able fears of me? — that she apprehended that the supposed 
husband would endeavour to take possession of his own ? — and 
that Miss Partington would be willing to contribute to such a 
piece of justice? 

Thus, then, thou both remindest and deftest me, charmer! 
And since thou reliest more on thy own precaution than upon 
my honour, be it unto thee, fair one, as thou appreliendest ! 

And now, Jack, let me know what thy opinion and the 
opinions of thy brother varlets are of my Gloriana. 

I have just now heard that Hannah hopes to be soon well 
enough to attend her young lady, when in London. It seems 
the girl has had no physician. I must send her one, out of pure 
love and respect to her mistress. Who knows but medicine may 
weaken nature, and strengthen the disease? As her malady is not 
a fever , very likely it may do so. But perhaps the wench’s hopes 
are too forward. Blustering weather in this month yet. And 
that is bad for rheumatic complaints. 


Better LX 1 X — Mr. Bovelace to John Belford, Esq. 

Tuesday, May 2 . 

Just as I had sealed up the enclosed, comes a letter to my 
beloved, in a cover to me, directed to Lord M.’s. From whom, 
thinkest thou? From Mrs. Howe! 

And what the contents? 
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How should I know, unless the dear creature had communi- 
cated them to me? But a very cruel letter I believe it is, by the 
effect it had upon her. The tears ran down her cheeks as she 
read it; and her colour changed several times. No end of her 
persecutions, I think ! 

“What a cruelty in my fate!” said the sweet lamenter. 
“Now the only comfort of my life must be given up!” 

Miss Howe’s correspondence, no doubt. 

But should she be so much grieved at this ? This corre- 
spondence was prohibited before, and that, to the daughter , in 
the strongest terms: but yet carried on by both ; although a 
brace of impeccables, and please ye. Could they expect that a 
mother would not vindicate her authority? And finding her 
prohibition ineffectual with her perverse daughter , was it not 
reasonable to suppose she would try what effect it would have 
upon her daughter's friend ? And now I believe the end will be 
effectually answered: for my beloved, I dare say, will make a 
point of conscience of it. 

I hate cruelty, especially in women ; and should have been 
more concerned for this instance of it in Mrs. Howe, had I not 
had a stronger instance of the same in my beloved to Miss 
Partington; for how did she know, since she was so much afraid 
for herself , whom Dorcas might let in to that innocent and less 
watchful young lady? But nevertheless I must needs own that 
I am not very sorry for this prohibition, let it originally come 
from the Harlowes, or from whom it will ; because I make no doubt 
that it is owing to Miss Howe, in a great measure, that my 
beloved is so much upon her guard, and thinks so hardly of me. 
And who can tell, as characters here are so tender , and some 
disguises so flimsy , what consequences might follow this un- 
dutiful correspondence? I say, therefore, I am not sorry for it: 
now will she not have anybody to compare notes with: anybody 
to alarm her: and I may be saved the guilt and disobligation of 
inspecting into a correspondence that has long made me uneasy. 

How everything works for me! Why will this charming 
creature make such contrivances necessary, as will increase my 
trouble, and my guilt too, as some would account it? But why, 
rather I should ask, will she fight against her stars? 
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Letter LXX — Mr. Belford to Robert Lovelace , Esq. 

Edgware, Tuesday Night, May 2. 

Without staying for the promised letter from you to inform us 
what the lady says of us, I write to tell you that we are all of 
one opinion with regard to her ; which is, that there is not of her 
age a finer woman in the world, as to her understanding. As for 
her person, she is at the age of bloom, and an admirable creature ; 
a perfect beauty: but this poorer praise, a man, who has been 
honoured with her conversation, can hardly descend to give; 
and yet she was brought amongst us contrary to her will. 

Permit me, dear Lovelace, to be a means of saving this excellent 
creature from the dangers she hourly runs from the most plotting 
heart in the world. In a former, I pleaded your own family. 
Lord M.’s wishes particularly; and then I had not seen her: but 
now, I join her sake, honour's sake, motives of justice, generosity, 
gratitude, and humanity, which are all concerned in the preser- 
vation of so fine a woman. Thou knowest not the anguish I 
should have had (whence arising, I cannot devise), had I not 
known before I set out this morning, that the incomparable 
creature had disappointed thee in thy cursed view of getting her 
to admit the specious Partington for a bedfellow. 

I have done nothing but talk of this lady ever since I saw her. 
There is something so awful , and yet so sweet , in her aspect, that 
were I to have the virtues and the graces all drawn in one piece, 
they should be taken, every one of them, from different airs and 
attitudes in her. She was born to adorn the age she was given 
to, and would be an ornament to the first dignity. What a 
piercing, yet gentle eye; every glance, I thought, mingled with 
love and fear of you ! What a sweet smile darting through the 
cloud that overspread her fair face; demonstrating that she had 
more apprehensions and grief at her heart than she cared to 
express ! 

You may think what I am going to write too flighty; but, 
by my faith, I have conceived such a profound reverence for her 
sense and judgment, that, far from thinking the man excusable 
who should treat her basely, I am ready to regret such an angel 
of a woman should even marry. She is in my eye all mind: and 
were she to meet with a man all mind likewise, why should 
the charming qualities she is mistress of be endangered? Why 
should such an angel be plunged so low as into the vulgar offices 
of domestic life? Were she mine, I should hardly wish to see 
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her a mother, unless there were a kind of moral certainty that 
minds like hers could be propagated. For why, in short, should 
not the work of bodies be left to mere bodies? I know that you 
yourself have an opinion of her little less exalted. Belton, 
Mowbray, Tourville, are all of my mind; are full of her praises; 
and swear it would be a million of pities to ruin a woman in 
whose fall none but devils can rejoice. 

What must that merit and excellence be which can extort this 
from us, free-livers, like yourself, and all of us your partial 
friends, who have joined with you in your just resentments 
against the rest of her family, and offered our assistance to 
execute your vengeance on them? But we cannot think it 
reasonable that you should punish an innocent creature, who 
loves you so well, and who is in your protection, and has suffered 
so much for you, for the faults of her relations. 

And here let me put a serious question or two. Thinkest 
thou, truly admirable as this lady is, that the end thou proposest 
to thyself, if obtained, is answerable to the means , to the trouble 
thou givest thyself, and to the perfidies, tricks, stratagems, and 
contrivances thou hast already been guilty of, and still medi- 
tatest? In every real excellence she surpasses all her sex. But 
in the article thou seekest to subdue her for, a mere sensualist, 
a Partington, a Horton, a Martin, would make a sensualist a 
thousand times happier than she either will or can. 

Sweet are the joys that come with willingness. 

And wouldst thou make her unhappy for her whole life, and 
thyself not happy for a single moment? 

Hitherto, it is not too late ; and that perhaps is as much as can 
be said, if thou meanest to preserve her esteem and good opinion, 
as well as person; for I think it is impossible she can get out of 
thy hands now she is in this cursed house. O that damned 
hypocritical Sinclair , as thou callest her! How was it possible 
she should behave so speciously as she did all the time the lady 
stayed with us! Be honest, and marry; and be thankful that 
she will condescend to have thee. If thou dost not, thou wilt 
be the worst of men; and wilt be condemned in this world and 
the next: as I am sure thou oughtest, and shouldst too, wert 
thou to be judged by one, who never before was so much touched 
in a woman’s favour: and whom thou knowest to be 

Thy partial friend, 

J. Belford. 
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Our companions consented that I should withdraw to write 
to the above effect. They can make nothing of the characters 
we write in; so I read this to them. They approve of it; and of 
their own motion each man would set his name to it. I would 
not delay sending it, for fear of some detestable scheme taking 
place. 

Thomas Belton. 

Richard Mowbray. 

James Tourville. 

Just now are brought me both yours. I vary not my opinion, 
nor forbear my earnest prayers to you in her behalf, notwith- 
standing her dislike of me. 


Letter LXXI — Air. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

Wednesday , May 3. 

When I have already taken pains to acquaint thee in full with 
my views, designs, and resolutions, with regard to this admirable 
woman, it is very extraordinary that thou shouldst vapour as 
thou dost in her behalf, when I have made no trial, no attempt: 
and yet, givest it as thy opinion in a former letter, that advantage 
may be taken of the situation she is in; and that she may be 
overcome. 

Most of thy reflections, particularly that which respects the 
difference as to the joys to be given by the virtuous and the 
libertine of the sex, are fitter to come in as after-reflections 
than as antecedencies. 

I own with thee, and with the poet, that sweet are the joys that 
cotne with willingness — but is it to be expected that a woman of 
education , and a lover of forms , will yield before she is attacked ? 
And have I so much as summoned this to surrender? I doubt 
not but I shall meet with difficulty. I must, therefore, make 
my first effort by surprise. There may possibly be some 
cruelty necessary: but there may be consent in struggle ; there 
may be yielding in resistance. But the first conflict over, 
whether the following may not be weaker and weaker, till 
willingness ensue, is the point to be tried. I will illustrate what 
I have said by the simile of a bird new-caught. We begin, 
when boys, with birds, and, when grown up, go on to women; 
and both, perhaps, in turn, experience our sportive cruelty. 

Hast thou not observed the charming gradations by which 
the ensnared volatile has been brought to bear with its new 



246 THE HISTORY OF [let. 

condition? How, at first, refusing all sustenance, it beats and 
bruises itself against its wires, till it makes its gay plumage fly 
about, and overspread its well-secured cage. Now it gets out 
its head; sticking only at its beautiful shoulders: then, with 
difficulty, drawing back its head, it gasps for breath, and, 
erectly perched, with meditating eyes, first surveys, and then 
attempts, its wired canopy. As it gets breath, with renewed 
rage it beats and bruises again its pretty head and sides, bites 
the wires, and pecks at the fingers of its delighted tamer. Till 
at last, finding its efforts ineffectual, quite tired and breathless, 
it lays itself down and pants at the bottom of the cage, seeming 
to bemoan its cruel fate and forfeited liberty. And after a few 
days, its struggles to escape still diminishing as it finds it to no 
purpose to attempt it, its new habitation becomes familiar; and 
it hops about from perch to perch, resumes its wonted cheerful- 
ness, and every day sings a song to amuse itself, and reward 
its keeper. 

Now let me tell thee, that I have known a bird actually 
starve itself, and die with grief, at its being caught and caged. 
But never did I meet with a woman who was so silly. Yet 
have I heard the dear souls most vehemently threaten their 
own lives on such an occasion. But it is saying nothing in a 
woman’s favour, if we do not allow her to have more sense than 
a bird. And yet we must all own, that it is more difficult to 
catch a bird than a lady. 

To pursue the comparison. If the disappointment of the 
captivated lady be very great, she will threaten, indeed, as I 
said: she will even refuse her sustenance for some time, especially 
if you entreat her much, and she thinks she gives you concern 
by her refusal. But then the stomach of the dear sullen one 
will soon return. ’Tis pretty to see how she comes to by degrees: 
pressed by appetite, she will first steal, perhaps, a weeping 
morsel by herself; then be brought to piddle and sigh, and sigh 
and piddle, before you ; now and then, if her viands be unsavoury, 
swallowing with them a relishing tear or two: then she comes to 
eat and drink, to oblige you: then resolves to live for your sake: 
her exclamations will, in the next place, be turned into blandish- 
ments; her vehement upbraidings into gentle murmurings — How 
dare you, traitor! into How could you, dearest! She will draw 
you to her, instead of pushing you from her: no longer, with 
unsheathed claws, will she resist you ; but, like a pretty, playful, 
wanton kitten, with gentle paws and concealed talons, tap your 
cheek, and with intermingled smiles, and tears, and caresses, 
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implore your consideration for her, and your constancy', all the 
favour she then has to ask of you ! And this is the time, were it 
given to man to confine himself to one object, to be happier 
every day than other. 

Now, Belford, were I to go no further than I have gone with 
my beloved Miss Harlowe, how shall I know the difference 
between her and another bird? To let her fly now, what a pretty 
jest would that be! How do I know, except I try, whether she 
may not be brought to sing me a fine song, and to be as well 
contented as I have brought other birds to be, and very shy 
ones too? 

But now let us reflect a little upon the confounded partiality 
of us human creatures. I can give two or three familiar, and, if 
they were not familiar , they would be shocking y instances of the 
cruelty both of men and women, with respect to other creatures, 
perhaps as worthy as (at least more innocent than) themselves. 
By my soul. Jack, there is more of the savage in human nature 
than we are commonly aware of. Nor is it, after all, so much 
amiss, that we sometimes avenge the more innocent animals 
upon our own species. 

To particulars. 

How usual a thing is it for women as well as men, without the 
least remorse, to ensnare, to cage, and torment, and even with 
burning knitting-needles to put out the eyes of the poor feathered 
songster [thou seest I have not yet done with birds]; which 
however, in proportion to its bulk, has more life than themselves 
(for a bird is all soul), and of consequence has as much feeling as 
the human creature! When at the same time, if an honest 
fellow, by the gentlest persuasion and the softest arts, has the 
good luck to prevail upon a mewed-up lady to countenance her 
own escape, and she consents to break cage, and be set a flying 
into the all-cheering air of liberty, mercy on us! what an outcry 
is generally raised against him ! 

Just like what you and I once saw raised in a paltry village 
near Chelmsford, after a poor hungry fox, who, watching his 
opportunity, had seized by the neck, and shouldered, a sleek- 
feathered goose: at what time we beheld the whole vicinage of 
boys and girls, old men and old women, all the furrows and 
wrinkles of the latter filled up with malice for the time; the old 
men armed with prongs, pitchforks, clubs, and catsticks; the 
old women with mops, brooms, fire-shovels, tongs, and pokers; 
and the younger fry with dirt, stones, and brickbats, gathering 
as they ran like a snowball, in pursuit of the wind-outstripping 
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prowler; all the mongrel curs of the circumjacencies yelp, yelp, 
yelp, at their heels, completing the horrid chorus. 

Rememberest thou not this scene? Surely thou must. My 
imagination, inflamed by a tender sympathy for the danger of 
the adventurous marauder, represents it to my eye as if it were 
but yesterday. And dost thou not recollect how generously 
glad we were, as if our own case, that honest Reynard, by the 
help of a lucky stile, over which both old and young tumbled 
upon one another, and a winding course, escaped their brutal 
fury and flying catsticks; and how, in fancy, we followed him to 
his undiscovered retreat ; and imagined we beheld the intrepid 
thief enjoying his dear-earned purchase with a delight propor- 
tioned to his past danger? 

I once made a charming little savage severely repent the 
delight she took in seeing her tabby favourite make cruel sport 
with a pretty, sleek, bead-eyed mouse, before she devoured it. 
Egad, my love, said I to myself, as I sat meditating the scene, 
I am determined to lie in wait for a fit opportunity to try how 
thou wilt like to be tossed over my head, and be caught again: 
how thou wilt like to be patted from me, and pulled to me. Yet 
will I rather give life than take it away, as this barbarous 
quadruped has at last done by her prey. And after all was 
over between my girl and me, I reminded her of the incident 
to which my resolution was owing. 

Nor had I at another time any mercy upon the daughter of an 
old epicure, who had taught the girl, without the least remorse, 
to roast lobsters alive; to cause a poor pig to be whipped to 
death; to scrape carp the contrary way of the scales, making 
them leap in the stew - pan, and dressing them in their own 
blood for sauce. And this for luxury sake, and to provoke an 
appetite; which I had without stimulation, in my way, and that 
I can tell thee a very ravenous one. 

Many more instances of the like nature could I give, were I to 
leave nothing to thyself, to show that the best take the same 
liberties, and perhaps worse, with some sort of creatures, that 
we take with others; all creatures still! and creatures too, as I 
have observed above, replete with strong life, and sensible 
feeling! If, therefore, people pretend to mercy, let mercy go 
through all their actions. I have read somewhere. That a 
merciful man is merciful to his beast. 

So much at present for those parts of thy letter in which thou 
urgest to me motives of compassion for the lady. 

But I guess at thy principal motive in this thy earnestness 



lxxi] CLARISSA HARLOWE 249 

in behalf of this charming creature. I know that thou corre- 
sponded with Lord M., who is impatient, and has long been 
desirous, to see me shackled. And thou wantest to make a 
merit with the uncle, with a view to one of his nieces. But 
knowest thou not, that my consent will be wanting to complete 
thy wishes? And what a commendation will it be of thee to such 
a girl as Charlotte, when I shall acquaint her with the affront 
thou puttest upon the whole sex, by asking. Whether I think my 
reward, when 1 have subdued the most charming woman in the 
world , will be equal to my trouble ? Which, thinkest thou, a woman 
of spirit will soonest forgive: the undervaluing varlet who can 
put such a question ; or him who prefers the pursuit and conquest 
of a fine woman to all the joys of life ? Have I not known even a 
virtuous woman , as she would be thought, vow everlasting 
antipathy to a man who gave out that she was too old for him 
to attempt ? And did not Essex’s personal reflection on Queen 
Elizabeth, that she was old and crooked, contribute more to his 
ruin than his treason? 

But another word or two, as to thy objection relating to my 
trouble and reward. 

Does not the keen foxhunter endanger his neck and his bones 
in pursuit of a vermin, which, when killed, is neither fit food for 
men nor dogs ? 

Do not the hunters of the nobler game value the venison less 
than the sport ? 

Why then should I be reflected upon, and the sex affronted, 

for my patience and perseverance in the most noble of all chases; 

and for not being a poacher in love, as thy question may be 
made to imply ? 

Learn of thy master, for the future, to treat more respectfully 
a sex that yields us our principal diversions and delights. 

Proceed anon. 

Letter LX XI I — Xlr. Lovelace. [/« continuation\ 

Well sayest thou, that mine is the most plotting heart in the world. 
Ihou dost me honour; and I thank thee heartily. Thou art no 

u* J u< ^S e * How like P°ilcau’s parson I strut behind my double 
chin ! Am I not obliged to deserve thy compliment? And wouldst 
thou have me repent of a murder before I have committed it? 

“The virtues and graces are this lady’s handmaids. She was 
certainly born to adorn the age she was given to.” Well said, 
Jack. “And would be an ornament to the first dignity.” But 



250 THE HISTORY OF [let. 

what praise is that, unless the first dignity were adorned with the 
first merit? Dignity! gewgaw! First dignity I thou idiot! Art 
thou, who knowest me , so taken with ermine and tinsel? I, who 
have won the gold, am only fit to wear it. For the future there- 
fore correct thy style, and proclaim her the ornament of the 
happiest man, and (respecting herself and sex) the greatest 
conqueror in the world. 

Then, that she loves me , as thou imaginest, by no means 
appears clear to me. Her conditional offers to renounce me; 
the little confidence she places in me; entitle me to ask. What 
merit can she have with a man who won her in spite of herself; 
and who fairly, in set and obstinate battle, took her prisoner? 

As to what thou inferrest from her eye when with us, thou 
knowest nothing of her heart from that, if thou imaginest there 
was one glance of love shot from it. Well did I note her eye, 
and plainly did I see that it was all but just civil disgust to me 
and to the company I had brought her into. Her early retiring 
that night, against all entreaty, might have convinced thee that 
there was very little of the gentle in her heart for me. And her 
eye never knew what it was to contradict her heart. 

She is, thou sayest, all mind. So say I. But why shouldst 
thou imagine that such a mind as hers, meeting with such a one 
as mine, and, to dwell upon the word, meeting with an inclination 
in hers, should not propagate minds like her own? 

Were I to take thy stupid advice, and marry what a figure 
should I make in rakish annals! The lady in my power: yet not 
having intended to put herself in my power: declaring against 
love, and a rebel to it: so much open-eyed caution: no con- 
fidence in my honour: her family expecting the worst hath 
passed; herself seeming to expect that the worst will be at- 
tempted: [Priscilla Partington for that!] What! wouldst thou 
not have me act in character? 

But why callest thou the lady innocent ? And why sayest 
thou she loves me ? 

By innocent , with regard to me, and not taken as a general 
character, I must insist upon it, she is not innocent. Can she 
be innocent, who, by wishing to shackle me in the prime and 
glory of my youth, with such a capacity as I have for noble 
mischief , 1 would make my perdition more certain, were I to 
break, as I doubt I should, the most solemn vow I could make? 

I say, no man ought to take even a common oath, who thinks he 
cannot keep it. This is conscience ! This is honour! And when 
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I think I can keep the marriage vow, then will it be time to marry. 

No doubt of it, as thou sayest, the devils would rejoice in the 
fall of such a woman. But this is my confidence, that I shall 
have it in my power to marry when I will. And if I do her this 
justice , shall I not have a claim to her gratitude ? And will she 
not think herself the obliged, rather than the obliger? Then let 
me tell thee, Belford, it is impossible so far to hurt the morals of 
this lady } as thou and thy brother varlets have hurt others of the 
sex, who now are casting about the town firebrands and double 
death. Take ye that thistle to mumble upon. 


A short interruption. I now resume. 

That the morals of this lady cannot fail, is a consideration 
that will lessen the guilt on both sides. And if, when subdued, 
she knows but how to middle the matter between virtue and 
love, then will she be a wife for me: for already I am convinced 
that there is not a woman in the world that is love-proof and 
plot-proof, if she be not the person. 

And now imagine (the charmer overcome) thou seest me 
sitting supinely cross-kneed, reclining on my sofa, the god of 
love dancing in my eyes, and rejoicing in every mantling feature; 
the sweet rogue, late such a proud rogue, wholly in my power, 
moving up slowly to me, at my beck, with heaving sighs, half- 
pronounced upbraidings from murmuring lips, her finger in her 
eye, and quickening her pace at my Come hither , dearest ! 

One hand stuck in my side, the other extended to encourage 
her bashful approach — Kiss me , lovel Sweet , as Jack Belford 
says, are the joys that come with willingness. 

She tenders her purple mouth [her coral lips will be purple 
then, Jack!]: Sigh not so deeply, my beloved! Happier hours 
await thy humble love, than did thy proud resistance. 

Once more bend to my ardent lips the swanny glossiness of 
a neck late so stately. 

There ’s my precious! 

Again ! 

Obliging loveliness ! 

O my ever-blooming glory! I have tried thee enough. To- 
morrow’s sun 

Then I rise, and fold to my almost talking heart the throbbing- 
bosomed charmer. 

And now shall thy humbled pride confess its obligation to me! 

To-morrow’s sun — and then I disengage myself from the 
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bashful passive, and stalk about the room — to-morrow’s sun 
shall gild the altar at which my vows shall be paid thee ! 

Then, Jack, the rapture! then the darted sunbeams from her 
gladdened eye, drinking up, at one sip, the precious distillation 
from the pearl-dropped cheek ! Then hands ardently folded, eyes 
seeming to pronounce, God bless my Lovelace ! to supply the 
joy-locked tongue: her transports too strong, and expression 
too weak, to give utterance to her grateful meanings! All — all 
the studies — all the studies of her future life vowed and devoted 
(when she can speak) to acknowledge and return the perpetuated 
obligation ! 

If I could bring my charmer to this, would it not be the 
eligible of eligibles? Is it not worth trying for? As I said, I 
can marry her when I will. She can be nobody’s but mine, 
neither for shame, nor by choice, nor yet by address: for who, 
that knows my character, believes that the worst she dreads is 
now to be dreaded? 

I have the highest opinion that man can have (thou knowest 
I have) of the merit and perfections of this admirable woman; 
of her virtue and honour too; although thou, in a former, art of 
opinion that she may be overcome . 1 Am I not therefore obliged 
to go further, in order to contradict thee, and, as I have often 
urged, to be sure that she is what I really think her to be, and, 
if I am ever to marry her, hope to find her? 

Then this lady is a mistress of our passions: no one ever had 
to so much perfection the art of moving. This all her family 
know, and have equally feared and revered her for it. This I 
know too; and doubt not more and more to experience. How 
charmingly must this divine creature warble forth (if a proper 
occasion be given) her melodious elegiacs! Infinite beauties are 
there in a weeping eye. I first taught the two nymphs below to 
distinguish the several airs of the lamentable in a new subject, 
and how admirably some, more than others, become their 

distresses. 

But to return to thy objections — Thou wilt perhaps tell me, in 
the names of thy brethren, as well as in thy own name, that 
among all the objects of your respective attempts, there was 
not one of the rank and merit of my charming Miss Harlowe. 

But let me ask, Has it not been a constant maxim with us, 
that the greater the merit on the woman’s side, the nobler the 
victory on the man’s? And as to rank , sense of honour, sense of 
shame, pride of family, may make rifled rank get up, and shake 

1 See pp. 158-9. 
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itself to rights: and if anything come of it, such a one may 
suffer only in her pride, by being obliged to take up with a 
second-rate match instead of a first; and, as it may fall out, be 
the happier , as well as the more useful , for the misadventure; 
since (taken off of her public gaddings, and domesticated by her 
disgrace) she will have reason to think herself obliged to the 
man who has saved her from further reproach; while her fortune 
and alliance will lay an obligation upon him ; and her past fall, 
if she have prudence and consciousness, will be his present and 
future security. 

But a poor girl [such a one as my Rosebud , for instance] having 
no recalls from education; being driven out of every family that 
pretends to reputation; persecuted most perhaps by such as 
have only kept their secret better; and having no refuge to fly 
to — the common, the stews, the street, is the fate of such a poor 
wretch; penury, want, and disease, her sure attendants; and an 
untimely end perhaps closes the miserable scene. 

And will ye not now all join to say, that it is more manly to 
attack a lion than a sheep? Thou knowest that I always 
illustrated my eagleship, by aiming at the noblest quarries; and 
by disdaining to make a stoop at wrens, phyl-tits , 1 and wagtails. 

The worst respecting myself, in the case before me, is that 
my triumph, when completed, will be so glorious a one, that I 
shall never be able to keep up to it. All my future attempts 
must be poor to this. I shall be as unhappy, after a while, from 
my reflections upon this conquest, as Don John of Austria was 
in his, on the renowned victory of Lepanto, when he found that 
none of his future achievements could keep pace with his early 
glory. 

I am sensible that my pleas and my reasonings may be easily 
answered, and perhaps justly censured; but by whom censured? 
Not by any of the confraternity, whose constant course of life, 
even long before I became your general, to this hour, has 
justified what ye now, in a fit of squeamishness, and through 
envy, condemn. Having therefore vindicated myself and my 
intentions to you, that is all I am at present concerned for. 

Be convinced then, that 1 (according to our principles) am 
right, thou wrong; or, at least, be silent. But I command thee 
to be convinced. And in thy next be sure to tell me that thou art. 


1 Phyl-tits, q.d. Phyllis-tits, in opposition to Tom-tits. It need not now 
be observed, that Mr. Lovelace, in the wanton gaiety of his heart, often 
takes liberties of coining words and phrases in his letters to this his 
familiar friend. See his ludicrous reason for it in p. 66 of this volume. 
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Letter LXX1II — Mr. Belford to Robert Lovelace , Esq. 

Edgware , Thursday , May 4. 

I KNOW that thou art so abandoned a man, that to give thee the 
best reasons in the world against what thou hast once resolved 
upon, will be but acting the madman whom once we saw trying 
to buffet down a hurricane with his hat. I hope, however, that 
the lady’s merit will still avail her with thee. But if thou 
persistest; if thou wilt avenge thyself on this sweet lamb, which 
thou hast singled out from a flock thou hatest, for the faults of the 
dogs who kept it: if thou art not to be moved by beauty, by 
learning, by prudence, by innocence, all shining out in one 
charming object; but she must fall, fall by the man whom she 
has chosen for her protector; I would not for a thousand worlds 
have thy crime to answer for. 

Upon my faith, Lovelace, the subject sticks with me, not- 
withstanding I find I have not the honour of the lady’s good 
opinion. And the more, when I reflect upon her father’s brutal 
curse, and the villainous hard-heartedness of all her family. But, 
nevertheless, I should be desirous to know (if thou wilt proceed ) 
by what gradations, arts, and contrivances thou effectest thy 
ingrateful purpose. And, O Lovelace, I conjure thee, if thou art 
a man, let not the specious devils thou hast brought her among 
be suffered to triumph over her; nor make her the victim of 
unmanly artifices. If she yield to fair seduction , if I may so 
express myself; if thou canst raise a weakness in her by love, or 
by arts not inhuman; I shall the less pity her: and shall then 
conclude that there is not a woman in the world who can resist 
a bold and resolute lover. 

A messenger is just now arrived from my uncle. The mortifi- 
cation, it seems, is got to his knee; and the surgeons declare that 
he cannot live many days. He therefore sends for me directly, 
with these shocking words, that 1 will come and close his eyes. 
My servant or his must of necessity be in town every day on his 
case, or on other affairs; and one of them shall regularly attend 
you for any letter or commands. It will be charity to write to 
me as often as you can. For although I am likely to be a con- 
siderable gainer by the poor man’s death, yet I cannot say that 
I at all love these scenes of death and the doctor so near me. 
The doctor and death I should have said ; for that ’s the natural 
order, and, generally speaking, the one is but the harbinger to 
the other. 
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If therefore you decline to oblige me, I shall think you are 
displeased with my freedom. But let me tell you at the same 
time, that no man has a right to be displeased at freedoms taken 
with him for faults he is not ashamed to be guilty of. 

J. Belford. 

Letter LX XIV — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

I THANK you and Mr. Hickman for his letter, sent me with such 
kind expedition; and proceed to obey my dear menacing 
tyranness. 

She then gives the particulars of what passed between herself and 
Mr. Lovelace on Tuesday morning , in relation to his four friends , 
and to Miss Partingtoii, pretty much to the same effect as in Mr. 
Lovelace's letter , No. lxviii. And then proceeds : 

He is constantly accusing me of over-scrupulousness. He 
says, “ I am always out of humour with him. That I could not 
have behaved more reservedly to Mr. Solmes: and that it is 
contrary to all his hopes and notions, that he should not, in so 
long a time, find himself able to inspire the person whom he 
hoped so soon to have the honour to call his, with the least 
distinguishing tenderness for him beforehand.” 

Silly and partial encroacher! not to know to what to attribute 
the reserve I am forced to treat him with\ But his pride has eaten 
up his prudence. It is indeed a dirty low pride, that has 
swallowed up the true pride, which should have set him above 
the vanity that has overrun him. 

h e pretends that he has no pride but in obliging me: and 
is always talking of his reverence and humility, and such sort of 
stuff: but of this I am sure, that he has, as I observed the first 
time I saw him , 1 too much regard to his own person, greatly to 
value that of his wife, marry whom he will: and I must be blind, 
if I did not see that he is exceedingly vain of his external 
advantages, and of that address, which, if it has any merit in it 
to an outward eye, is perhaps owing more to his confidence 
than to anything else. 

Have you not beheld the man, when I was your happy guest, 
as he walked to his chariot, looking about him, as if to observe 
what eyes his specious person and air had attracted ? 

But indeed we have seen homely coxcombs as proud as if they 
had persons to be proud of ; at the same time that it was apparent, 

1 See vol. i, p. io. 
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that the pains they took about themselves but the more exposed 
their defects. 

The man who is fond of being thought more or better than he 
is, as I have often observed, but provokes a scrutiny into his 
pretensions; and that generally produces contempt. For pride, 
as I believe I have heretofore said, is an infallible sign of weak- 
ness; of something wrong in the head or heart. He that exalts 
himself, insults his neighbour; who is provoked to question in 
him even that merit, which, were he modest, would perhaps be 
allowed to be his due. 

You will say that I am very grave: and so I am. Mr. Love- 
lace is extremely sunk in my opinion since Monday night: nor 
see I before me anything that can afford me a pleasing hope. 
For what, with a mind so unequal as his, can be my best hope? 

I think I mentioned to you, in my former, that my clothes 
were brought me. You fluttered me so, that I am not sure I did. 
But I know I designed to mention that they were. They were 
brought me on Thursday; but neither my few guineas with them, 
nor any of my books, except a Drexelius on Eternity, the good 
old Practice of Piety, and a Francis Spira. My brother’s wit, 
I suppose. He thinks he does well to point out death and 
despair to me. I wish for the one, and every now and then am 
on the brink of the other. 

You will the less wonder at my being so very solemn, when, 
added to the above, and to my uncertain situation, I tell you 
that they have sent me with these books a letter from my Cousin 
Morden. It has set my heart against Mr. Lovelace. Against 
myself too. I send it enclosed. If you please, my dear, you 
may read it here. 


Col. Morden to Miss Clarissa Harlowe 

Florence, April 13. 

I am extremely concerned to hear of a difference betwixt the 
rest of a family so near and dear to me, and you still dearer to 
me than any of the rest. 

My Cousin James has acquainted me with the offers you have 
had, and with your refusals. I wonder not at either. Such 
charming promises at so early an age as when I left England; 
and those promises, as I have often heard, so greatly exceeded, 
as well in your person as mind; how much must you be admired ! 
How few must there be worthy of you ! 

Your parents, the most indulgent in the world, to a child the 
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most deserving, have given way it seems to your refusals of 
several gentlemen. They have contented themselves at last to 
name one with earnestness to you, because of the address of 
another whom they cannot approve. 

They had not reason, it seems, from your behaviour to think 
you greatly averse: so they proceeded: perhaps too hastily for 
a delicacy like yours. But when all was fixed on their parts, and 
most extraordinary terms concluded in your favour; terms 
which abundantly show the gentleman’s just value for you; you 
flew off with a warmth and vehemence little suited to that 
sweetness which gave grace to all your actions. 

I know very little of either of the gentlemen; but of Mr. 
Lovelace I know more than of Mr. Solmes. I wish I could say 
more to his advantage than I can. As to every qualification 
but one , your brother owns there is no comparison. But that 
one outweighs all the rest together. It cannot be thought that 
Miss Clarissa Harlowe will dispense with morals in a husband. 

What, my dearest cousin, shall I first plead to you on this 
occasion? Your duty, your interest, your temporal and your 
eternal welfare, do, and may all, depend upon this single point, 
the morality of a husband. A wife cannot always have it in her 
power to be good, or to do good, if she has a wicked husband, 
as a good husband may, if he has a bad wife. You preserve all 
your religious regards, I understand. I wonder not that you do. 
I should have wondered had you not. But what can you 
promise yourself, as to perseverance in them, with an immoral 
husband? 

If your parents and you differ in sentiment on this important 
occasion, let me ask you, my dear cousin, who ought to give way? 
I own to you, that I should have thought there could not any- 
where have been a more suitable match for you than with Mr. 
Lovelace, had he been a moral man. I should have very little 
to say against a man, of whose actions I am not to set up myself 
as a judge, did he not address my cousin. But, on this occasion, 
let me tell you, my dear Clarissa, that Mr. Lovelace cannot 
possibly deserve you. He may reform, you ’ll say: but he may 
not. Habit is not soon shaken off. Libertines, who are liber- 
tines in defiance of talents, of superior lights, of conviction, 
hardly ever reform but by miracle, or by incapacity. Well do 
I know mine own sex. Well am I able to judge of the proba- 
bility of the reformation of a licentious young man, who has not 
been fastened upon by sickness, by affliction, by calamity: who 
has a prosperous run of fortune before him: his spirits high: his 
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will uncontrollable: the company he keeps, perhaps such as 
himself, confirming him in all his courses, assisting him in all 
his enterprises. 

As to the other gentleman, suppose, my dear cousin, you do 
not like him at present , it is far from being unlikely that you 
will hereafter : perhaps the more for not liking him now. He can 
hardly sink lower in your opinion: he may rise. Very seldom 
is it that high expectations are so much as tolerably answered. 
How indeed can they, when a fine and extensive imagination 
carries its expectation infinitely beyond reality, in the highest 
of our sublunary enjoyments? A woman adorned with such an 
imagination sees no defect in a favoured object (the less, if she 
be not conscious of any wilful fault in herself) till it is too late 
to rectify the mistakes occasioned by her generous credulity. 

But suppose a person of your talents were to marry a man of 
inferior talents; who, in this case, can be so happy in herself as 
Miss Clarissa Harlowe? What delight do you take in doing good ! 
How happily do you devote the several portions of the day to 
your own improvement, and to the advantage of all that move 
within your sphere ! And then such is your taste, such are your 
acquirements in the politer studies, and in the politer amuse- 
ments; such your excellence in all the different parts of economy 
fit for a young lady’s inspection and practice; that your friends 
would wish you to be taken off as little as possible by regards 
that may be called merely personal. 

But as to what may be the consequence respecting yourself, 
respecting a young lady of your talents, from the preference you 
are suspected to give to a libertine, I would have you, my dear 
cousin, consider what that may be. A mind so pure, to mingle 
with a mind impure ! And will not such a man as this engross all 
your solicitudes? Will he not perpetually fill you with anxieties 
for him and for yourself? The divine and civil powers defied, 
and their sanctions broken through by him, on every not merely 
accidental but meditated occasion. To be agreeable to him, and 
to hope to preserve an interest in his affections, you must 
probably be obliged to abandon all your own laudable pursuits. 
You must enter into his pleasures and distastes. You must give 
up your own virtuous companions for his profligate ones — per- 
haps be forsaken by yours, because of the scandal he daily gives. 
Can you hope, cousin, with such a man as this, to be long so good 
as you now are? If not, consider which of your present laudable 
delights you would choose to give up? Which of his culpable 
ones to follow him in? How could you brook to go backward, 
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instead of forward, in those duties which you now so exemplarily 
perform? And how do you know, if you once give way, where 
you shall be suffered, where you shall be able , to stop ? 

Your brother acknowledges that Mr. Solmes is not near so 
agreeable in person as Mr. Lovelace. But what is person with 
such a lady as I have the honour to be now writing to? He owns 
likewise that he has not the address of Mr. Lovelace: but what 
a mere personal advantage is address without morals ? A woman 
had better take a husband whose manners she were to fashion, 
than to find them ready-fashioned to her hand, at the price of 
his morality ; a price that is often paid for travelling accomplish- 
ments. O my dear cousin, were you but with us here at Florence, 
or at Rome, or at Paris (where also I resided for many months), to 
see the gentlemen whose supposed rough English manners at 
setting out are to be polished, and what their improvements are 
in their return through the same places, you would infinitely 
prefer the man in his first stage to the same man in his last. 
You find the difference on their return — foreign fashions, 
foreign vices, and foreign diseases too, often complete the man; 
and to despise his own country and countrymen, himself still 
more despicable than the most despicable of those he despises; 
these too generally make up, with a mixture of an unblushing 
effrontery, the travelled gentleman ! 

Mr. Lovelace, I know, deserves to have an exception made in 
his favour; for he is really a man of parts and learning: he was 
esteemed so both here and at Rome; and a fine person, and a 
generous turn of mind, gave him great advantages. But you 
need not be told that a libertine man of sense does infinitely 
more mischief than a libertine of weak parts is able to do. And 
this I will tell you further, that it was Mr. Lovelace’s own fault 
that he was not still more respected than he was among the 
literati here. There were, in short, some liberties in which he 
indulged himself, that endangered his person and his liberty; 
and made the best and most worthy of those who honoured him 
with their notice give him up, and his stay both at Florence and 
at Rome shorter than he designed. 

This is all I choose to say of Mr. Lovelace. I had much rather 
have had reason to give him a quite contrary character. But as 
to rakes or libertines in general, I, who know them well, must be 
allowed, because of the mischiefs they have always in their 
hearts , and too often in their power , to do your sex, to add still a 
few more words upon this topic. 

A libertine, my dear cousin, a plotting . an intriguing libertine, 
11 — *1 88 3 
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must be generally remorseless — unjust he must always be. The 
noble rule of doing to others what he would have done to himself, 
is the first rule he breaks; and every day he breaks it; the oftener, 
the greater his triumph. He has great contempt for your sex. 
He believes no woman chaste, because he is a profligate. Every 
woman who favours him , confirms him in his wicked incredulity. 
He is always plotting to extend the mischief he delights in. If 
a woman loves such a man, how can she bear the thought of 
dividing her interest in his affections with half the town, and 
that perhaps the dregs of it? Then so sensual ! How will a young 
lady of your delicacy bear with so sensual a man? A man who 
makes a jest of his vows; and who perhaps will break your 
spirit by the most unmanly insults. To be a libertine, at setting 
out , all compunction, all humanity, must be overcome. To 
continue to be a libertine, is to continue to be everything vile 
and inhuman. Prayers, tears, and the most abject submission, 
are but fuel to his pride: wagering perhaps with lewd companions, 
and, not improbably, with lewder women, upon instances which 
he boasts of to them of your patient sufferings, and broken spirit, 
and bringing them home to witness to both. 

I write what I know has been. 

I mention not fortunes squandered, estates mortgaged or sold, 
and posterity robbed — nor yet a multitude of other evils, too 
gross, too shocking, to be mentioned to a person of your delicacy. 

All these, my dear cousin, to be shunned, all the evils I have 
named to be avoided; the power of doing all the good you have 
been accustomed to do, preserved, nay, increased, by the 
separate provision that will be made for you: your charming 
diversions, and exemplary employments, all maintained; and 
every good habit perpetuated: and all by one sacrifice, the 
fading pleasure of the eye! who would not (since everything is 
not to be met with in one man; who would not), to preserve so 
many essentials, give up so light, so unpermanent a pleasure? 

Weigh all these things, which I might insist upon to more 
advantage, did I think it needful to one of your prudence — 
weigh them well, my beloved cousin; and if it be not the will of 
your parents that you should continue single, resolve to oblige 
them; and let it not be said that the powers of fancy shall (as 
in many others of your sex) be too hard for your duty and your 
prudence. The less agreeable the man, the more obliging the 
compliance. Remember that he is a sober man — a man who 
has reputation to lose, and whose reputation therefore is a 
security for his good behaviour to you. 
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You have an opportunity offered you to give the highest 
instance that can be given of filial duty. Embrace it. It is 
worthy of you. It is expected from you; however, for your 
inclination sake, we may be sorry that you are called upon to 
give it. Let it be said that you have been able to lay an 
obligation upon your parents (a proud word, my cousin !), which 
you could not do, were it not laid against your inclination !— =- 
upon parents who have laid a thousand upon you: who are 
set upon this point: who will not give it up: who have given up 
many points to you, even of this very nature: and in their turn, 
for the sake of their own authority, as well as judgment, expect 
to be obliged. 

I hope I shall soon, in person, congratulate you upon this your 
meritorious compliance. To settle and give up my trusteeship is 
one of the principal motives of my leaving these parts. I shall be 
glad to settle it to every one’s satisfaction; to yours particularly. 

If on my arrival I find a happy union, as formerly, reign in a 
family so dear to me, it will be an unspeakable pleasure to me ; and 
I shall perhaps so dispose my affairs as to be near you for ever. 

I have written a very long letter, and will add no more, than 
that I am, with the greatest respect, my dearest cousin. 

Your most affectionate and faithful servant, 

Wm. Morden. 

I will suppose, my dear Miss Howe, that you have read my 
cousin’s letter. It is now in vain to wish it had come sooner. 
But if it had , I might perhaps have been so rash as to give Mr. 
Lovelace the fatal meeting , as I little thought of going away 
with him. 

But I should hardly have given him the expectation of so 
d°i n g, previous to the meeting, which made him come prepared; 
and the revocation of which he so artfully made ineffectual. 

Persecuted as I was, and little expecting so much con- 
descension, as my aunt, to my great mortification, has told me 
(and you confirm) I should have met with, it is, however, hard to 
say what I should or should not have done as to meeting him , 
had it come in time: but this effect I verily believe it would 
have had to have made me insist with all my might on going 
over, out of all their ways, to the kind writer of the instructive 
letter, and made a father (a protector, as well as a friend) of a 
kinsman, who is one of my trustees. This, circumstanced as I 
was, would have been a natural, at least an unexceptionable 
protection. But I was to be unhappy ! And how it cuts me to 
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the heart to think that I can already subscribe to my cousin’s 
character of a libertine, so well drawn in the letter which I 
suppose you now to have read ! 

That a man of a character which ever was my abhorrence 
should fall to my lot! But depending on my own strength; 
having no reason to apprehend danger from headstrong and 
disgraceful impulses; I too little perhaps cast up my eyes to the 
Supreme Director: in whom, mistrusting myself, I ought to 
have placed my whole confidence — and the more, when I saw 
myself so perseveringly addressed by a man of this character. 

Inexperience and presumption, with the help of a brother and 
sister who have low ends to answer in my disgrace, have been 
my ruin ! A hard word, my dear ! But I repeat it upon delibera- 
tion: since, let the best happen which now can happen, my 
reputation is destroyed; a rake is my portion: and what that 
portion is, my Cousin Morden’s letter has acquainted you. 

Pray keep it by you till called for. I saw it not myself 
(having not the heart to inspect my trunks) till this morning. I 
would not for the world this man should see it; because it might 
occasion mischief between the most violent spirit, and the most 
settled brave one in the world as my cousin’s is said to be. 

This letter was enclosed (opened) in a blank cover. Scorn and 
detest me as they will, I wonder that one line was not sent with 
it — were it but to have more particularly pointed the design of 
it, in the same generous spirit that sent me the Spira. 

The sealing of the cover was with black wax. I hope there is 
no new occasion in the family to give reason for black wax. 
But if there were, it would, to be sure, have been mentioned, 
and laid at my door — perhaps too justly! 

I had begun a letter to my cousin; but laid it by, because of 
the uncertainty of my situation, and expecting every day for 
several days past to be at a greater certainty. You bid me write 
to him some time ago, you know. Then it was I began it: for 
I have great pleasure in obeying you in all I may. So I ought 
to have; for you are the only friend left me. And moreover, 
you generally honour me with your own observance of the 
advice I take the liberty to offer you: for I pretend to say I 
give better advice than I have taken. And so I had need. For 
I know not how it comes about, but I am, in my own opinion, a 
poor lost creature: and yet cannot charge myself with one 
criminal or faulty inclination. Do you know, my dear, how 
this can be? 

Yet I can tell you how , I believe — one devious step at setting 
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out ! — that must be it — which pursued, has led me so far out of 
my path, that I am in a wilderness of doubt and error; and never, 
never, shall find my way out of it: for, although but one pace 
awry at first, it has led me hundreds and hundreds of miles out 
of my path: and the poor estray has not one kind friend, nor 
has met with one directing passenger, to help her to recover it. 

But I, presumptuous creature! must rely so much upon my 
own knowledge of the right path ! — little apprehending that an 
ignis fatuus with its false fires (and yet I had heard enough of 
such) would arise to mislead me! And now, in the midst of fens 
and quagmires, it plays around me, and around me, throwing 
me back again, whenever I think myself in the right track. But 
there is one common point in which all shall meet, err widely as 
they may. In that I shall be laid quietly down at last: and then 
will all my calamities be at an end. 

But how I stray again; stray from my intention! I would 
only have said, that I had begun a letter to my Cousin Morden 
some time ago: but that now I can never end’ it. You will 
believe I cannot: for how shall I tell him that all his compli- 
ments are misbestowed ? that all his advice is thrown away? 
all his warnings vain? and that even my highest expectation 
is to be the wife of that free-liver, whom he so pathetically 
warns me to shun? 

Let me, however, have your prayers joined with my own (my 
fate depending, as it seems, upon the lips of such a man), “That, 
whatever shall be my destiny, that dreadful part of my father’s 
malediction, that I may be punished by the man in whom he 
supposes I put my confidence, may not take place! That this 
for Mr. Lovelace's own sake, and for the sake of human nature, 
may not be! Or, if it be necessary, in support of the parental 
authority, that I should be punished by him, that it may not 
be by his premeditated or wilful baseness; but that I may be 
able to acquit his intention , if not his action !” Otherwise, my 
fault will appear to be doubled in the eye of the event-judging 
world. And yet, methinks, I would be glad that the unkind- 
ness of my father and uncles, whose hearts have already been 
too much wounded by my error, may be justified in every 
article, excepting in this heavy curse: and that my father will 
be pleased to withdraw that before it be generally known ; at 
least that most dreadful part of it which regards futurity! 

I must lay down my pen. I must brood over these reflections. 
Once more, before I enclose my cousin’s letter, I will peruse it: 
and then I shall have it by heart. 
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Letter LX XV — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Sunday Night, May 7. 

When you reflect upon my unhappy situation, which is attended 
with so many indelicate and even shocking circumstances, some 
of which my pride will not let me think of with patience; all 
a qg ravate< ^ by the contents of my cousin’s affecting letter; you 
will not wonder that the vapourishness which has laid hold of 
my heart should rise to my pen. And yet it would be more 
kind, more friendly in me, to conceal from you, who take such a 
generous interest in my concerns, that worst part of my griefs, 
which communication and complaint cannot relieve. 

But to whom can I unbosom myself but to you? When the 
man who ought to be my protector, as he has brought upon me 
all my distresses, adds to my apprehensions; when I have not 
even a servant on whose fidelity I can rely, or to whom I can break 
my griefs as they arise ; and when his bountiful temper and gay 
heart attach every one to him; and I am but a cypher , to give 
him significance, and myself pain? These griefs, therefore, do 
what I can, will sometimes burst into tears; and these mingling 
with my ink, will blot my paper. And I know you will not 
grudge me the temporary relief. 

But I shall go on in the strain I left off with in my last; when 
I intended rather to apologize for my melancholy. But let 
what I have above written, once for all, be my apology. My 
misfortunes have given you a call to discharge the noblest 
offices of the friendship we have vowed to each other, in advice 
and consolation; and it would be an injury to it, and to you, 
to suppose it needed even that call. 

She then tells Miss Howe , that now her clothes are come, Mr. 
Lovelace is continually teasing her to go abroad with him in a coach, 
attended by whom she pleases of her own sex, either for the air, or 
to the public diversions . 

She gives the particulars of a conversation that has passed between 
them on that subject, and his several proposals . But takes notice 
that he says not the least word of the solemnity which he so ?nuch 
pressed for before they came to tow?i ; and which, as she observes, 
was 7iecessary to give propriety to his proposals. 

Now, my dear, says she, I cannot bear the life I live. I would 
be glad at my heart to be out of his reach. If I were, he should 
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soon find the difference. If I must be humbled, it had better be 
by those to whom I owe duty, than by him. My aunt writes 
in her letter , 1 that she dare not propose anything in my favour. 
You tell me, that, upon inquiry, you find 2 that, had I not been 
unhappily seduced away, a change of measures was actually 
resolved upon; and that my mother, particularly, was deter- 
mined to exert herself for the restoration of the family peace; 
and, in order to succeed the better, had thoughts of trying to 
engage my Uncle Harlowe in her party. 

Let me build on these foundations. I can but try, my dear. 
It is my duty to try all probable methods to restore the poor 
outcast to favour. And who knows but that once indulgent 
uncle, who has very great weight in the family, may be induced 
to interpose in my behalf? I will give up all right and title to my 
grandfather’s devises and bequests, with all my heart and soul, 
to whom they please, in order to make my proposal palatable to 
my brother. And that my surrender may be effectual, I will 
engage never to marry. 

What think you, my dear, of this expedient? Surely they 
cannot resolve to renounce me for ever. If they look with 
impartial eyes upon what has happened, they will have some- 
thing to blame themselves for, as well as me. 

I presume that you will be of opinion that this expedient is 
worth trying. But here is my difficulty: If I should write, my 
hard-hearted brother has so strongly confederated them all 
against me, that my letter would be handed about from one to 
another, till he had hardened every one to refuse my request; 
whereas, could my uncle be engaged to espouse my cause, as 
from himself, I should have some hope; as I presume to think he 
would soon have my mother and my aunt of his party. 

What, therefore, I am thinking of, is this: “Suppose Mr. 
Hickman, whose good character has gained him everybody’s 
respect, should put himself in my Uncle Harlowe’s way? And 
(as if from your knowledge of the state of things between Mr. 
Lovelace and me) assure him not only of the above particulars, 
but that I am under no obligations that shall hinder me from 
taking his directions?” 

I submit the whole to your discretion, whether to pursue it at 
all, or in what manner. But if it be pursued, and if my uncle 
refuses to interest himself in my favour upon Mr. Hickman’s 
application as from you (for so, for obvious reasons, it must be 
put), I can then have no hope; and my next step, in the mind I 

1 See p. 164. * See, p. 179. 
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am in, shall be to throw myself into the protection of the ladies 
of his family. 

It were an impiety to adopt the following lines, because it 
would be throwing upon the decrees of Providence a fault too 
much my own. But often do I revolve them, for the sake of 
the general similitude which they bear to my unhappy, yet 
undesigned error. 

To you, great gods! I make my last appeal: 

Or clear my virtues, or my crimes reveal. 

If wand’ring in the maze of life I run. 

And backward tread the steps I sought to shun. 

Impute my error to your own decree: 

My feet are guilty; but my heart is free. 

The lady dates again on Monday, to let Miss Howe know that Mr. 
Lovelace , on observing her uneasiness , had introduced to her Mr. 
Mennell , Mrs. Fretchville' s kinsman, who managed all her affairs. 
She calls him a young officer of sense ayid politeness , who gave her 
an account of the house and furniture, to the same effect that Mr. 
Lovelace had done before 1 ; as also of the melayicholy way Mrs. 
Fretchville is in. 

She tells Miss Howe how extreynely urgent Mr. Lovelace was 
with the gentleman, to get his spouse ( as he now always calls her 
before company) a sight of the house : and that Mr. Mennell uyider- 
took that very afteryiooyi to show her all of it, except the apartment 
Mrs. Fretchville should be in when she went. But that she chose 
not to take another step till she knew how she approved of her scheme 
to have her uyicle sounded ; and with what success, if tried, it would 
be atteyided. 

Mr. Lovelace, in his huyyiorous way , gives his frieyid ayi account 
of the lady's peevishyiess and dejectioyi , on receiviyig a letter with her 
clothes. He regrets that he has lost her confidence; which he 
attributes to his bringiyig her into the compayiy of his four com- 
panioyis. Yet he thinks he ynust excuse them, and censure her for 
over-yiiceness ; for that he never saw yyien behave better, at least 
not them. 

Mentioning his introduchig Mr. Menyiell to her. 

Now, Jack, says he, was it not very kind of Mr. Mennell 
[Captain Mennell I sometimes called him ; for among the military 
men there is no such officer, thou knowest, as a lieutenant, or an 
ensigyi — was it not very kind in him] to come along with me so 
readily as he did, to satisfy my beloved about the vapourish 
lady and the house? 

1 See p. 2i i. 
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But who is Captain Mennell? methinks thou askest: I never 
heard of such a man as Captain Mennell. 

Very likely. But knowest thou not young Newcomb, honest 
Doleman’s nephew? 

O-ho! Is it he? 

It is. And I have changed his name by virtue of my own 
single authority. Knowest thou not that I am a great name- 
father? Preferments I bestow, both military and civil. I give 
estates, and take them away, at my pleasure. Quality too I 
create. And by a still more valuable prerogative, I degrade by 
virtue of my own imperial will, without any other act of forfeiture 
than for my own convenience. What a poor thing is a monarch 
to me! 

But Mennell, now he has seen this angel of a woman, has 
qualms; that’s the devil! I shall have enough to do to keep 
him right. But it is the less wonder that he should stagger, 
when a few hours’ conversation with the same lady could make 
four much more hardened varlets find hearts. Only that I am 
confident that I shall at last reward her virtue, if her virtue 
overcome me, or I should find it impossible to persevere. For at 
times I have confounded qualms myself. But say not a word 
of them to the confraternity: nor laugh at me for them thyself. 

In another letter , dated Monday night, he writes as follows : 

This perverse lady keeps me at such distance, that I am sure 
something is going on between her and Miss Howe, notwith- 
standing the prohibition from Mrs. Howe to both; and as I have 
thought it some degree of merit in myself to punish others for 
their transgressions, I am of opinion that both these girls are 
punishable for their breach of parental injunctions. And as to 
their letter-carrier, I have been inquiring into his way of living; 
and finding him to be a common poacher, a deer-stealer, and 
warren-robber, who, under pretence of higgling, deals with a set 
of customers, who constantly take all he brings, whether fish, 
fowl, or venison, I hold myself justified (since Wilson’s con- 
veyance must at present be sacred) to have him stripped and 
robbed, and what money he has about him given to the poor; 
since, if I take not money as well as letters, I shall be suspected. 

To serve one’s self, and punish a villain at the same time, 
is serving public and private. The law was not made for 
such a man as me. And I must come at correspondence so 
disobediently carried on. 

But, on second thoughts, if I could find out that the dear 
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creature carried any of her letters in her pockets, I can get her 
to a play or to a concert, and she may have the misfortune to 
loose her pockets. 

But how shall I find this out; since her Dorcas knows no more 
of her dressing or undressing than her Lovelace? For she is 
dressed for the day before she appears even to her servant. 
Vilely suspicious! Upon my soul. Jack, a suspicious temper is a 
punishable temper. If a woman suspects a rogue in an honest 
man, is it not enough to make the honest man who knows it 
a rogue ? 

But as to her pockets, I think my mind hankers after them, 
as the less mischievous attempt. But they cannot hold all the 
letters that I should wish to see. And yet a woman’s pockets 
are half as deep as she is high. Tied round the sweet levities , I 
presume, as ballast-bags, lest the wind, as they move with full 
sail, from whale-ribbed canvas, should blow away the gipsies. 

He then , in apprehension that something is meditating between 
the two ladies , or that something may be set on foot to get Miss 
Harlowe out of his hands , relates several of his contrivances , and 
boasts of his instructions given in writing to Dorcas and to his 
servant Will Summers ; and says that he has provided against 
every possible accident , even to bring her back if she should escape , 
or hi case she should go abroad , and then refuse to return; and 
hopes so to manage , as that , should he make an attempt, whether 
he succeed in it or not, he may have a pretence to detain her. 

He then proceeds as follows : 

I have ordered Dorcas to cultivate by all means her lady’s 
favour; to lament her incapacity as to writing and reading; to 
show letters to her lady, as from pretended country relations; to 
beg her advice how to answer them, and to get them answered; 
and to be always aiming at scrawling with a pen, lest inky 
fingers should give suspicion. I have moreover given the 
wench an ivory-leafed pocket-book, with a silver pencil, that she 
may make memoranda on occasion. 

And let me tell thee that the lady has already (at Mrs. 
Sinclair’s motion) removed her clothes out of the trunks they 
came in, into an ample mahogany repository, where they will 
lie at full length, and which has drawers in it for linen. A 
repository that used to hold the richest suits which some of the 
nymphs put on, when they are to be dressed out, to captivate, 
or to ape quality. For many a countess, thou knowest, has our 
mother equipped; nay, two or three duchesses, who live upon 
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quality-terms with their lords. But this to such as will come up 
to her price, and can make an appearance like quality themselves 
on the occasion: for the reputation of persons of birth must not 
lie at the mercy of every under-degreed sinner. 

A master-key which will open every lock in this chest, is put 
into Dorcas’s hands; and she is to take care, when she searches 
for papers, before she removes anything, to observe how it lies, 
that she may replace all to a hair. Sally and Polly can occasion- 
ally help to transcribe. Slow and sure with such an Argus-eyed 
charmer must be all my movements. 

It is impossible that one so young and so inexperienced as 
she is, can have all her caution from herself; the behaviour of the 
women so unexceptionable; no re veilings, no company ever 
admitted into this inner house; all genteel, quiet, and easy in 
it; the nymphs well-bred, and well-read; her first disgusts to 
the old one got over. It must be Miss Howe, therefore [who 
once was in danger of being taken in by one of our class, by 
honest Sir George Colmar, as thou hast heard], that makes my 
progress difficult. 

Thou seest, Belford, by the above precautionaries , that I 
forget nothing. As the song says, it is not to be imagined 

On what slight strings 
Depend those things, , 

On which men build their glory ! 

So far, so good. I shall never rest till I have discovered, in the 
first place, where the dear creature puts her letters; and in the 
next, till I have got her to a play, to a concert, or to take an 
airing with me out of town for a day or two. 

•«•••• 

I gave thee just now some of my contrivances. Dorcas, who 
is ever attentive to all her lady’s motions, has given me some 
instances of her mistress's precautions. She wafers her letters, 
it seems, in two places; pricks the wafers; and then seals upon 
them. No doubt but the same care is taken with regard to those 
brought to her; for she always examines the seals of the latter 
before she opens them. 

I must, I must come at them. This difficulty augments my 
curiosity. Strange, so much as she writes, and at all hours, 
that not one sleepy or forgetful moment has offered in our favour. 

A fair contention, thou seest: nor plead thou in her favour her 
youth , her beauty , her fa?nily, her fortime. Credulity, she has 
none; and with regard to her tender years, am I not a young 
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fellow myself? As to beauty; prithee. Jack, do thou, to spare 
my modesty, make a comparison between my Clarissa for a 
woman , and thy Lovelace for a man. For her family, that 
was not known to its country a century ago: and I hate them 
all but her. Have I not cause? For her fortune; fortune, 
thou knowest, was ever a stimulus with me ; and this for reasons 
not ignoble. Do not girls of fortune adorn themselves on 
purpose to engage our attention? Seek they not to draw us 
into their snares? Depend they not, generally, on their fortunes , 
in the views they have upon us, more than on their merits ? Shall 
we deprive them of the benefit of their principal dependence? 
Can I, in particular, marry every girl who wishes to obtain my 
notice? If, therefore, in support of the libertine principles for 
which none of the sweet rogues hate us, a woman of fortune is 
brought to yield homage to her emperor, and any consequences 
attend the subjugation, is not such a one shielded by her fortune, 
as well from insult and contempt, as from indigence? All, then, 
that admits of debate between my beloved and me, is only this — 
which of the two has more wit, more circumspection — and that 
remains to be tried. 

A sad life, however, this life of doubt and suspense, for the 
poor lady to live, as well as for me; that is to say, if she be not 
naturally jealous — if she be, her uneasiness is constitutional, 
and she cannot help it; nor will it, in that case, hurt her. For 
a suspicious temper will make occasions for doubt, if none were 
to offer to its hand. My fair one, therefore, if naturally 
suspicious, is obliged to me for saving her the trouble of studying 
for these occasions — but after all, the plain way in every affair 
of the human life is the best, I believe, although it is not given 
me to choose it. I am not, however, singular in the pursuit 
of the more intricate paths; since there are thousands and ten 
thousands who had rather fish in troubled waters than in 
smooth. 


Letter LXXVI — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford, Esq. 

Tuesday , May 9. 

I am a very unhappy man. This lady is said to be one of the 
sweetest-tempered creatures in the world : and so I thought her. 
But to me, she is one of the most perverse. I never was supposed 
to be an ill-natured mortal neither. How can it be? I imagined, 
for a long while, that we were bom to make each other happy: 
but, quite the contrary; we really seem to be sent to plague 

each other. 
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I will write a comedy, I think. I have a title ready; and that ’s 
half the work. The Quarrelsome Lovers. ’Twill do. There ’s 
something new and striking in it. Yet, more or less, all lovers 
quarrel. Old Terence has taken notice of that; and observes 
upon it, that lovers falling out occasions lovers falling in; and 
a better understanding of course. *Tis natural that it should 
be so. But with us, we fall out so often, without falling in once; 
and a second quarrel so generally happens before a first is made 
up; that it is hard to guess what event our lovers will be attended 
with. But perseverance is my glory, and patience my hand- 
maid, when I have in view an object worthy of my attempts. 
What is there in an easy conquest? Hudibras questions well, 

— What mad Lover ever died 
To gain a soft and easy Bride ? 

Or, for a Lady tender-hearted. 

In purling streams, or hemp, departed ? 

But I will lead to the occasion of this preamble. 

I had been out. On my return, meeting Dorcas on the stairs 
— Your lady in her chamber, Dorcas? In the dining-room, sir: 
and if ever you hope for an opportunity to come at a letter, it 
must be now. For at her feet I saw one lie, which, as may be 
seen by its open folds, she has been reading, with a little parcel 
of others she is now busied with — all pulled out of her pocket, 
as I believe: so, sir, you ’ll know where to find them another time. 

I was ready to leap for joy, and instantly resolved to bring 
forward an expedient which I had held in petto ; and entering 
into the dining-room with an air of transport, I boldly clasped 
my arms about her, as she sat; she huddling up her papers in her 
handkerchief all the time; the dropped paper unseen. Oh, my 
dearest life, a lucky expedient have Mr. Mennell and I hit upon 
just now. In order to hasten Mrs. Fretchville to quit the house, 
I have agreed, if you approve of it, to entertain her cook, her 
housemaid and two menservants (about whom she was very 
solicitous), till you are provided to your mind. And that no 
accommodations may be wanted, I have consented to take the 
household linen at an appraisement. 

I am to pay down five hundred pounds, and the remainder as 
soon as the bills can be looked up, and the amount of them 
adjusted. Thus will you have a charming house entirely ready 
to receive you. Some of the ladies of my family will soon be 
with you: they will not permit you long to suspend my happy 
day. And that nothing may be wanting to gratify your utmost 
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punctilio, I will till then consent to stay here at Mrs. Sinclair’s, 
while you reside at your new house; and leave the rest to your 
own generosity. O my beloved creature, will not this be agree- 
able to you ? I am sure it will — it must — and clasping her closer 
to me, I gave her a more fervent kiss than ever I had dared to 
give her before. I permitted not my ardour to overcome my 
discretion, however; for I took care to set my foot upon the 
letter, and scraped it farther from her, as it were behind her chair. 

She was in a passion at the liberty I took. Bowing low, I 
begged her pardon; and stooping still lower, in the same motion, 
took up the letter, and whipped it into my bosom. 

Pox on me for a puppy, a fool, a blockhead, a clumsy varlet, 
a mere Jack Belford ! I thought myself a much cleverer fellow 
than I am! Why could I not have been followed in by Dorcas; 
who might have taken it up while I addressed her lady? 

For here, the letter being unfolded, I could not put it into my 
bosom without alarming her ears, as my sudden motion did her 
eyes. Up she flew in a moment : Traitor! Judas ! her eyes flashing 
lightning, and a perturbation in her eager countenance, so 
charming! What have you taken up? And then, what for both 
my ears I durst not to have done to her, she made no scruple to 
seize the stolen letter, though in my bosom. 

What was to be done on so palpable a detection? I clasped her 
hand, which had hold of the ravished paper, between mine: O 
my beloved creature ! said I, can you think I have not some 
curiosity? Is it possible you can be thus for ever employed; and 
I, loving narrative letter-writing above every other species of 
writing, and admiring your talent that way, should not (thus 
upon the dawn of my happiness, as I presume to hope) bum with 
a desire to be admitted into so sweet a correspondence? 

Let go my hand ! — stamping with her pretty foot. How dare 
you, sir! At this rate, I see — too plainly I see — and more she 
could not say: but, gasping, was ready to faint with passion and 
affright; the devil a bit of her accustomed gentleness to be seen 
in her charming face, or to be heard in her musical voice. 

Having gone thus far, loath, very loath was I to lose my prize. 
Once more I got hold of the rumpled-up letter! Impudent man I 
were her words: stamping again. For God's sake , then it was. 
I let go my prize, lest she should faint away: but had the pleasure 
first to find my hand within both hers, she trying to open my 
reluctant fingers. How near was my heart at that moment to 
my hand, throbbing to my finger-ends, to be thus familiarly, 
although angrily, treated by the charmer of my soul. 
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When she had got it in her possession, she flew to the door. 
I threw myself in her way, shut it, and, in the humblest manner, 
besought her to forgive me. And yet do you think the Harlowe- 
hearted charmer (notwithstanding the agreeable annunciation 
I came in with) would forgive me? No, truly; but pushing me 
rudely from the door, as if I had been nothing [yet do I love to 
try, so innocently to try, her strength too!], she gaining that 
force through passion, which I had lost through fear, out she 
shot to her own apartment [thank my stars she could fly no 
farther!]; and as soon as she entered it, in a passion still, she 
double-locked and double-bolted herself in. This my comfort, 
on reflection, that upon a greater offence it cannot be worse. 

I retreated to my own apartment, with my heart full: and, 
my man Will not being near me, gave myself a plaguy knock 
on the forehead with my double fist. 

And now is my charmer shut up from me: refusing to see me; 
refusing her meals. She resolves not to see me; that ’s more: 
never again, if she can help it; and in the mind she is in — I hope 
she has said. 

The dear creatures, whenever they quarrel with their humble 
servants, should always remember this saving clause, that they 
may not be forsworn. 

But thinkest thou that I will not make it the subject of one 
of my first plots to inform myself of the reason why all this 
commotion was necessary on so slight an occasion as this 
would have been, were not the letters that pass between these 
ladies of a treasonable nature? 


Wednesday Morning . 

No admission to breakfast, any more than to supper. I 
wish this lady is not a simpleton, after all. 

I have sent up in Captain Mennell’s name. 

A message from Captain Mennell, madam. 

It won’t do. She is of baby age. She cannot be — a Solomon, 
I was going to say, in everything. Solomon, Jack, was the 
wisest man. But didst ever hear who was the wisest woman? 
I want a comparison for this lady. Cunning women and witches 
we read of without number. But I fancy wisdom never entered 
into the character of a woman. It is not a requisite of the sex. 
Women, indeed, make better sovereigns than men: but why is 
that? Because the women sovereigns are governed by men; 
the men sovereigns by women. Charming, by my soul! For 
hence we guess at the rudder by which both are steered. 
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But to put wisdom out of the question, and to take cunning in; 
that is to say, to consider woman as a woman; what shall we do, 
if this lady has something extraordinary in her head ? Repeated 
charges has she given to Wilson, by a particular messenger, to 
send any letter directed for her the moment it comes. 

I must keep a good look-out. She is not now afraid of her 
brother’s plot. I shan’t be at all surprised if Singleton calls 
upon Miss Howe, as the only person who knows, or is likely to 
know , where Miss Harlowe is; pretending to have affairs of 
importance, and of particular service to her, if he can but be 
admitted to her speech. Of compromise, who knows, from 
her brother? 

Then will Miss Howe warn her to keep close. Then will my 
protection be again necessary. This will do, I believe. Any- 
thing from Miss Howe must. 

Joseph Leman is a vile fellow with her, and my implement. 
Joseph, honest Joseph, as I call him, may hang himself. I have 
played him off enough, and have very little further use for him. 
No need to wear one plot to the stumps, when I can find new 
ones every hour. 

Nor blame me for the use I make of my talents. Who, that 
hath such, will let ’em be idle? 

Well, then, I will find a Singleton; that ’s all I have to do. 

Instantly find one ! Will ! 

Sir! 

This moment call me hither thy cousin Paul Wheatly, just 
come from sea, whom thou wert recommending to my service, 
if I were to marry and keep a pleasure-boat. 

Presto — Will ’s gone — Paul will be here presently. Presently 
will he be gone to Mrs. Howe’s. If Paul be Singleton’s mate, 
coming from his captain, it will do as well as if it were Singleton 
himself. 

Sally, a little devil, often reproaches me with the slowness of 
my proceedings. But in a play does not the principal entertain- 
ment lie in the first four acts ? Is not all in a manner over when 
you come to the fifth ? And what a vulture of a man must he be, 
who souses upon his prey, and in the same moment trusses 
and devours ! 

But to own the truth, I have overplotted myself. To make 
my work secure, as I thought, I have frighted the dear creature 
with the sight of my four Hottentots, and I shall be a long time, 

I doubt, before I can recover my lost ground. And then this 
cursed family at. Harlowe Place have made her out of humour 
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with 77ie , with herself , and with all the world , but Miss Howe, 
who, no doubt, is continually adding difficulties to my other 
difficulties. 

I am very unwilling to have recourse to measures which these 
demons below are continually urging me to take; because I am 
sure that, at last, I shall be brought to make her legally mine. 
One complete trial over, and I think I will do her noble justice. 


Well, Paul ’s gone — gone already — has all his lessons. A 
notable fellow! Lord W.’s necessary man was Paul before he 
went to sea. A more sensible rogue Paul than Joseph! Not 
such a pretender to piety neither, as the other. At what a 
price have I bought that Joseph! I believe I must punish the 
rascal at last: but must let him marry first: then (though that 
may be punishment enough) I shall punish two at once in the 
man and his wife. And how richly does Betty deserve punish- 
ment for her behaviour to my goddess? 

But now I hear the rusty hinges of my beloved’s door give me 
creaking invitation. My heart creaks and throbs with respon- 
dent trepidations. Whimsical enough though ! for what relation 
has a lover’s heart to a rusty pair of hinges'? But they are the 
hinges that open and shut the door of my beloved’s bed-chamber. 
Relation enough in that. 

I hear not the door shut again. I shall receive her commands 
I hope anon. What signifies her keeping me thus at distance? 
She must be mine, let me do or offer what I will. Courage 
whenever I assume, all is over: for should she think of escaping 
from hence, whither can she fly to avoid me? Her parents will 
not receive her. Her uncles will not entertain her. Her 
beloved Norton is in their direction, and cannot. Miss Howe 
dare not. She has not one friend in town but me — is entirely a 
stranger to the town. And what then is the matter with me, 
that I should be thus unaccountably overawed and tyrannized 
over by a dear creature who wants only to know how impossible 
it is that she should escape me, in order to be as humble to me 
as she is to her persecuting relations ! 

Should I even make the grand attempt, and fail, and should 
she hate me for it, her hatred can be but temporary. She has 
already incurred the censure of the world. She must therefore 
choose to be mine, for the sake of soldering up her reputation in 
the eye of that impudent world. For who that knows me, and 
knows that she has been in my power, though but for twenty-four 
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hours, will think her spotless as to fact, let her inclination be 
what it will ? And then human nature is such a well-known rogue, 
that every man and woman judges by what each knows of him 
or herself, that inclination is no more to be trusted, where an 
opportunity is given, than 1 am; especially where a woman, 
young and blooming, loves a man well enough to go off with 
him; for such will be the world’s construction in the present 
case. 

She calls her maid Dorcas. No doubt, that I may hear her 
harmonious voice, and to give me an opportunity to pour out 
my soul at her feet; to renew all my vows; and to receive her 
pardon for the past offence: and then, with what pleasure shall 
I begin upon a new score, and afterwards wipe out that; and 
begin another, and another, till the last offence passes; and 
there can be no other ! And once, after that, to be forgiven, will 
be to be forgiven for ever. 


The door is again shut. Dorcas tells me that her lady denies 
to admit me to dine with her; a favour I had ordered the wench 
to beseech her to grant me, the next time she saw her — not 
uncivilly, however, denies — coming to by degrees. Nothing but 
the last offence, the honest wench tells me, in the language of her 
principals below, will do with her. The last offence is meditating. 
Yet this vile recreant heart of mine plays me booty. 

But here I conclude; though the tyranness leaves me nothing 
to do but to read, write, and fret. 

Subscription is formal between us. Besides, I am so totally 
hers, that I cannot say how much I am thine or any other person’s. 


Letter LX XV II — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Ilowe 

Tuesday , May 9. 

If, my dear, you approve of the application to my Uncle Harlowe, 
I wish it may be made as soon as possible. We are quite out 
again. I have shut myself up from him. The offence indeed not 
very great — and yet it is too. He had like to have got a letter. 
One of yours. But never will I write again, or reperuse my 
papers, in an apartment where he thinks himself entitled to come. 
He did not read a line of it. Indeed he did not. So don’t be 
uneasy. And depend upon future caution. 

Thus it was. The sun being upon my closet, and Mr. Love- 
lace abroad 
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She then gives Miss Hmve an account of his coming in by 
surprise upon her: of his fluttering speech: of his bold address: of 
her struggle with him for the letter , etc. 

And now, my' dear, proceeds she , I am more and more con- 
vinced that I am too much in his power to make it prudent to 
stay with him. And if my friends will but give me hope, I will 
resolve to abandon him for ever. 

Oh, my dear! he is a fierce, a foolish, an insolent creature! 
And in truth I hardly expect that we can accommodate. How 
much unhappier am I already, with him, than my mother ever 
was with my father after marriage! Since (and that without 
any reason, any pretence in the world for it) he is for breaking 
my spirit before I am his; and while I am, or ought to be [Oh, 
my folly, that I am not !], in my own power. 

Till I can know whether my friends will give me hope or not, 
I must do what I never studied to do before in any case; that is, 
try to keep this difference open: and yet it will make me look 
little in my own eyes; because I shall mean by it more than I can 
own. But this is one of the consequences of a step I shall ever 
l deplore! The natural fruits of all engagements, where the minds 
are unpaired — dispaired, in my case, may I say. 

Let this evermore be my caution to individuals of my sex: 
Guard your eye: ’twill ever be in a combination against your 
judgment. If there are two parts to be taken, it will for ever, 
traitor as it is, take the wrong one. 

If you ask me, my dear, how this caution befits me? let me 
tell you a secret which I have but very lately found out upon 
self-examination, although you seem to have made the discovery 
long ago: That had not my foolish eye been too much attached, 
I had not taken the pains to attempt, so officiously as I did, the 
prevention of mischief between him and some of my family, 
which first induced the correspondence between us, and was the 
occasion of bringing the apprehended mischief with double 
weight upon myself. My vanity and conceit, as far as I know, 
might have part in the inconsiderate measure: for does it not 
look as if I thought myself more capable of obviating difficulties 
than anybody else of my family? 

But you must not, my dear, suppose my heart to be still a 
confederate with my eye. That deluded eye now clearly sees its 
fault, and the misled heart despises it for it. Hence the applica- 
tion I am making to my uncle: hence it is that I can say (I 
think truly) that I would atone for my fault at any rate, even 
by the sacrifice of a limb or two, if that would do. 
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Adieu, my dearest friend ! May your heart never know the 
hundredth part of the pain mine at present feels! prays 

Your 

Clarissa Harlowe. 


Letter LXXV 1 1 1 — A Iiss Howe to Miss Clarissa Harlowe 

Wednesday , May io. 

I will write! No man shall write for me. 1 No woman shall 
hinder me from writing. Surely I am of age to distinguish 
between reason and caprice. I am not writing to a man, am I? 
If I were carrying on a correspondence with a fellow of whom 
my mother disapproved, and whom it might be improper for me 
to encourage, my own honour and my duty would engage my 
obedience. Hut as the case is so widely different, not a word 
more on this subject, I beseech you ! 

I much approve of your resolution to leave this wretch, if you 
can make up with your uncle. 

I hate the man — most heartily do I hate him, for his teasing 
ways. The very reading of your account of them teases me 
almost as much as they can you. May you have encourage- 
ment to fly the foolish wretch! 

I have other reasons to wish you may: for I have just made 
an acquaintance with one who knows a vast deal of his private 
history. The man is really a villain, my dear! an execrable one! 
if all be true that I have heard ! And yet I am promised other 
particulars. I do assure you, my dear friend, that had he had 
a dozen lives, he might have forfeited them all, and been dead 
tiventy crimes ago. 

If ever you condescend to talk familiarly with him again, ask 
him after Miss Betterton, and what became of her; and if he 
shuffle and prevaricate as to her, question him about Miss 
Lockyer. O my dear, the man y s a villain ! 

I will have your uncle sounded, as you desire, and that out of 
hand. But yet I am afraid of the success; and this for several 
reasons. ’Tis hard to say what the sacrifice of your estate would 
do with some people: and yet I must not, when it comes to the 
test, permit you to make it. 

As your Hannah continues ill, I would advise you to try to 
attach Dorcas to your interest. Have you not been impoliticly 
shy of her? 

I wish you could come at some of his letters. Surely a man 

1 Clarissa proposes Mr. Hickman to write for Miss Howe. See p. 237- 
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of his negligent character cannot be always guarded. If he be, 
and if you cannot engage your servant, I should suspect them 
both. Let him be called upon at a short warning when he is 
writing, or when he has papers lying about, and so surprise 
him into negligence. 

Such inquiries, I know, are of the same nature with those we 
make at an inn in travelling, when we look into every comer 
and closet for fear of a villain; yet should be frighted out of our 
wits, were we to find one. But *tis better to detect such a one 
when awake and up, than to be attacked by him when in bed 
and asleep. 

I am glad you have your clothes. But no money! No books 
but a Spira , a Drexelius , and a Practice of Piety ! Those who sent 
the latter ought to have kept it for themselves. But I must 
hurry myself from this subject. 

You have exceedingly alarmed me by what you hint of his 
attempt to get one of my letters. I am assured by my new 
informant, that he is the head of a gang of wretches (those he 
brought you among, no doubt, were some of them) who join 
together to betray innocent creatures, and to support one 
another afterwards by violence; and were he to come at the 
knowledge of the freedoms I take with him, I should be afraid 
to stir out without a guard. 

I am sorry to tell you that I have reason to think that your ' 
brother has not laid aside his foolish plot. A sunburnt, sailor- 
looking fellow was with me just now, pretending great service to 
you from Captain Singleton, could he be admitted to your speech. 

I pleaded ignorance as to the place of your abode. The fellow 
was too well instructed for me to get anything out of him. 

I wept for two hours incessantly on reading yours which en- 
closed that from your Cousin Morden. 1 My dearest creature, 
do not desert yourself. Let your Anna Howe obey the call of 
that friendship which has united us as one soul, and endeavour 
to give you consolation. 

I wonder not at the melancholy reflections you so often cast 
upon yourself in your letters, for the step you have been forced 
upon on one hand, and tricked into on the other. A strange 
fatality! As if it were designed to show the vanity of all human 
prudence. I wish, my dear, as you hint, that both you and I 
have not too much prided ourselves in a perhaps too conscious 
superiority over others. But I will stop. How apt are weak 
minds to look out for judgments in any extraordinary event! 

1 See Letter Ixxiv. 
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’Tis so far right, that it is better, and safer, and juster, to arraign 
ourselves, or our dearest friends, than Providence; which must 
always have wise ends to answer in its dispensations. 

But do not talk, as in one of your former, of being a warning 
only?- You will be as excellent an example as ever you hoped 
to be, as well as a warning: and that will make your story, to all 
that shall come to know it, of double efficacy: for were it that 
such a merit as yours could not ensure to herself noble and 
generous usage from a libertine heart, who will expect any 
tolerable behaviour from men of his character? 

If you think yourself inexcusable for taking a step that put 
you into the way of delusion, without any intention to go off with 
him , what must those giddy creatures think of themselves, who, 
without half your provocations and inducements, and without 
any regard to decorum, leap walls, drop from windows, and steal 
away from their parents' house to the seducer’s bed, in the 
same day? 

Again, if you are so ready to accuse yourself for dispensing 
with the prohibitions of the most unreasonable parents, which 
yet were but half-prohibitions at first what ought those to do, 
who wilfully shut their ears to the advice of the most reasonable; 
and that, perhaps, where apparent ruin , or undoubted incon- 
venience, is the consequence of the predetermined rashness? 

And, lastly, to all who will know your story, you will be an 
excellent example of watchfulness, and of that caution and 
reserve by which a prudent person who has been supposed to be 
a little misled, endeavours to mend her error; and, never once 
losing sight of her duty, does all in her power to recover the 
path she has been rather driven out of, than chosen to swerve 
from. ' 

Come, come, my dearest friend, consider but these things; 
and steadily, without desponding, pursue your earnest purposes 
to amend what you think has been amiss; and it may not be a 
misfortune in the end that you have erred ; especially as so little 
of your will was in your error. 

And indeed I must say, that I use the words misled , and error , 
and such-like, only in compliment to your own too ready self- 
accusations, and to the opinion of one to whom I owe duty: 
for I think in my conscience, that every part of your conduct is 
defensible; and that those only are blamable who have no other 
way to clear themselves but by condemning you. 

I expect, however, that such melancholy reflections as drop 

1 See vol. ii, p 73. 
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from your pen but too often, will mingle with all your future 
pleasures, were you to marry Lovelace, and were he to make the 
best of husbands. 

You was immensely happy, above the happiness of a mortal 
creature, before you knew him: everybody almost worshipped 
you: envy itself, which has of late reared up its venomous head 
against you, was awed by your superior worthiness into silence 
and admiration. You was the soul of every company where 
you visited. Your elders have I seen declining to offer their 
opinions upon a subject till you had delivered yours; often to 
save themselves the mortification of retracting theirs , when they 
heard yours. Yet, in all this, your sweetness of manners, your 
humility and affability, caused the subscription every one made 
to your sentiments, and to your superiority, to be equally 
unfeigned and unhesitating; for they saw that their applause, 
and the preference they gave you to themselves, subjected 
not themselves to insults, nor exalted you into any visible 
triumph over them; for you had always something to say on 
every point you carried that raised the yielding heart, and left 
every one pleased and satisfied with themselves, though they 
carried not off the palm. 

Your works were shown or referred to wherever fine works 
were talked of. Nobody had any but an inferior and second- 
hand praise for diligence, for economy, for reading, for writing, 
for memory, for facility in learning everything laudable, and 
even for the more envied graces of person and dress, and an 
all-surpassing elegance in both, where you were known, and 
those subjects talked of. 

The poor blessed you every step you trod: the rich thought 
you their honour, and took a pride that they were not obliged 
to descend from their own class for an example that did credit 
to it. 

Though all men wished for you, and sought you, young as you 
were, yet, had not those who were brought to address you been 
encouraged out of sordid and spiteful views, not one of them 
would have dared to lift up his eyes to you. 

Thus happy in all about you, thus making happy all within 
your circle, could you think that nothing would happen to you, 
to convince you that you were not to be exempted from the common 
lot ? To convince you that you were not absolutely perfect; and 
that you must not expect to pass through life without trial, tempta- 
tion, and misfortune ? 

Indeed it must be owned that no trial, no temptation, worthy 
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of your virtue, and of your prudence, could well have attacked 
you sooner, because of your tender years, nor more effectually 
than those heavy ones under which you struggle; since it must 
be allowed that your equanimity and foresight made you 
superior to common accidents; for are not most of the troubles 
that fall to the lot of common mortals brought upon themselves 
either by their too large desires , or too little deserts ? — Cases, both, 
from which you stood exempt. It was therefore to be some 
man , or some worse spirit in the shape of one, that, formed on 
purpose, was to be sent to invade you; while as many other 
such spirits as there are persons in your family, were permitted 
to take possession, severally, in one dark hour, of the heart of 
every one of it, there to sit perching, perhaps, and directing 
every motion to the motions of the seducer without, in order to 
irritate, to provoke, to push you forward to meet him. 

Upon the whole, there seems, as I have often said, to have 
been a kind of fate in your error, if it were an error; and this 
perhaps admitted for the sake of a better example to be collected 
from your sufferings , than could have been given, had you never 
erred : for, my dear, adversity is your shining - time . I see 
evidently, that adversity must call forth graces and beauties 
which could not have been brought to light in a run of that 
prosperous fortune which attended you from your cradle till 
now ; admirably as you became, and, as we all thought, greatly as 
you deserved , that prosperity. 

All the matter is, the trial must be grievous to you. It is to 
me- it is to all who love you, and looked upon you as one set 
aloft to be admired and imitated, and not as a mark, as you have 
lately found, for envy to shoot its shafts at. 

Let what I have written above have its due weight with you, 
my dear; and then, as warm imaginations are not without a 
mixture of enthusiasm, your Anna Howe, who, on reperusal of 
it imagines it to be in a style superior to her usual style, will be 
ready to flatter herself that she has been in a manner inspired 
with the hints that have comforted and raised the dejected heart 
of her suffering friend ; who, from such hard trials, in a bloom so 
tender may find at times her spirits sunk too low to enable her 
to pervade the surrounding darkness which conceals from her the 
hopeful dawning of the better day which awaits her. 

I will add no more at present, than that I am 

Your ever faithful and affectionate 

Anna Howe. 
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Letter LXXIX — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Friday, May 12. 

I must be silent, my exalted friend, under praises that oppress 
my heart with a consciousness of not deserving them; at the 
same time that the generous design of those praises raises and 
comforts it: for it is a charming thing to stand high in the opinion 
of those we love; and to find that there are souls that can carry 
their friendships beyond accidents, beyond body, and ties of 
blood. Whatever, my dearest creature, is my shining-time, the 
adversity of a friend is yours. And it would be almost a fault in 
me to regret those afflictions which give you an opportunity so 
gloriously to exert those qualities, which not only ennoble our 
sex, but dignify human nature. But let me proceed to subjects 
less agreeable. 

I am sorry you have reason to think Singleton’s projects are 
not at an end. But who knows what the sailor had to propose? 
Yet had any good been intended me, this method would hardly 
have been fallen upon. 

Depend upon it, my dear, your letters shall be safe. 

I have made a handle of Mr. Lovelace’s bold attempt and 
freedom, as I told you I would, to keep him ever since at distance, 
that I may have an opportunity to see the success of the applica- 
tion to my uncle, and to be at liberty to embrace any favourable 
overtures that may arise from it. Yet he has been very im- 
portunate, and twice brought Mr. Mennell from Mrs. Fretchville 
to talk about the house. If I should be obliged to make up with 
him again , I shall think I am always doing myself a spite. 

As to what you mention of his newly-detected crimes; and 
your advice to attach Dorcas to my interest; and to come at 
some of his letters; these things will require more or less of my 
attention, as I may hope favour or not from my Uncle Harlowe. 

I am sorry that my poor Hannah continues ill. Pray, my 
dear, inform yourself, and let me know, whether she wants 
anything that befits her case. 

I will not close this letter till to-morrow is over; for I am 
resolved to go to church; and this as well for the sake of my 
duty, as to see if I am at liberty to go out when I please without 
being attended or accompanied. 

Sunday, May 14. 

I have not been able to avoid a short debate with Mr. Lovelace. 
I had ordered a coach to the door. When I had notice that it 
was come, I went out of my chamber to go to it; but met him 
II K 88 3 
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dressed on the stairs head, with a book in his hand, but without 
his hat and sword. He asked with an air very solemn, yet 
respectful, if I were going abroad. I told him I was. He 
desired leave to attend me, if I were going to church. I refused 
him. And then he complained heavily of my treatment of him; 
and declared that he would not live such another week as the 
past, for the world. 

I owned to him very frankly, that I had made an application 
to my friends; and that I was resolved to keep myself to myself 
till I knew the issue of it. 

He coloured, and seemed surprised. But checking himself in 
something he was going to say, he pleaded my danger from 
Singleton, and again desired to attend me. 

And then he told me that Mrs. Fretchville had desired to 
continue a fortnight longer in the house. She found, said he, 
that I was unable to determine about entering upon it ; and now 
who knows when such a vapourish creature will come to a 
resolution? This, madam, has been an unhappy week; for had 
I not stood upon such bad terms with you, you might have been 
now mistress of that house \ and probably had my Cousin Montague, 
if not Lady Betty, actually with you. 

And so, sir, taking all you say for granted, your Cousin 
Montague cannot come to Mrs. Sinclair’s? What, pray, is her 
objection to Mrs. Sinclair’s? Is this house fit for me to live in a 
month or two, and not fit for any of your relations for a few 
days? And Mrs. Fretchville has taken more time tool Then, 
pushing by him, I hurried downstairs. 

He called to Dorcas to bring him his sword and hat; and 
following me down into the passage, placed himself between me 
and the door; and again desired leave to attend me. 

Mrs. Sinclair came out at that instant, and asked me if I 
did not choose a dish of chocolate? 

I wish, Mrs. Sinclair, said I, you would take this man in with 
you to your chocolate. I don’t know whether I am at liberty 
to stir out without his leave or not. 

Then turning to him, I asked if he kept me there his prisoner ? 

Dorcas just then bringing him his sword and hat, he opened 
the street door, and taking my reluctant hand, led me, in a very 
obsequious manner, to the coach. People passing by, stopped, 
stared, and whispered — but he is so graceful in his person and 
dress, that he generally takes every eye. 

I was uneasy to be so gazed at; and he stepped in after me, 
and the coachman drove to St. Paul’s. 
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He was very full of assiduities all the way; while I was as 
reserved as possible: and when I returned, dined, as I had done 
the greatest part of the week, by myself. 

He told me, upon my resolving to do so, that although he 
would continue his passive observance till I knew the issue of 
my application, yet I must expect that then I should not rest 
one moment till I had fixed his happy day: for that his very 
soul was fretted with my slights, resentments, and delays. 

A wretch! when I can say, to my infinite regret, on a double 
account, that all he complains of is owing to himself ! 

Oh, that I may have good tidings from my uncle ! 

Adieu; my dearest friend ! This shall lie ready for an exchange 
(as I hope for one to-morrow from you) that will decide, as I may 
say, the destiny of 

Your 

Clarissa Harlowe. 


Letter LXXX — Miss Hoive to Mrs. Judith Norton 

Thursday, May ix. 

Good Mrs. Norton, — Cannot you, without naming me as an 
adviser, who am hated by the family, contrive a way to let Mrs. 
Harlowe know, that in an accidental conversation with me, you 
had been assured that my beloved friend pines after a reconcilia- 
tion with her relations? That she has hitherto, in hopes of it, 
refused to enter into any obligation that shall be in the least a 
hindrance to it: that she would fain avoid giving Mr. Lovelace 
a right to make her family uneasy in relation to her grand- 
father’s estate: that all she wishes for still, is to be indulged in 
her choice of a single life, and, on that condition, would make 
her father’s pleasure hers with regard to that estate: that Mr. 
Lovelace is continually pressing her to marry him ; and all his 
friends likewise: but that I am sure she has so little liking to the 
man, because of his faulty morals, and of the antipathy of her 
relations to him, that if she had any hope given her of a 
reconciliation, she would forego all thoughts of him, and 
put herself into her father’s protection. But that their resolu- 
tion must be speedy; for otherwise she would find herself 
obliged to give way to his pressing entreaties; and it might then 
be out of her power to prevent disagreeable litigations. 

I do assure you, Mrs. Norton, upon my honour, that our 
dearest friend knows nothing of this procedure of mine: and 
therefore it is proper to acquaint you, in confidence, with my 
grounds for it. These are they: 
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She had desired me to let Mr. Hickman drop hints to the 
above effect to her Uncle Harlowe; but indirectly as from himself, 
lest, if the application should not be attended with success, and 
Mr. Lovelace (who already takes it ill that he has so little of her 
favour) come to know it, she may be deprived of every protec- 
tion, and be perhaps subjected to great inconveniences from so 
haughty a spirit. 

Having this authority from her, and being very solicitous 
about the success of the application, I thought that if the weight 
of so good a wife, mother, and sister, as Mrs. Harlowe is known 
to be, were thrown into the same scale with that of Mr. John 
Harlowe (supposing he could be engaged), it could hardly fail 
of making a due impression. 

Mr. Hickman will see Mr. John Harlowe to-morrow: by that 
time you may see Mrs. Harlowe. If Mr. Hickman finds the old 
gentleman favourable, he will tell him that you will have seen 
Mrs. Harlowe upon the same account; and will advise him to join 
in consultation with her how best to proceed to melt the most 
obdurate hearts in the world. 

This is the fair state of the matter, and my true motive for 
writing to you. I leave all, therefore, to your discretion; and 
most heartily wish success to it; being of opinion that Mr. 
Lovelace cannot possibly deserve our admirable friend: nor 
indeed know I the man who does. 

Pray acquaint me by a line of the result of your interposition. 
If it prove not such as may be reasonably hoped for, our dear 
friend shall know nothing of this step from me; and pray let her 
not from you. For, in that case, it would only give deeper grief 
to a heart already too much afflicted. I am, dear and worthy 
Mrs. Norton, 

Your true friend, 

Anna Howe. 


Letter LXXXI — Mrs. Norton to Miss Howe 

Saturday , May 13. 

Dear Madam, — My heart is almost broken to be obliged to let 
you know, that such is the situation of things in the family of my 
ever dear Miss Harlowe, that there can be at present no success 
expected from any application in her favour. Her poor mother 
is to be pitied. I have a most affecting letter from her; but 
must not communicate it to you ; and she forbids me to let it be 
known that she writes upon the subject; although she is com- 
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pelled, as it were, to do it, for the ease of her own heart. I 
mention it therefore in confidence. 


I hope in God that my beloved young lady has preserved her 
honour inviolate. I hope there is not a man breathing who 
could attempt a sacrilege so detestable. I have no apprehension 
of a failure in a virtue so established. God for ever keep so pure 
a heart out of the reach of surprises and violence ! Ease, dear 
madam, I beseech you, my over-anxious heart, by one line, by 
the bearer, although but by one line, to acquaint me (as surely 
you can) that her honour is unsullied. If it be not, adieu to all 
the comforts this life can give: since none will it be able to afford 


to the poor 


Judith Norton. 


Letter LXXXI 1 — Miss Hoive to Mrs. Judith Norton 

Saturday Evening , May 13. 

Dear good Woman, — Your beloved’s honour is inviolate! 
Must be inviolate! And will be so, in spite of men and devils. 
Could I have had hope of a reconciliation, all my view was, that 
she should not have had this man. All that can be said now is, 
she must run the risk of a bad husband: she of whom no man 
living is worthy! 

You pity her mother — so do not 1 ! I pity no mother, that puts 
it out of her power to show maternal love, and humanity, in 
order to patch up for herself a precarious and sorry quiet, which 
every blast of wind shall disturb. 

I hate tyrants in every form and shape: but paternal and 
maternal tyrants are the worst of all: for they can have no bowels. 

I repeat, that I pity none of them. Our beloved friend only 
deserves pity. She had never been in the hands of this man, 
but for them. She is quite blameless. You don’t know all her 
story. Were I to tell you that she had no intention to go off 
with this man, it would avail her nothing. It would only serve 
to condemn, with those who drove her to extremities, him who 
now must be her refuge. I am 

Your sincere friend and servant, 

Anna Howe. 

Letter LXXXI 1 1 — Mrs. Harlowe to Mrs. Norton 

[ Not communicated till the letters came to be collected ] 

Saturday , May 13. 

I return an answer in writing, as I promised, to your com- 
munication. But take no notice either to my Bella’s Betty 
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(who I understand sometimes visits you), or to the poor wretch 
herself, nor to anybody, that I do write. I charge you don't. 
My heart is full: writing may give some vent to my griefs, and 
perhaps I may write what lies most upon my heart, without 
confining myself strictly to the present subject. 

You know how dear this ungrateful creature ever was to us all. 
You know how sincerely we joined with every one of those who 
ever had seen her, or conversed with her, to praise and admire 
her; and exceeded in our praise even the bounds of that modesty 
which, because she was our own, should have restrained us; 
being of opinion that to have been silent in the praise of so 
apparent a merit must rather have argued blindness or affecta- 
tion in us, than that we should incur the censure of vain partiality 
to our own. 

When, therefore, anybody congratulated us on such a 
daughter, we received their congratulations without any 
diminution. If it was said, You are happy in this child; we 
owned that no parents ever were happier in a child. If, more 
particularly, they praised her dutiful behaviour to us, we said, 
she knew not how to offend. If it was said, Miss Clarissa 
Harlowe has a wit and penetration beyond her years; we, 
instead of disallowing it, would add — And a judgment no less 
extraordinary than her wit. If her prudence was praised, and 
a forethought , which every one saw supplied what only years 
and experience gave to others — Nobody need to scruple taking 
lessons from Clarissa Harlowe, was our proud answer. 

Forgive me, O forgive me, my dear Norton — but I know you 
will; for yours, when good, was this child, and your glory as 
well as mine. 

But have you not heard strangers, as she passed to and from 
church, stop to praise the angel of a creature, as they called her; 
when it was enough for those who knew who she was, to cry, 
Why, it is Miss Clarissa Harlowe! As if everybody were obliged 
to know, or to have heard of Clarissa Harlowe, and of her 
excellences. While, accustomed to praise , it was too familiar to 
her , to cause her to alter either her look or her pace. 

For my own part, I could not stifle a pleasure, that had 
perhaps a faulty vanity for its foundation, whenever I was 
spoken of, or addressed to, as the mother of so sweet a child: 
Mr. Harlowe and I, all the time, loving each other the better 
for the share each had in such a daughter. 

Still, still indulge the fond, the overflowing heart of a mother! 
I could dwell for ever upon the remembrance of what she was, 
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would but that remembrance banish from my mind what 
she is ! 

In her bosom, young as she was, could I repose all my griefs — 
sure of receiving from her prudence advice as well as comfort; 
and both insinuated in so humble, in so dutiful a manner, that 
it was impossible to take those exceptions which the distance of 
years and character between a mother and a daughter would 
have made one apprehensive of from any other daughter. She 
was our glory when abroad, our delight when at home. Every- 
body was even covetous of her company; and we grudged her 
to our brothers Harlowe, and to our sister and brother Hervey 
— no other contention among us, then, but who should be next 
favoured by her. No chiding ever knew she from us, but the 
chiding of lovers, when she was for shutting herself up too long 
together from us, in pursuit of those charming amusements and 
useful employments, for which, however, the whole family 
was the better. 

Our other children had reason (good children as they always 
were) to think themselves neglected. But they likewise were 
so sensible of their sister’s superiority, and of the honour she 
reflected upon the whole family, that they confessed themselves 
eclipsed, without envying the eclipser. Indeed there was not 
anybody so equal with her, in their own opinions, as to envy 
what all aspired but to emulate. The dear creature, you know, 
my Norton, gave an eminence to us all ! 

Then her acquirements. Her skill in music, her fine needle- 
works, her elegance in dress; for which she was so much admired, 
that the neighbouring ladies used to say that they need not 
fetch fashions from London; since whatever Miss Clarissa 
Harlowe wore was the best fashion, because her choice of 
natural beauties set those of art far behind them. Her genteel 
ease, and fine turn of person; her deep reading; and these, 
joined to her open manners, and her cheerful modesty — O my 
good Norton, what a sweet child was once my Clary Harlowe! 

This, and more, you knew her to be: for many of her excel- 
lences were owing to yourself; and with the milk you gave her, 
you gave her what no other nurse in the world could give her. 

And do you think, my worthy woman, do you think that the 
wilful lapse of such a child is to be forgiven? Can she herself 
think that she deserves not the severest punishment for the 
abuse of such talents as were entrusted to her? 

Her fault was a fault of premeditation, of cunning, of con- 
trivance. She has deceived everybody’s expectations. Her 
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whole sex, as well as the family she sprung from, is disgraced 
by it. 

Would anybody ever have believed that such a young 
creature as this, who had by her advice saved even her over- 
lively friend from marrying a fop and a libertine, would herself 
have gone off with one of the vilest and most notorious of 
libertines? A man whose character she knew; and knew it to be 
worse than the character of him from whom she saved her 
friend; a man whom she was warned against: one who had had 
her brother’s life in his hands; and who constantly set our 
whole family at defiance. 

Think for me, my good Norton; think what my unhappiness 
must be, both as a wife and a mother. What restless days, 
what sleepless nights; yet my own rankling anguish endeavoured 
to be smoothed over, to soften the anguish of fiercer spirits, and 
to keep them from blazing out to further mischief! Oh, this 
naughty, naughty girl ! who knew so well what she did ; and who 
could look so far into consequences, that we thought she would 
have died rather than have done as she has done ! 

Her known character for prudence leaves her absolutely 
without excuse. How then can I offer to plead for her, if, 
through motherly indulgence, I would forgive her myself? 
And have we not, moreover, suffered all the disgrace that can 
befall us? Has not she? 

If now she has so little liking to his morals, had she not 
reason before to have as little? Or has she suffered by them in 
her own person? O my good woman, I doubt — I doubt! Will 
not the character of the man make one doubt an angel, if once 
in his power? The world will think the worst. I am told it 
does. So likewise her father fears; her brother hears; and what 
can / do? 

Our antipathy to him she knew before, as well as his character. 
These, therefore, cannot be new motives without a new reason. 
O my dear Mrs. Norton, how shall I, how can you , support 
ourselves under the apprehensions to which these thoughts lead ! 

He continually pressing her, you say, to marry him. His 
friends likewise. She has reason, no doubt she has reason, for 
this application to us: and her crime is glossed over, to bring 
her to us with new disgrace! Whither, whither, does one guilty 
step lead the misguided heart! And now, truly, to save a 
stubborn spirit, we are only to be sounded, that the application 
may be occasionally retracted or denied ! 

Upon the whole: were I inclined to plead for her, it is now 
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the most improper of all times. Now, that my brother Harlowe 
has discouraged (as he last night came hither on purpose to tell 
us) Mr. Hickman’s insinuated application; and been applauded 
for it. Now , that my brother Antony is intending to carry his 
great fortune, through her fault, into another family — she 
expecting, no doubt, herself to be put into her grandfather’s 
estate, in consequence of a reconciliation, and as a reward for 
her fault: and insisting still upon the same terms which she 
offered before, and which were rejected — not through my fault, 
I am sure, rejected ! 

From all these things you will return such an answer as the 
case requires. It might cost me the peace of my whole life, at 
this time, to move for her. God forgive her! If I do, nobody 
else will. And let it, for your own sake, as well as mine, be a 
secret that you and I have entered upon this subject. And I 
desire you not to touch upon it again but by particular per- 
mission: for, O my dear good woman, it sets my heart a bleeding 
in as many streams as there are veins in it ! 

Yet think me not impenetrable by a proper contrition and 
remorse — but what a torment is it to have a will without a power! 

Adieu ! adieu ! God give us both comfort; and to the once dear 
— the ever dear creature (for can a mother forget her child?) 
repentance, deep repentance ! and as little suffering as may 
befit His blessed will, and her grievous fault, prays 

Your real friend, 

Charlotte Harlowe. 


I.etter LXXX1V — Miss Howe to Miss Clarissa Harlowe 

Sunday , May 14. 

How it is now, my dear, between you and Mr. Lovelace, I cannot 
tell. But wicked as the man is, I am afraid he must be your 
lord and master. 

I called him by several very hard names in my last. I had 
but just heard of some of his vilenesses when I sat down to write; 
so my indignation was raised. But on inquiry and recollection, 
I find that the facts laid to his charge were all of them com- 
mitted some time ago — not since he has had strong hopes of 
your favour. 

This is saying something for him. • His generous behaviour 
to the innkeeper’s daughter is a more recent instance to his 
credit; to say nothing of the universal good character he has as 
a kind landlord. And then I approve much of the motion he 

11 — *k 88 3 
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made to put you in possession of Mrs. Fretchville’s house, while 
he continues at the other widow’s, till you agree that one house 
shall hold you. I wish this were done. Be sure you embrace 
this offer (if you do not soon meet at the altar), and get one of 
his cousins with you. 

Were you once married, I should think you cannot be very 
unhappy, though you may not be so happy with him as you 
deserve to be. The stake he has in his country, and his rever- 
sions; the care he takes of his affairs; his freedom from obliga- 
tion; nay, his pride, with your merit, must be a tolerable security 
for you, I should think. Though particulars of his wickedness, 
as they come to my knowledge, hurt and incense me; yet, after 
all, when I give myself time to reflect, all that I have heard of 
him to his disadvantage was comprehended in the general 
character given of him long ago by Lord M.’s and his own 
dismissed bailiff , 1 and which was confirmed to me by Mrs. 
Fortescue, as I heretofore told you , 2 and to you by Mrs. Greme . 3 

You can have nothing, therefore, I think, to be deeply con- 
cerned about but his future good, and the bad example he may 
hereafter set to his own family. These indeed are very just 
concerns: but were you to leave him now, either with or without 
his consent, his fortune and alliances so considerable, his person 
and address so engaging (every one excusing you now on those 
accounts, and because of your relations’ follies), it would have a 
very ill appearance for your reputation. I cannot, therefore, 
on the most deliberate consideration, advise you to think of 
that, while you have no reason to doubt his honour. May 
eternal vengeance pursue the villain, if he give room for an 
apprehension of this nature ! 

Yet his teasing ways are intolerable: his acquiescence with 
your slight delays, and his resignedness to the distance you now 
keep him at (for a fault so much slighter, as he must think, than 
the punishment), are unaccountable: he doubts your love of hint, 
that is very probable; but you have reason to be surprised at his 
want of ardour; a blessing so great within his reach , as I may say. 

By the time you have read to this place, you will have no 
doubt of what has been the issue of the conference between the 
two gentlemen. I am equally shocked, and enraged against them 
all. Against them all , I say; for I have tried your good Norton’s 
weight with your mother (though at first I did not intend to 
tell'you so), to the same purpose as the gentleman sounded your 
uncle. Never were there such determined brutes in the world ! 

* Ibid., Letter xii. 3 Ibid., pp. 507-8. 


1 Vol. i, pp. 16-17. 
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Why should I mince the matter? Yet would I fain, methinks, 
make an exception for your mother. 

Your uncle will have it that you are ruined. “ He can believe 
everything bad of a creature, he says, who could run away with 
a man; with such a one especially as Lovelace. They expected 
applications from you, when some heavy distress had fallen 
upon you. But they are all resolved not to stir an inch in your 
favour; no, not to save your life ! 

My dearest soul! resolve to assert your right. Claim your 
own, and go and live upon it, as you ought. Then, if you marry 
not, how will the wretches creep to you for your reversionary 
dispositions ! 

You were accused (as in your aunt’s letter) “of premeditation 
and contrivance in your escape.” Instead of pitying you, the 
mediating person was called upon “to pity them ; who once, 
your uncle said, doated upon you: who took no joy but in your 
presence: who devoured your words as you spoke them: who 
trod over again your footsteps, as you walked before them.” 
— And I know not what of this sort. 

Upon the whole, it is now evident to me, and so it must be to 
you, when you read this letter, that you must be his. And the 
sooner you are so, the better. Shall we suppose that marriage 
is not in your power? I cannot have patience to suppose 
that. 

I am concerned, methinks, to know how you will do to 
condescend (now you see you must be his), after you have kept 
him at such distance; and for the revenge his pride may put him 
upon taking for it. But let me tell you, that if my going up, 
and sharing fortunes with you, will prevent such a noble creature 
from stooping too low; much more, were it likely to prevent 
your ruin; I would not hesitate a moment about it. What is 
the whole world to me, weighed against such a friend as you are ? 
Think you that any of the enjoyments of this life could be 
enjoyments to me, were you involved in calamities from which 
I could either alleviate or relieve you, by giving up those enjoy- 
ments? And what in saying this, and acting up to it, do I offer 
you, but the fruits of a friendship your worth has created? 

Excuse my warmth of expression. The warmth of my heart 
wants none. I am enraged at your relations; for, bad as what 
I have mentioned is, I have not told you all; nor now, perhaps, 
ever will. I am angry at my own mother’s narrowness of mind, 
and at her indiscriminate adherence to old notions. And I am 
exasperated against your foolish, your low-vanitied Lovelace. 
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But let us stoop to take the wretch as he is, and make the best 
of him, since you are destined to stoop, to keep grovellers and 
worldlings in countenance. He has not been guilty of direct 
indecency to you. Nor dare he. Not so much of a devil as that 
comes to neither. Had he such villainous intentions, so much 
in his power as you are, they would have shown themselves 
before now to such a penetrating and vigilant eye, and to such a 
pure heart as yours. Let us save the wretch then, if we can, 
though we soil our fingers in lifting him up from his dirt. 

There is yet, to a person of your fortune and independence, a 
good deal to do, if you enter upon those terms which ought to be 
entered upon. I don’t find that he has once talked of settle- 
ments; nor yet of the licence. A foolish wretch! But as your 
evil destiny has thrown you out of all other protection and 
mediation, you must be father, mother, uncle to yourself; and 
enter upon the requisite points for yourself. It is hard upon you ; 
but indeed you must. Your situation requires it. What room 
for delicacy now ? Or would you have me write to him ? Yet that 
would be the same thing as if you were to write yourself. Yet 
write you should, I think, if you cannot speak. But speaking is 
certainly best: for words leave no traces; they pass as breath; 
and mingle with air; and may be explained with latitude. But 
the pen is a witness on record. 

I know the gentleness of your spirit; I know the laudable 
pride of your heart; and the just notion you have of the dignity 
of our sex in these delicate points. But once more, all this is 
nothing now: your honour is concerned that the dignity I speak 
of should not be stood upon. 

“Mr. Lovelace,” would I say; yet hate the foolish fellow for 
his low, his stupid pride, in wishing to triumph over the dignity 
of his own wife; “I am by your means deprived of every friend 
I have in the world. In what light am I to look upon you? I 
have well considered of everything. You have made some 
people, much against my liking, think me a wife: others know 
I am not married ; nor do I desire anybody should believe I am. 
Do you think your being here in the same house with me can be 
to my reputation? You talked to me of Mrs. Fretchville’s 
house.” This will bring him to renew his last discourse on that 
subject, if he does not revive it of himself. “If Mrs. Fretchville 
knows not her own mind, what is her house to me? You talked 
of bringing up your Cousin Montague to bear me company: if 
my brother’s schemes be your pretence for not going yourself 
to fetch her , you can write to her. I insist upon bringing these 
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two points to an issue: off or on ought to be indifferent to me, 
if so to them .” 

Such a declaration must bring all forward. There are twenty 
ways, my dear, that you would find out for another in your 
circumstances. He will disdain, from his native insolence, to 
have it thought he has anybody to consult. Well then, will he 
not be obliged to declare himself? And if he does , no delays on 
your side, I beseech you. Give him the day. Let it be a short 
one. It would be derogating from your own merit, and honour 
too, let me tell you, even although he should not be so explicit as 
he ought to be, to seem but to doubt his meaning; and to wait 
for that explanation for which I should for ever despise him, if 
he makes it necessary. Twice already have you, my dear, if not 
oftener, modestied away such opportunities as you ought not to 
have slipped. As to settlements, if they come not in naturally, 
e’en leave them to his own justice, and to the justice of his 
family. And there ’s an end of the matter. 

This is my advice: mend it as circumstances offer, and follow 
your o'ltrn. But indeed, my dear, this, or something like it, 
would I do. And let him tell me afterwards, if he dared or 
would, that he humbled down to his shoe-buckles the person 

it would have been his glory to exalt. 

Support yourself meantime with reflections worthy of your- 
self. Though tricked into this man’s power, you are not meanly 
subjected to it. All his reverence you command, or rather, as 
I may say, inspire ; since it was never known that he had any 
reverence for aught that was good, till you was with him: and 
he professes now and then to be so awed and charmed by your 
example, as that the force of it shall reclaim him. 

I believe you will have a difficult task to keep him to it: but 
the more will be your honour, if you effect his reformation: and 
it is my belief, that if you can reclaim this great, this specious 
deceiver, who has, morally speaking, such a number of years 
before him, you will save from ruin a multitude of innocents; 
for those seem to me to have been the prey for which he has 
spread his wicked snares. And who knows but, for this very 
purpose, principally, a person may have been permitted to 
swerve, whose heart or will never was in her error, and who 
has so much remorse upon her for having, as she thinks, erred 
at all? Adieu, my dearest friend. 


Anna Howe. 
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Enclosed in the above. 

I must trouble you with my concerns, though your own are so 
heavy upon you. A piece of news I have to tell you. Your 
Uncle Antony is disposed to marry. With whom , think you ? 
With my mother. True indeed. Your family know it. All is 
laid with redoubled malice at your door. And there the old 
soul himself lays it. 

Take no notice of this intelligence, not so much as in your 
letters to me, for fear of accidents. 

I think it can’t do. But were I to provoke my mother, that 
might afford a pretence. Else, I should have been with you 
before now, I fancy. 

The first likelihood that appears to me of encouragement, I 
dismiss Hickman, that ’s certain. If my mother disoblige me 
in so important an article, I shan’t think of obliging her in such 
another. It is impossible, surely, that the desire of popping me 
off to that honest man can be with such a view. 

I repeat, that it cannot come to anything. But these wido7vs\ 
— Then such a love in us all, both old and young, of being 
courted and admired ! And so irresistible to their elderships to be 
flattered, that all power is not over with them ; but that they may 
still class and prank it with their daughters. It vexed me 
heartily to have her tell me of this proposal with self-complaisant 
simperings; and yet she affected to speak of it as if she had no 
intention to encourage it. 

These antiquated bachelors (old before they believe themselves 
to be so) imagine that when they have once persuaded themselves 
to think of the state, they have nothing more to do than to make 
their minds known to the woman. 

Your uncle’s overgrown fortune is indeed a bait; a tempting 
one. A saucy daughter to be got rid of! The memory of the 
father of that daughter not precious enough to weigh much! 
But let him advance if he dare — let her encourage — but I hope 
she won’t. 

Excuse me, my dear. I am nettled. They have fearfully 
rumpled my gorget. You ’ll think me faulty. So I won’t put 
my name to this separate paper. Other hands may resemble 
mine. You did not see me write it. 

Letter LX XXV — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Monday Afternoon, Alay 15. 

Now indeed it is evident, my best, my only friend, that I have 
but one choice to make. And now do I find that I have carried 
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my resentment against this man too far; since now I am to appear 
as if under an obligation to his patience with me for a conduct 
which perhaps he will think (if not humoursome and childish) 
plainly demonstrative of my little esteem of him; of but a 
secondary esteem at least, where before, his pride rather than his 
merit, had made him expect & first. O my dear! to be cast upon 
a man that is not a generous man; that is indeed a cruel man! 
A man that is capable of creating a distress to a young creature, 
who by her evil destiny is thrown into his power; and then of 
enjoying it, as I may say! [I verily think I may say so, of this 
savage!] What a fate is mine! 

You give me, my dear, good advice as to the peremptory 
manner in which I ought to treat him: but do you consider to 
whom it is that you give it? And then should I take it, and 
should he be capable of delay, I unprotected, desolate, nobody 
to fly to, in what a wretched light must I stand in his eyes; and, 
what is still as bad, in my own! O my dear, see you not, as I do, 
that the occasion for this my indelicate, my shocking situation, 
should never have been given by me, of all creatures: since I 
am unequal, utterly unequal, to the circumstances to which my 
inconsideration has reduced me! What, I to challenge a man 
for a husband ! / to exert myself to quicken the delayer in his 
resolutions! And having, as you think, lost an opportunity, to 
begin to try to recall it, as from myself, and for myself \ To 
threaten Him, as I may say, into the marriage state! O my dear! 
if this be right to be done, how difficult is it, where modesty and 
self (or where pride, if you please) is concerned, to do that right? 
Or, to express myself in your words, to be father, mother, uncle, 
to myself! Especially where one thinks a triumph over one 
is intended. 

You say you have tried Mrs. Norton’s weight with my mother. 
Bad as the returns are which my application by Mr. Hickman 
has met with, you tell me “that you have not acquainted me 
with all the bad ; nor now, perhaps, ever will.” But why so, 
my dear? What is the bad, what can be the bad, which now 
you will never tell me of? What worse, than renounce me! and 
for ever! “My uncle, you say, believes me ruined: he declares 
that he can believe everything bad of a creature who could run 
away with a man: and they have all made a resolution not to 
stir an inch in my favour; no, not to save my life.” Have you 
worse than this, my dear, behind? Surely my father has not 
renewed his dreadful malediction! Surely, if so, my mother has 
not joined in it! Have my uncles given it their sanction, and 
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made it a family act! And themselves thereby more really faulty 
than even they suppose me to be, though I the cause of that greater 
fault in them l What, my dear, is the worst, that you will leave 
for ever unrevealed ? 

O Lovelace ! why comest thou not just now, while these black 
prospects are before me? For now, couldst thou look into my 
heart, wouldst thou see a distress worthy of thy barbarous 
triumph ! 


I was forced to quit my pen. And you say you have tried 
Mrs. Norton’s weight with my mother? 

What is done cannot be remedied: but I wish you had not 
taken a step of this importance to me without first consulting 
me. Forgive me, my dear; but I must tell you that that high- 
souled and noble friendship, which you have ever avowed with 
so obliging and so uncommon a warmth, although it has been 
always the subject of my grateful admiration, has been often 
the ground of my apprehension, because of its unbridled fervour. 

Well, but now to look forward, you are of opinion that I must 
be his: and that I cannot leave him with reputation to myself, 
whether with or without his consent. I must, if so, make the 
best of the bad matter. 

He went out in the morning; intending not to return to 
dinner, unless (as he sent me word) I would admit him to dine 
with me. 

I excused myself. The man, whose anger is now to be of such 
high importance to me, was, it seems, displeased. 

As he (as well as I) expected that I should receive a letter 
from you this day by Collins, I suppose he will not be long 
before he returns; and then, possibly, he is to be mighty stately, 
mighty mannish, mighty coy , if you please! And then must I 
be very humble, very submissive, and try to insinuate myself 
into his good graces: with downcast eye, if not by speech, beg 
his forgiveness for the distance I have so perversely kept him at! 
Yes, I warrant! But I shall see how this behaviour will sit upon 
me! You have always rallied me upon my meekness, I think: 
well then, I will try if I can be still meeker, shall I ! O my dear ! — 

But let me sit with my hands before me, all patience, all 
resignation; for I think I hear him coming up. Or shall I 
roundly accost him, in the words, in the form, which you, my 
dear, have prescribed? 

He is come in. He has sent to me, all impatience, as Dorcas 
says, by his aspect. But I cannot, cannot see him ! 
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Monday Night. 

The contents of your letter, and my own heavy reflections, 
rendered me incapable of seeing this expecting man. The first 
word he asked Dorcas was, if I had received a letter since he had 
been out ? She told me this ; and her answer, that I had ; and was 
fasting, and had been in tears ever since. 

He sent to desire an interview with me. 

I answered by her, that I was not very well. In the morning, 
if better, I would see him as soon as he pleased. 

Very humble ! was it not, my dear? Yet he was too royal to 
take it for humility; for Dorcas told me he rubbed one side of 
his face impatiently; and said a rash word, and was out of 
humour ;• stalking about the room. 

Half an hour after, he sent again; desiring very earnestly that 
I would admit him to supper with me. He would enter upon no 
subjects of conversation but what I should lead to. 

So I should have been at liberty , you see, to court him ! 

I again desired to be excused. 

Indeed, my dear, my eyes were swelled: I was very low- 
spirited; and could not think of entering all at once, after the 
distance I had kept him at for several days, into the freedom of 
conversation which the utter rejection I have met with from my 
relations, as well as your advice, has made necessary. 

He sent up to tell me, that as he heard I was fasting, if I would 
promise to eat some chicken which Mrs. Sinclair had ordered for 
supper, he would acquiesce. Very kind in his anger l Is he not 7 

I promised that I would. Can I be more preparatively con- 
descending? How happy, I ’ll warrant, if I may meet him in a 
kind and forgiving humour! 

I hate myself! But I won’t be insulted — indeed I won’t, 
for all this. 


Letter LXXXV 1 — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Tuesday, May 16. 

I think once more we seem to be in a kind of train; but through 
a storm. I will give you the particulars. 

I heard him in the dining-room at five in the morning. I had 
rested very ill, and was up too. But opened not my door till 
six: when Dorcas brought me his request for my company. 

He approached me, and taking my hand as I entered the 
dining-room, I went not to bed, madam, till two, said he; yet 
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slept not a wink. For God’s sake, torment me not, as you have 
done for a week past. 

He paused. 

I was silent. 

At first, proceeded he, I thought your resentment of a curiosity, 
in which I had been disappointed, could not be deep; and that it 
would go off of itself: but when I found it was to be kept up till 
you knew the success of some new overtures which you had 
made, and which, complied with, might have deprived me of 
you for ever, how, madam, could I support myself under the 
thoughts of having, with such a union of interests, made so little 
impression upon your mind in my favour? 

He paused again. I was still silent. He went on. 

I acknowledge that I have a proud heart , madam. I cannot 
but hope for some instances of previous and preferable favour 
from the lady I am ambitious to call mine; and that her choice 
of me should not appear, not flagrantly appear, directed by the 
perverseness of her selfish persecutors, who are my irrecon- 
cilable enemies. 

More to the same purpose he said. You know, my dear, 
the room he had given me to recriminate upon him in twenty 
instances. I did not spare him. 

Every one of these instances, said I (after I had enumerated 
them), convinces me of your pride indeed, sir, but not of your 
merit. I confess that I have as much pride as you can have, 
although I hope it is of another kind than that you so readily 
avow. But if, sir, you have the least mixture in yours, of that 
pride which may be expected, and thought laudable, in a man 
of your birth, alliances, and fortune, you should rather wish, I 
will presume to say, to promote what you call my pride, than 
either to suppress it or to regret that I have it. It is this my 
acknowledged pride, proceeded I, that induces me to tell you, 
sir, that I think it beneath me to disown what have been my 
motives for declining, for some days past, any conversation 
with you, or visit from Mr. Mennell, that might lead to points 
out of my power to determine upon, until I heard from my 
Uncle Harlowe; whom, I confess, I have caused to be sounded, 
whether I might be favoured with his interest to obtain for me 
a reconciliation with my friends, upon terms which I had caused 
to be proposed. 

I know not, said he, and suppose must not presume to ask, 
what those terms were. But I can but too well guess at them; 
and that I was to have been the preliminary sacrifice. But you 
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must allow me, madam, to say, that as much as I admire the 
nobleness of your sentiments in general, and in particular that 
laudable pride which you have spoken of, I wish that I could 
compliment you with such an uniformity in it, as had set you as 
much above all submission to minds implacable and unreasonable 
(I hope I may, without offence, say that your brother’s and 
sister’s are such), as it has above all favour and condescension 
to me. 

Duty and nature , sir, call upon me to make the submissions 
you speak of: there is a father, there is a mother, there are uncles 
in the one case, to justify and demand those submissions. What, 
pray, sir, can be pleaded for the condescension , as you call it? 
Will you say your merits, either with regard to them , or to 
myself , may? 

This, madam, to be said, after the persecutions of those 
relations ! After what you have suffered ! After what you have 
made me hope ! Let me, my dearest creature, ask you (we have 
been talking of pride). What sort of pride must his be, which can 
dispense with inclination and preference in the lady whom he 
adores? What must be that love 

Love , sir! who talks of love ? Was not merit the thing we were 
talking of? Have 1 ever professed, have 7 ever required of you 
professions of a passion of that nature? But there is no end of 
these debatings; each so faultless, each so full of self 

I do not think myself faultless , madam — but 

But what, sir! Would you evermore argue with me, as if you 
were a child? Seeking palliations, and making promises? 
Promises of what, sir? Of being in future the man it is a shame a 
gentleman is not? Of being the man 

Good God ! interrupted he, with eyes lifted up, if thou wert to 
be thus severe 

Well, well, sir (impatiently), I need only to observe, that all 
this vast difference in sentiments shows how unpaired our 
minds are — so let us 

Let us what , madam! My soul is rising into tumults! And he 
looked so wildly, that I was a good deal terrified. Let us 
what , madam 

I was, however, resolved not to desert myself. Why, sir, let 
us resolve to quit every regard for each other — nay, flame not 
out — I am a poor weak-minded creature in some things: but 
where what I should be, or not deserve to live, if I am not, is in the 
question, I have a great and invincible spirit, or my own conceit 
betrays me — let us resolve to quit every regard for each other 
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that is more than civil. This you may depend upon: I will 
never marry any other man. I have seen enough of your sex; 
at least of you. A single life shall ever be my choice — while I 
will leave you at liberty to pursue your own. 

Indifference, worse than indifference ! said he, in a passion — — 
Interrupting him: Indifference let it be — you have not (in 
my opinion at least) deserved that it should be other: if you have 
in your own, you have cause (at least your pride has) to hate me 
for misjudging you. 

Dearest, dearest creature ! snatching my hand with fierceness, 
let me beseech you to be uniformly noble ! Civil regards, madam! 
Civil regards 1 Can you so expect to narrow and confine such a 
passion as mine ! 

Such a passion as yours, Mr. Lovelace, deserves to be narrowed 
and confined. It is either the passion you do not think it, or I 
do not. I question whether your mind is capable of being so 
narrowed and so widened, as is necessary to make it be what I 
wish it to be. Lift up your hands and your eyes, sir, in silent 
wonder, if you please: but what does that wonder express, what 
does it convince me of, but that we are not born for one another? 

By my soul, said he, and grasped my hand with an eagerness 
that hurt it, we were born for one another: you must be mine — 
you shall be mine (and put his other arm round me), although my 

damnation were to be the purchase ! 

I was still more terrified. Let me leave you, Mr. Lovelace, 
said I ; or do you be gone from me. Is the passion you boast of 

to be thus shockingly demonstrated? 

You must not go, madam ! You must not leave me in anger 
I will return — I will return — when you can be less violent — 

less shocking. 

And he let me go. 

The man quite frighted me; insomuch that when I got into 
my chamber, I found a sudden flow of tears a great relief to me. 

In half an hour, he sent a little billet, expressing his concern 
for the vehemence of his behaviour, and praying to see me. 

I went. Because I could not help myself, I went. 

He was full of his excuses. O my dear, what would you, 
even you, do with such a man as this ; and in my situation ? 

It was' very possible for him now, he said, to account for the 
workings of a beginning frenzy. For his part, he was near 
distraction. All last week to suffer as he had suffered; ana 
now to talk of civil regards only, when he had hoped from the 

nobleness of my mind 
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Hope what you will, interrupted I ; I must insist upon it, that 
our minds are by no means suited to each other. You have 
brought me into difficulties. I am deserted by every friend but 
Miss Howe. My true sentiments I will not conceal. It is 
against my will that I must submit to owe protection from a 
brother’s projects, which Miss Howe thinks are not given over, 
to you, who have brought me into these straits — not with my 
own concurrence brought me into them ; remember that 

I do remember that, madam! So often reminded, how can 
I forget it? 

Yet I will owe to you this protection, if it be necessary, in the 
earnest hope that you will shun rather than seek mischief, if 
any further inquiry after me be made. But what hinders you 
from leaving me? Cannot I send to you? The widow Fretch- 
ville, it is plain, knows not her own mind: the people here indeed 
are more civil to me every day than other: but I had rather have 
lodgings more agreeable to my circumstances. I best know what 
will suit them, and am resolved not to be obliged to anybody. 
If you leave me, I will privately retire to some one of the neigh- 
bouring villages, and there wait my Cousin Morden’s arrival 
with patience. 

I presume, madam, replied he, from what you have said, that 
your application to Harlowe Plac'e has proved unsuccessful: I 
therefore hope that you will now give me leave to mention the 
terms in the nature of settlements, which I have long intended to 
propose to you ; and which having till now delayed to do, 
through accidents not proceeding from myself, I had thoughts 
of urging to you the moment you entered upon your new house ; 
and upon your finding yourself as independent in appearance as 
you are in fact. Permit me, madam, to propose these matters 
to you — not with an expectation of your immediate answer ; 
but for your consideration. 

Were not hesitation a self-felt glow, a downcast eye, en- 
couragement more than enough? And yet you will observe (as 
I now do on recollection) that he was in no great hurry to solicit 
for a day ; since he had no thoughts of proposing settlements till 
I had got into my new house; and now, in his great complaisance 
to me, he desired leave to propose his terms, not with an expecta- 
tion of my immediate answer ; but for my consideration only. 
Yet, my dear, your advice was too much in my head at this time. 
I hesitated. 

He urged on upon my silence: he would call God to witness 
to the justice, nay to the generosity of his intentions to me, if I 
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would be so good as to hear what he had to propose to me as to 
settlements. 

Could not the man have fallen into the subject without this 
parade ? Many a point, you know, is refused, and ought to be 
refused, if leave be asked to introduce it; and when once 
refused, the refusal must in honour be adhered to — whereas, 
had it been slid in upon one, as I may say, it might have merited 
further consideration. If such a man as Mr. Lovelace knows 
not this, who should? 

But he seemed to think it enough that he had asked my leave 
to propose his settlements. He took no advantage of my silence, 
as I presume men as modest as Mr. Lovelace would have done 
in a like case: yet, gazing in my face very confidently, and 
seeming to expect my answer, I thought myself obliged to give 
the subject a more diffuse turn, in order to save myself the 
mortification of appearing too ready in my compliance, after 
such a distance as had been between us; and yet (in pursuance of 
your advice) I was willing to avoid the necessity of giving him 
such a repulse, as might again throw us out of the course. 

A cruel alternative to be reduced to ! 

You talk of generosity , Mr. Lovelace, said I ; and you talk of 
justice ; perhaps without having considered the force of the 
words, in the sense you use them on this occasion. Let me tell 
you what generosity is, in my sense of the word: True 
generosity is not confined to pecuniary instances: it is mare 
than politeness: it is more than good faith: it is more than honour: 
it is more than justice: since all these are but duties, and what a 
worthy mind cannot dispense with. But true generosity is 
greatness of soul. It incites us to do more by a fellow-creature 
than can be strictly required of us. It obliges us to hasten to the 
relief of an object that wants relief; anticipating even such a 
one’s hope or expectation. Generosity, sir, will not surely 
permit a worthy mind to doubt of its honourable and beneficent 
intentions: much less will it allow itself to shock, to offend 
any one; and, least of all, a person thrown by adversity, mishap, 

or accident, into its protection. 

What an opportunity had he to clear his intentions, had he 
been so disposed, from the latter part of this home observation! 
But he ran away with th e first, and kept to that. 

Admirably defined! he said. But who, at this rate, madam, 
can be said to be generous to you ? Your generosity I implore; 
while justice , as it must be my sole merit, shall be my aim. 
Never was there a woman of such nice and delicate sentiments! 
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It is a reflection upon yourself, sir, and upon the company you 
have kept, if you think these notions either nice or delicate. 
Thousands of my sex are more nice than I ; for they would have 
avoided the devious path I have been surprised into: the 
consequences of which surprise have laid me under the sad 
necessity of telling a man, who has not delicacy enough to enter 
into those parts of the female character which are its glory and 
distinction , what true generosity is. 

His divine monitress, he called me. He would endeavour to 
form his manners (as he had often promised) by my example. 
But he hoped I would now permit him to mention briefly the 
justice he proposed to do me, in the terms of the settlements; a 
subject so proper, before now , to have been entered upon; and 
which would have been entered upon long ago had not my 
frequent displeasure [7 am ever in fault , my dear /] taken from him 
the opportunity he had often wished for: but now, having ventured 
to lay hold of this, nothing should divert him from improving it. 

I have no spirits just now, sir, to attend to such weighty 
points. What you have a mind to propose, write to me: and I 
shall know what answer to return. Only one thing let me 
remind you of, that if you touch upon any subject in which my 
father has a concern, I shall judge by your treatment of the 
father what value you have for the daughter. 

He looked as if he would choose rather to speak than write: 
but had he said so, I had a severe return to have made upon 
him ; as possibly he might see by my looks. 


In this way are we now: a sort of calm, as I said, succeeding a 
storm. What may happen next, whether a storm or a calm, 
with such a spirit as I have to deal with, who can tell? 

But be that as it will, I think, my dear, I am not meanly off: 
and that is a great point with me ; and which I know you will be 
glad to hear: if it were only, that I can see this man without 
losing any of that dignity [what other word can I use, speaking 
of myself , that betokens decency, and not arroga?ice ?] which is so 
necessary to enable me to look up, or rather with the mind's eye, 
I may say, to look down upon a man of this man’s cast. 

Although circumstances have so offered that I could not take 
your advice as to the manner of dealing with him; yet you gave 
me so much courage by it, as has enabled me to conduct things 
to this issue ; as well as determined me against leaving him : which, 
before, I was thinking to do, at all adventures. Whether, when 
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it came to the point, I should have done so, or not, I cannot say, 
because it would have depended upon his behaviour at the 
time. 

But let his behaviour be what it will, I am afraid (with you), 
that should anything offer at last to oblige me to leave him, I 
shall not mend my situation in the world’s eye ; but the contrary. 
And yet I will not be treated by him with indignity while I have 
any power to help myself. 

You, my dear, have accused me of having modestied away , as 
you phrase it, several opportunities of being — being what, my 
dear? Why, the wife of a libertine: and what a libertine and his 
wife are, my Cousin Morden’s letter tells us. Let me here, once 
for all, endeavour to account for the motives of my behaviour 
to this man, and for the principles I have proceeded upon, as 
they appear to me upon a close self-examination. 

Be pleased then to allow me to think that my motives on this 
occasion arise not altogether from maidenly niceness; nor yet 
from the apprehension of what my present tormentor, and 
future husband, may think of a precipitate compliance, on such 
a disagreeable behaviour as his: but they arise principally from 
what offers to my own heart; respecting, as I may say, its own 
rectitude, its own judgment of the_^/ and the unfit ; as I would, 
without study, answer for myself to myself, in the first place; to 
him, and to the world , in the second only. Principles that are 
in my mind; that I found there; implanted, no doubt, by the 
first gracious Planter: which therefore impel me, as I may say, 
to act up to them, that thereby I may, to the best of my judg- 
ment, be enabled to comport myself worthily in both states 
(the single and the married), let others act as they will by me. 

I hope, my dear, I do not deceive myself, and, instead of 
setting about rectifying what is amiss in my heart, endeavour 
to find excuses for habits and peculiarities which I am unwilling 
to cast off or overcome. The heart is very deceitful: do you, my 
dear friend, lay mine open [ but surely it is always opeyi before 
you /], and spare me not, if you think it culpable. 

This observation, once for all, as I said, I thought proper to 
make, to convince you that, to the best of my judgment, my 
errors, in matters as well of lesser moment as of greater, shall 
rather be the fault of my understanding than of my will. 

I am, my dearest friend. 

Your ever obliged 

Clarissa Harlowe. 
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Letter LXXXVIl — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Hoioe 

Tuesday Night, May 16. 

Mr. Lovelace has sent me, by Dorcas, his proposals, as follows: 

“To spare a delicacy so extreme, and to obey you, I write: 
and the rather that you may communicate this paper to Miss 
Howe, who may consult any of her friends you shall think proper 
to have entrusted on this occasion. I say, entrusted ; because, 
as you know, I have given it out to several persons that we are 
actually married. 

“In the first place, madam, I offer to settle upon you, by way 
of jointure, your whole estate: and moreover to vest in trustees 
such a part of mine in Lancashire, as shall produce a clear 
four hundred pounds a year, to be paid to your sole and separate 
use quarterly. 

“My own estate is a clear not nominal £ 2,000 per annum. 
Lord M. proposes to give me possession either of that which he 
has in Lancashire [to which, by the way, I think I have a better 
title than he has himself], or that we call The Lawn in Hertford- 
shire, upon my nuptials with a lady whom he so greatly admires; 
and to make that I shall choose a clear £1,000 per annum. 

“My too great contempt of censure has subjected me to much 
slander. It may not therefore be improper to assure you, on 
the word of a gentleman, that no part of my estate was ever 
mortgaged: and that although I lived very expensively abroad, 
and made large drafts, yet that Midsummer-day next will 
discharge all that I owe in the world. My notions are not all 
bad ones. I have been thought, in pecuniary cases, generous . 
It would have deserved another name, had I not first been just. 

“ If, as your own estate is at present in your father’s hands, 
you rather choose that I should make a jointure out of mine, 
tantamount to yours, be it what it will, it shall be done. I will 
engage Lord M. to w rite to you, what he proposes to do on the 
happy occasion: not as your desire or expectation, but to demon- 
strate that no advantage is intended to be taken of the situation 
you are in with your own family. 

“To show the beloved daughter the consideration I have for 
her, I will consent that she shall prescribe the terms of agree- 
ment in relation to the large sums, which must be in her father’s 
hands, arising from her grandfather’s estate. I have no doubt 
but he will be put upon making large demands upon you. All 
those it shall be in your power to comply with, for the sake of 
your own peace. And the remainder shall be paid into your 
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hands, and be entirely at your disposal, as a fund to support 
those charitable donations, which I have heard you so famed 
for out of your family; and for which you have been so greatly 
reflected upon in it. 

“As to clothes, jewels, and the like, against the time you shall 
choose to make your appearance, it will be my pride that you 
shall not be beholden for such of these as shall be answerable 
to the rank of both, to those who have had the stupid folly to 
renounce a daughter they deserved not. You must excuse me, 
madam: you would mistrust my sincerity in the rest, could I 
speak of these people with less asperity, though so nearly 
related to you. , 

“ These, madam, are my proposals. They are such as I always 
designed to make, whenever you would permit me to enter into 
the delightful subject. But you have been so determined to try 
every method for reconciling yourself to your relations, even by 
giving me absolutely up for ever, that you have seemed to think 
it but justice to keep me at a distance, till the event of that your 
predominant hope could be seen. It is now seen ! And although 
I have been , and perhaps still am , ready to regret the want of that 
preference I wished for from you as Miss Clarissa Harlowe; yet 
I am sure, as the husband of Mrs. Lovelace, I shall be more ready 
to adore than to blame you for the pangs you have given to a 
heart, the generosity, or rather justice of which, my implacable 
enemies have taught you to doubt: and this still the readier, as 
I am persuaded that those pangs never would have been given 
by a mind so noble, had not the doubt been entertained (perhaps 
with too great an appearance of reason); and as I hope I shall 
have it to reflect, that the moment the doubt shall be overcome, 
the indifference will cease. 

“ I will only add, that if I have omitted anything that would 
have given you further satisfaction; or if the above terms be 
short of what you would wish ; you will be pleased to supply 
them as you think fit. And when I know your pleasure, I will 
instantly order articles to be drawn up conformably, that 
nothing in my power may be wanting to make you happy. 

“ You will now, dearest madam, judge how far all the rest 

depends upon yourself.” 

You see, my dear, what he offers. You see it is all my fault, 
that he has not made these offers before. I am a strange 
creature! To be to blame in everything, and to everybody ; yet 
neither intend the ill at the time, nor know it to be the ill till 
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too late, or so nearly too late, that I must give up all the delicacy 
he talks of, to compound for my fault ! 

1 shall now judge how far all the rest depends upon myself / So 
coldly concludes he such warm, and, in the main, unobjectionable 
proposals ! Would you not, as you read, have supposed, that the 
paper would conclude with the most earnest demand of a day? 
I own I had that expectation so strong, resulting naturally , as 
I may say, from the premises, that without studying for dis- 
satisfaction, I could not help being dissatisfied when I came 
to the conclusion. 

But you say there is no help. I must perhaps make further 
sacrifices. AU delicacy it seems is to be at an end with me! 
But if so, this man knows not what every wise man knows, that 
prudence, and virtue, and delicacy of mind in a wife , do the hus- 
band more real honour in the eye of the world, than the same 
qualities (were she destitute of them) in himself : as the want of 
them in her does him more dishonour : for are not the wife’s 
errors the husband’s reproach ? How justly his reproach, is 
another thing. 

I will consider this paper; and write to it, if I am able: for it 
seems now, all the rest depends upon myself. 


Letter LXXXV 111 — Miss Clarissa Ilarlowe to Miss Howe 

Wednesday Morning, May 17 . 

Mr. Lovelace would fain have engaged me last night. But as 
I was not prepared to enter upon the subject of his proposals 
(intending to consider them maturely), and was not highly 
pleased with his conclusion, I desired to be excused seeing him 
till morning; and the rather, as there is hardly any getting from 
him in tolerable time over-night. 

Accordingly, about seven o’clock we met in the dining-room. 
I find he was full of expectation that I should meet him with 
a very favourable, who knows but with a thankful aspect? And 
I immediately found by his sullen countenance, that he was 
under no small disappointment that I did not. 

My dearest love, are you well? Why look you so solemn upon 
me? Will your indifference never be over? If I have proposed 

terms in any respect short of your expectation 

I told him that he had very considerately mentioned my 
showing his proposals to Miss Howe; and as I should have a 
speedy opportunity to send them to her by Collins, I desired to 
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suspend any talk upon that subject till I had her opinion 
upon them. 

Good God ! If there were but the least loophole ! the least 
room for delay ! But he was writing a letter to Lord M. to give 
him an account of his situation with me, and could not finish it 
so satisfactorily, either to my lord or to himself, as if I would 
condescend to say, whether the terms he had proposed were 
acceptable or not. 

Thus far, I told him, I could say, that my principal point was 
peace and reconciliation with my relations. As to other matters, 
the genteelness of his own spirit would put him upon doing more 
for me than I should ask, or expect. Wherefore, if all he had to 
write about was to know what Lord M. would do on my account, 
he might spare himself the trouble; for that my utmost wishes, 
as to myself, were much more easily gratified than he perhaps 
imagined. 

He asked me then, if I would so far permit him to touch upon 
the happy day, as to request the presence of Lord M. on the 
occasion, and to be my father. 

Father had a sweet and venerable sound with it, I said. I 
should be glad to have a father who would own me ! 

Was not this plain speaking, think you, my dear? Yet it 
rather, I must own, appears so to me on reflection, than was 
designed freely at the time. For I then, with a sigh from the 
bottom of my heart, thought of my own father; bitterly regretting 
that I am an outcast from him and from my mother. 

Mr. Lovelace I thought seemed a little affected at the manner 
of my speaking, and perhaps at the sad reflection. 

I am but a very young creature, Mr. Lovelace, said I (and 
wiped my eyes as I turned away my face), although you have 
kindly , and in love to me, introduced so much sorrow to me 
already: so you must not wonder that the word father strikes so 
sensibly upon the heart of a child ever dutiful till she knew you, 
and whose tender years still require the paternal wing. 

He turned towards the window [rejoice with me, my dear, 
since I seem to be devoted to him, that the man is not absolutely 
impenetrable]: his emotion was visible; yet he endeavoured 
to suppress it. Approaching me again; again he was obliged to 
turn from me; Angelic something, he said: but then, obtaining 
a heart more suitable to his wish, he once more approached me. 
For his own part, he said, as Lord M. was so subject to the gout, 
he was afraid that the compliment he had just proposed to make 
him, might, if made, occasion a longer suspension than he could 
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bear to think of: and if it did, it would vex him to the heart 
that he had made it. 

I could not say a single word to this, you know, my dear. But 
you will guess at my thoughts of what he said — so much pas- 
sionate love, lip-deep \ So prudent, and so dutifully patient at 
heart to a relation he had till now so undutifully despised ! Why, 
why, am I thrown upon such a man, thought I ! 

He hesitated, as if contending with himself; and after taking 
a turn or two about the room, he was at a great loss what to 
determine upon, he said, because he had not the honour of 
knowing when he was to be made the happiest of men. Would 
to God it might that very instant be resolved upon ! 

He stopped a moment or two, staring, in his usual confident 
way, in my downcast face [did I not, O my beloved friend, think 
you, want a father or a mother just then?]: but if he could not, 
so soon as he wished, procure my consent to a day; in that case, 
he thought the compliment might as well be made to Lord M. 
as not [see, my dear\\i since the settlements might be drawn and 
engrossed in the intervenient time, which would pacify his 
impatience, as no tune would be lost. 

You will suppose how I was affected by this speech, by 
repeating the substance of what he said upon it; as follows: 

But, by his soul, he knew not, so much was I upon the reserve, 
and so much latent meaning did my eye import, whether, when 
he most hoped to please me, he was not farthest from doing so. 
Would I vouchsafe to say, whether I approved of his compliment 
to Lord M. or not? 

To leave it to me, to choose whether the speedy day he ought 
to have urged for with earnestness, should be accelerated or 
suspended! Miss Howe, thought I, at that moment, says, I must 
not run away from this man ! 

To be sure, Mr. Lovelace, if this matter be ever to be, it must be 
agreeable to me to have the full approbation of one side, since 
I cannot have that of the other . 1 

If this matter be ever to bel Good God ! what words are those 
at this time of day! And full approbation of one side! Why that 
word approbation ? when the greatest pride of all my family is 
that of having the honour of so dear a creature for their relation ? 
Would to Heaven, my dearest life, added he, that, without 
complimenting anybody, to-morrow might be the happiest day 
of my life! What say you, my angel? with a trembling im- 
patience, that seemed not affected. What say you for to-morrow ? 

It was likely, my dear, I could say much to it, or name another 
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day, had I been disposed to the latter, with such an hinted 
delay from him. 

I was silent. 

Next day , madam, if not to-morrow? 

Had he given me time to answer, it could not have been in the 
affirmative, you must think — but, in the same breath , he went on: 
Or the day after that ? And taking both my hands in his, he stared 
me into a half-confusion. Would you have had patience with 
him, my dear? 

No, no, said I, as calmly as possible, you cannot think that I 
should imagine there can be reason for such a hurry. It will be 
most agreeable, to be sure, for my lord to be present. 

I am all obedience and resignation, returned the wretch, with 
a self-pluming air, as if he had acquiesced to a proposal made by 
me , and had complimented me with a great piece of self-denial. 

Is it not plain, my dear, that he designs to vex and tease me? 
Proud, yet mean and foolish man, if so! But you say all 
punctilio is at an end with me. Why, why, will he take pains 
to make a heart wrap itself up in reserve, that wishes only, and 
that for his sake as well as my own, to observe due decorum? 

Modesty, I think, required of me that it should pass as he had 
put it: did it not? I think it did. Would to Heaven — but 
what signifies wishing? 

But when he would have rewarded himself , as he had hereto- 
fore called it, for this self-supposed concession, with a kiss, I 
repulsed him with a just and very sincere disdain. 

He seemed both vexed and surprised, as one who had made 
the most agreeable proposals and concessions, and thought them 
ungratefully returned. He plainly said, that he thought our 
situation would entitle him to such an innocent freedom: and he 
was both amazed and grieved to be thus scornfully repulsed. 

No reply could be made by me on such a subject. I abruptly 
broke from him. I recollect, as I passed by one of the pier- 
glasses, that I saw in it his clenched hand offered in wrath to his 
forehead: the words, Indifference , by his soul , next to hatred , I 
heard him speak: and something of ice he mentioned: I heard 
not what. 

Whether he intends to write to my lord, or to Miss Montague, 
I cannot tell. But as all delicacy ought to be over with me now, 
perhaps I am to blame to expect it from a man who may not 
know what it is. If he does not , and yet thinks himself very 
polite, and intends not to be otherwise, I am rather to be pitied, 
than he to be censured. 
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And after all, since I must take him as I find him, I must : that 
is to say, as a man so vain, and so accustomed to be admired, 
that, not being conscious of internal defect, he has taken no 
pains to polish more than his outside: and as his proposals are 
higher than my expectations; and as, in his own opinion, he has 
a great deal to bear from me ; I will (no new offence preventing) 
sit down to answer them : and if possible, in terms as unobjection- 
able to him, as his are to me. 

But after all, see you not, my dear, more and more, the 
mismatch that there is in our minds? 

However, I am willing to compound for my fault, by giving 
up (if that may be all my punishment) the expectation of what 
is deemed happiness in this life, with such a husband as I fear he 
will make. In short, I will content myself to be a suffering 
person through the state to the end of my life. A long one it 
cannot be! 

This may qualify him (as it may prove) from stings of con- 
science from misbehaviour to aj first wife, to be a more tolerable 
one to a second , though not perhaps a better deserving one: 
while my story, to all who shall know it, will afford these 
instructions: That the eye is a traitor , and ought ever to he mis- 
trusted : that form is deceitful : In other words: that a fine person is 
seldom paired by a fine mind', and that sound principles , and a 
good heart , are the only bases on which the hopes of a happy future, 
either with respect to this world or the other , can be built. 

And so much at present for Mr. Lovelace’s proposals: of which 
I desire your opinion . 1 

1 We cannot forbear observing in this place that the lady has been 
particularly censured, even by some of her own sex, as over-nice in her part 
of the above conversations. But surely this must be owing to want of 
attention to the circumstances she was in, and to her character , as well as 
to the character of the man she had to deal with: for although she could not 
be supposed to know so much of his designs as the reader does by means 
of his letters to Belford, yet she was but too well convinced of his faulty 
morals, and of the necessity there was, from the whole of his behaviour 
to her, to keep such an encroacher, as she frequently calls him, at a distance. 
In p. 95 of this volume the reader will see that upon some favourable 
appearances she blames herself for her readiness to suspect him. But his 
character , his principles, says she, are so faulty ! He is so light, so vain, so 
various l — Then, my dear, I have no guardian now: no father, no mother ! 
Nothing but God and my own vigilance to depend upon! In p. 11 of this 
volume: Afust I not, with such a man, says she, be wanting to myself, were I 
not jealous and vigilant ? 

By this time the reader will see that she had still greater reason for her 
jealousy and vigilance. And Lovelace will tell the sex, as he does in 
exxi of this volume, that the woman who resents not initiatory 
freedoms, must be lost. Love is an encroacher , says he. Love never goes 
backward. Nothing but the highest act of love can satisfy an indulged love. 

But the reader perhaps is too apt to form a judgment of Clarissa’s conduct 



THE HISTORY OF 


314 


[LET. 


Four letters are written by Mr. Lovelace from the date of his 
last , giving the state of affairs between him and the lady, pretty 
much the same as in hers in the same period, allowing for the 
humour in his, and for his resentments expressed with vehemence 
on her resolution to leave him, if her friends could be brought to be 
reconciled to her. A few extracts from them will be only given. 

What, says he, might have become of me, and of my projects, 
had not her father, and the rest of the implacables, stood my 
friends? 

After violent threatenings of revenge, he says, 

’Tis plain she would have given me up for ever: nor should I 
have been able to prevent her abandoning of me, unless I had 
torn up the tree by the roots to come at the fruit', which I hope still 
to bring down by a gentle shake or two, if I can but have patience 
to stay the ripening season. 

Thus triumphing in his impolite cruelty , he says. 

After her haughty treatment of me, I am resolved she shall 
speak out. There are a thousand beauties to be discovered 
in the face, in the accent, in the bush-beating hesitations of a 
woman who is earnest about a subject which she wants to 
introduce, yet knows not how. Silly fellows, calling themselves 
generous ones, would value themselves for sparing a lady’s 
confusion: but they are silly fellows indeed; and rob themselves 
of prodigious pleasure by their forwardness; and at the same 
time deprive her of displaying a world of charms, which only 
can be manifested on these occasions. 

I ’ll tell thee beforehand, how it will be with my charmer in 
this case. She will be about it, and about it, several times: but 
I will not understand her: at last, after half a dozen hem — ings, 
she will be obliged to speak out: 1 think, Mr. Lovelace — / 
think, sir — I think you were saying some days ago — Still I will be 
all silence — her eyes fixed upon my shoe-buckles, as I sit over 
against her. Ladies, when put to it thus, always admire a man’s 
shoe-buckles, or perhaps some particular beauties in the carpet. 
/ think you said that Mrs. Fretchville — then a crystal tear 
trickles down each crimson cheek, vexed to have her virgin 
pride so little assisted. But, come, my meaning dear, cry I to 
myself, remember what I have suffered for thee, and what I 


in critical cases by Lovelace's complaints of her coldness ; not considering his 
views upon her; and that she is proposed as an example ; and 1 therefore m 
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have suffered by thee ! Thy tearful pausings shall not be helped 
out by me. Speak out, love! O the sweet confusion! Can I 
rob myself of so many conflicting beauties by the precipitate 
charmer-pitying folly, by which a politer man [thou k nowest, 
lovely, that I am no polite man !], betrayed by his own tenderness, 
and unused to female tears, would have been overcome? I will 
feign an irresolution of mind on the occasion, that she may not 
quite abhor me — that her reflections on the scene in my absence 
may bring to her remembrance some beauties in my part of it: 
an irresolution that will be owing to awe, to reverence, to pro- 
found veneration ; and that will have more eloquence in it than 
words can have. Speak out then, love, and spare not. 

Hard-heartedness , as it is called, is an essential of the libertine's 
character. Familiarized to the distresses he occasions, he is 
seldom betrayed by tenderness into a complaisant weakness 
unworthy of himself. 

Mentioning the settlements , he says, 

I am in earnest as to the terms. If I marry her [and I have 
no doubt but that I shall, after my pride, my ambition, my 
revenge , if thou wilt, is gratified] I will do her noble justice. The 
more I do for such a prudent, such an excellent economist, the 
more shall I do for myself. But, by my soul, Belford, her 
haughtiness shall be brought down to own both love and obliga- 
tion to me. Nor will this sketch of settlements bring us forwarder 
than I would have it. Modesty of sex will stand my friend at 
any time. At the very altar, our hands joined, I would engage 
to make this proud beauty leave the parson and me, and all my 
friends who should be present, though twenty in number, to 
look like fools upon one another, while she took wing, and flew 
out of the church door, or window (if that were open, and the 
door shut); and this only by a single word. 

He mentions his rash expression , That she should be his, although 
damnation were to be the purchase. 

At that instant, says he, I was upon the point of making a 
violent attempt; but was checked in the very moment, and but 
just in time to save myself, by the awe I was struck with on 
again casting my eye upon her terrified but lovely face, and 
seeing, as I thought, her spotless heart in every line of it. 

O virtue, virtue ! proceeds he, what is there in thee, that can 
thus against his will affect the heart of a Lovelace ! Whence 
these involuntary tremors, and fear of giving mortal offence? 
What art thou, that acting in the breast of a feeble woman, 
canst strike so much awe into a spirit so intrepid ! which never 
11 — l 88 3 



316 THE HISTORY OF [let. 

before, no, not in my first attempt, young as I then was, and 
frighted at my own boldness (till I found myself forgiven ), had 
such an effect upon me! 

He paints , in lively colours , that part of the scene between him 
and the lady , where she says , “The word father has a sweet and 
venerable sound with it.” 

. I was exceedingly affected, says ^e,Jupon the occasion, but 
was ashamed to be surprised into such a fit of unmanly weakness 
— so ashamed, that I was resolved to subdue it at the instant, 
and to guard against the like for the future. Yet, at that 
moment, I more than half regretted that I could not permit 
her to enjoy a triumph which she so well deserved to glory in — 
her youth, her beauty, her artless innocence, and her manner, 
equally beyond comparison or description. But her indifference , 
Belford ! That she could resolve to sacrifice me to the malice of 
my enemies; and carry on the design in so clandestine a manner 
— yet love her, as I do, to frenzy ! — revere her, as I do, to adora- 
tion! These were the recollections with which I fortified my 
recreant heart against her! Yet, after all, if she persevere, she 
must conquer! Coward, as she has made me, that never was a 
coward before ! 

He concludes his fourth letter in a vehement rage , upon her 
repulsing him, when he offered to salute her; having supposed, as he 
owns, that she would have been all condescensiofi on his proposals 
to her . 

This, says he, I will for ever remember against her, in order to 
steel my heart, that I may cut through a rock of ice to hers ; and 
repay her for the disdain, the scorn, which glowed in her 
countenance, and was apparent in her air, at her abrupt departure 
from me, after such obliging behaviour on my side, and after I 
had so earnestly pressed her for an early day. The women 
below say she hates me; she despises me! And *tis true: she 
does; she must. And why cannot I take their advice? I will 
not long, my fair one, be despised by thee, and laughed at by them ! 

Let me acquaint thee, Jack, adds he, by way of post script, that 
this effort of hers to leave me, if she could have been received; 
her sending for a coach on Sunday; no doubt, resolving not to 
return, if she had gone out without me (for did she not declare that 
she had thoughts to retire to some of the villages about town, 
where she could be safe and private ?), have, all together, so much 
alarmed me, that I have been adding to the written instructions 
for my fellow and the people below how to act in case she should 
elope in my absence: particularly letting Will know what he 
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shall report to strangers in case she shall throw herself upon any 
such with a resolution to abandon me. 

These instructions I shall further add to as circumstances 
offer. 


Letter LXXX1X — Miss Howe to Miss Clarissa Harlowe 

Thursday, May 18 . 

I have neither time nor patience, my dear friend, to answer 
every material article in your last letters just now received. 
Mr. Lovelace’s proposals are all I like of him. And yet (as you 
do) I think that he concludes them not with that warmth and 
earnestness which we might naturally have expected from him. 
Never in my life did I hear or read of so patient a man, with such 
a blessing in his reach. But wretches of his cast, between you 
and me, my dear, have not, I fancy, the ardours that honest men 
have. Who knows, as your Bell once spitefully said, but he 
may have half a dozen creatures to quit his hands of before he 
engages for life? Yet I believe you must not expect him to be 
honest on this side of his grand climacteric. 

He , to suggest delay from a compliment to be made to Lord 
M. and to give time for settlements! He , a part of whose 
character it is, not to know what complaisance to his relations 
is — I have no patience with him! You did indeed want an 
interposing friend on the affecting occasion which you mention 
in yours of yesterday morning. But, upon my word, were I 
to have been that moment in your situation, and been so 
treated, I would have tom his eyes out, and left it to his own 
heart, when I had done, to furnish the reason for it. 

Would to Heaven to-morroiv , without complimenting anybody , 
might be his happy day! Villain ! After he had himself suggested 
the compliment! And I think he accuses you of delaying! 
Fellow, that he is ! How my heart is wrung ! 

But, as matters now stand betwixt you, I am very unseason- 
able in expressing my resentments against him — yet I don’t 
know whether I am or not, neither; since it is the most cruel of 
fates, for a woman to be forced to have a man whom her heart 
despises. You must, at least , despise him; at times, however. 
His clenched fist offered to his forehead on your leaving him in 
just displeasure — I wish it had been a pole-axe, and in the hand 
of his worst enemy. 

I will endeavour to think of some method, of some scheme, to 
get you from him, and to fix you safely somewhere till your 



THE HISTORY OF 


318 


[let. 


Cousin Morden arrives — a scheme to lie by you, and to be 
pursued as occasion may be given. You are sure that you can 
go abroad when you please ? and that our correspondence is safe ? 
I cannot, however (for the reasons heretofore mentioned re- 
specting your own reputation), wish you to leave him while he 
gives you not cause to suspect his honour. But your heart I 
know would be the easier, if you were sure of some asylum in 
case of necessity. 

Yet once more I say, I can have no notion that he can or dare 
to mean you dishonour. But then the man is a fool, my dear — 
that ’s all. 

However, since you are thrown upon a fool, marry the fool at 
the first opportunity; and though I doubt that this man will be 
the most ungovernable of fools, as all witty and vain fools are, 
take him as a punishment, since you cannot as a reward: in 
short, as one given to convince you that there is nothing but 
imperfection in this life. 

And what is the result of all I have written, but this? Either 
marry, my dear, or get from them all, and from him too. 

You intend the latter, you ’ll say, as soon as you have op- 
portunity. That, as above hinted, I hope quickly to furnish 
you with : and then comes on a trial between you and yourself . 

These are the very fellows that we women do not naturally 
hate. We don’t always know what is, and what is not, in our 
power to do. When some principal point we have had long in 
view becomes so critical, that we must of necessity choose or 
refuse, then perhaps we look about us ; are affrighted at the wild 
and uncertain prospect before us; and after a few struggles and 
heartaches, reject the untried new; draw in our horns, and 
resolve to snail on, as we did before, in a track we are acquainted 
with. 

I shall be impatient till I have your next. I am, my dearest 
friend, 

Your ever affectionate and faithful 

Anna Howe. 


Letter XC — Mr. Belford to Robert Lovelace , Esq. 

Wednesday, May 17. 

I cannot conceal from you anything that relates to yourself so 
much as the enclosed does. You will see what the noble writer 
apprehends from you, and wishes of you, with regard to Miss 
Harlowe, and how much at heart all your relations have it that 


CLARISSA HARLOWE 



3i9 


you do honourably by her. They compliment me with an 
influence over you, which I wish with all my soul you would let 
me have in this article. 

Let me once more entreat thee, Lovelace, to reflect, before it 
be too late (before the mortal offence be given), upon the graces 
and merits of this lady. Let thy frequent remorses at last end 
in one effectual remorse. Let not pride and wantonness of 
heart ruin thy fairer prospects. By my faith, Lovelace, there 
is nothing but vanity, conceit, and nonsense in our wild schemes. 
As we grow older, we shall be wiser, and looking back upon our 
foolish notions of the present hour (our youth dissipated), shall 
certainly despise ourselves when we think of the honourable 
engagements we might have made: thou, more especially, if thou 
lettest such a matchless creature slide through thy fingers. A 
creature pure from her cradle. In all her actions and sentiments 
uniformly noble. Strict in the performance of all her even 
unrewarded duties to the most unreasonable of jathers y what a 
wife will she make the man who shall have the honour to call 
her his ! 

What apprehensions wouldst thou have had reason for, had 
she been prevailed upon by giddy or frail motives, which one 
man, by importunity, might prevail for, as well as another? 

We all know what an inventive genius thou art master of: 
we are all sensible that thou hast a head to contrive, and a heart 
to execute. Have I not called thine the plottingest heart in the 
universe ? I called it so upon knowledge. What wouldst thou 
more ? Why should it be the most villainous , as well as the most 
able ? Marry the lady; and, when married, let her know what a 
number of contrivances thou hadst in readiness to playoff. Beg 
of her not to hate thee for the communication; and assure her 
that thou gavest them up from remorse, and in justice to her 
extraordinary merit; and let her have the opportunity of con- 
gratulating herself for subduing a heart so capable of what thou 
callest glorious mischief. This will give her room for triumph ; and 
even thee no less: she for hers over thee) thou for thine over thyself. 

Reflect likewise upon her sufferings for thee. Actually at the 
time thou art forming schemes to ruin her (at least in her sense 
of the word), is she not labouring under a father’s curse laid upon 
her by thy means, and for thy sake? And wouldst thou give 
operation and completion to that curse, which otherwise cannot 
have effect? 

And what, Lovelace, all the time is thy pride? Thou that 
vainly imaginest that the whole family of the Harlowes, and 
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that of the Howes too, are but thy machines, unknown to them- 
selves, to bring about thy purposes, and thy revenge, what art 
thou more, or better, than the instrument even of her implacable 
brother, and envious sister, to perpetuate the disgrace of the 
most excellent of sisters, which they are moved to by vilely low 
and sordid motives? Canst thou bear, Lovelace, to be thought 
the machine of thy inveterate enemy James Harlowe? Nay, art 
thou not the cully of that still viler Joseph Leman, who serves 
himself as much by thy money, as he does thee by the double 
part he acts by thy direction? And further still, art thou not 
the devil’s agent, who only can, and who certainly will, suitably 
reward thee, if thou proceedest, and if thou effectest thy wicked 
purpose ? 

Could any man but thee put together upon paper the following 
questions with so much unconcern as thou seemest to have 
written them? Give them a reperusal, O heart of adamant! 
“Whither can she fly to avoid me? Her parents will not receive 
her. Her uncles will not entertain her. Her beloved Norton is in 
their direction, and cannot. Miss Howe dare not. She has not 
one friend in town but me — is entirely a stranger to the town.” 1 
What must that heart be that can triumph in a distress so deep, 
into which she has been plunged by thy elaborate arts and 
contrivances ? And what a sweet, yet sad reflection was that, 
which had like to have had its due effect upon thee, arising from 
thy naming Lord M. for her nuptial father! Her tender years 
inclining her to wish a father, and to hope a friend. O my dear 
Lovelace, canst thou resolve to be, instead of the father thou hast 
robbed her of, a devil? 

Thou knowest that I have no interest, that I can have no 
view, in wishing thee to do justice to this admirable creature. 
For thy own sake, once more I conjure thee, for thy family’s 
sake, and for the sake of our common humanity , let me beseech 
thee to be just to Miss Clarissa Harlowe. 

No matter whether these expostulations are in character from 
me or not. I have been and am bad enough. If thou takest 
my advice, which is (as the enclosed will show thee) the advice 
of all thy family, thou wilt perhaps have it to reproach me (and 
but perhaps neither) that thou art not a worse man than myself. 
But if thou dost not, and if thou ruinest such a virtue, all the 
complicated wickedness of ten devils, let loose among the 
innocent with full power over them, will not do so much vile and 
base mischief as thou wilt be guilty of. 

1 See p. 275. 
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It is said that the prince on his throne is not safe, if a mind so 
desperate can be found, as values not its own life. So may it be 
said that the most immaculate virtue is not safe, if a man can 
be met with, who has no regard to his honour, and makes a jest 
of the most solemn vows and protestations. 

Thou mayest by trick, chicane, and false colours, thou who 
art worse than a pickeroon in love, overcome a poor lady so 
entangled as thou hast entangled her; so unprotected as thou 
hast made her: but consider how much more generous and just 
to her, and noble to thyself it is, to overcome thyself. 

Once more, it is no matter whether my past or future actions 
countenance my preachment, as perhaps thou ’It call what I 
have written: but this I promise thee, that whenever I meet 
with a woman of but one half of Miss Harlowe’s perfections, who 
will favour me with her acceptance, I will take the advice I 
give, and marry. Nor will I attempt to try her honour at the 
hazard of my own. In other words, I will not degrade an 
excellent creature in her oivn eyes , by trials, when I have no 
cause for suspicion. And let me add, with respect to thy 
eagleship y s manifestation, of which thou boastest, in thy attempts 
upon the innocent and uncorrupted, rather than upon those 
whom thou humorously comparest to wrens, wagtails, and 
phyl-tits, as thou callest them , 1 that I hope I have it not once to 
reproach myself, that I ruined the morals of any one creature 
who otherwise would have been uncorrupted. Guilt enough in 
contributing to the continued guilt of other poor wretches, if 
I am one of those who take care she shall never rise again y when 
she has once fallen. 

Whatever the capital devil, under whose banner thou hast 
listed, will let thee do, with regard to this incomparable woman, 
I hope thou wilt act with honour in relation to the enclosed, 
between Lord M. and me; since his lordship, as thou wilt see, 
desires that thou mayest not know he wrote on the subject; 
for reasons, I think, very far from being creditable to thyself: 
and that thou wilt take as meant, the honest zeal for thy 
service, of 

Thy real friend, 

J. Belford. 


1 See p. 253. 
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Letter XCI — Lord M. to John Belford, Esq. 

[Enclosed in the preceding 

M. Hall, Monday, May 15. 

Sir, — If any man in the world has power over my nephew, it is 
you. I therefore write this, to beg you to interfere in the 
affair depending between him and the most accomplished of 
women, as every one says ; and what every one says, must be true. 

I don’t know that he has any bad designs upon her; but I 
know his temper too well, not to be apprehensive upon such 
long delays: and the ladies here have been some time in fear for 
her; Lady Sarah in particular, who (as you must know) is a 
wise woman, says that these delays, in the present case, must 
be from him, rather than from the lady. 

He had always indeed a strong antipathy to marriage, and 
may think of playing his dog’s tricks by her, as he has by so 
many others. If there ’s any danger of this, ’tis best to prevent 
it in time: for, when a thi?ig is done , advice conies too late. 

He has always had the folly and impertinence to make a jest 
of me for using proverbs: but as they are the wisdom of whole 
nations and ages collected into a small compass, I am not to be 
shamed out of sentences that often contain more wisdom in 
them than the tedious harangues of most of our parsons and 
moralists. Let him laugh at them, if he pleases: you and I 
know better things, Mr. Belford. Though you have kept 
company with a wolf , you have not learnt to howl of him. 

But nevertheless, you must not let him know that I have 
written to you on this subject. I am ashamed to say it; but he 
has ever treated me as if I were a man of very common under- 
standing; and would, perhaps, think never the better of the 
best advice in the world, for coming from me. Those , Mr. 
Belford, who most love , are least set by. — But who would expect 
velvet to be made out of a sow's ear ? 

I am sure he has no reason, however, to slight me as he does. 
He may and will be the better for me, if he outlives me; though 
he once told me to my face that I might do as I would with my 
estate; for that he, for his part, loved his liberty as much as he 
despised money. And at another time, twitting me with my 
phrases, that the man was above control, who wanted not either to 
borroiv or flatter. He thought, I suppose, that 1 could not cover 
him with my wings, without pecking at him with my bill ; though 
I never used to be pecking at him, without very great occasion: 
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and, God knows, he might have my very heart, if he would but 
endeavour to oblige me, by studying his own good; for that is 
all I desire of him. Indeed, it was his poor mother that first 
spoiled him; and I have been but too indulgent to him since. 
A fine grateful disposition, you *11 say, to return evil for good ! 
But that was always his way. It is a good saying, and which 
was verified by him with a witness: Children when little , make 
their parents fools; when great , mad. Had his parents lived to 
see what I have seen of him, they would have been mad 
indeed. 

This match, however, as the lady has such an extraordinary 
share of wisdom and goodness, might set all to rights; and if 
you can forward it, I would enable him to make whatever 
settlements he could wish; and should not be unwilling to put 
him in possession of another pretty estate besides. I am no 
covetous man, he knows. And indeed, what is a covetous man 
to be likened to so fitly, as to a dog in a wheel which roasts meat 
for others ? And what do I live for (as I have often said) but to 
see him and my two nieces well married and settled? May 
Heaven settle him down to a better mind , and turn his heart to 
more of goodness and consideration ! 

If tne delays are on his side, I tremble for the lady; and, if on 
hers (as he tells my niece Charlotte), I could wish she were 
apprised that delays are dangerous. Excellent as she is, she ought 
not to depend on her merits with such a changeable fellow, and 
such a professed marriage-hater, as he has been. Desert and 
reward , I can assure her, seldom keep company together. 

But let him remember that vengeance , though it comes with 
leaden feet, strikes with iron hands. If he behaves ill in this case, 
he may find it so. What a pity it is, that a man of his talents and 
learning should be so vile a rake! Alas! alas! Une poignee de 
bonne vie vaut mieux que plein muy de clergei a handful of good 
life is better than a whole bushel of learning. 

You may throw in, too, as a friend, that, should he provoke 
me, it may not be too late for jne to marry. My old friend 
Wycherly did so, when he was older than I am, on purpose to 
plague his nephew: and, in spite of this gout, I might have a 
child or two still. I have not been without some thoughts that 
way, when he has angered me more than ordinary: but these 
thoughts have gone off again hitherto, upon my considering 
that the children of very young and very old men (though I am not 
so very old neither) last not long ; and that old men, when they 
7tiarry young women , are said to make much of death. Yet who 

11— *L 883 
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knows but that matrimony might be good against the gouty 
humours I am troubled with? 

No man is everything. You, Mr. Belford, are a learned man. 
I am a peer. And do you (as you best know how) inculcate 
upon him the force of these wise sayings which follow, as well as 
those which went before; but yet so discreetly, as that he may 
not know that you borrow your darts from nty quiver . These 
be they — Happy is the man who knows his follies in his youth. 
He that lives well , lives long. Again, He that lives ill one year , 
will sorrow for it seven. And again, as the Spaniards have it — 
Who lives well , sees afar off l Far off indeed; for he sees into 
eternity, as a man may say. Then that other fine saying. He 
who perishes in needless dangers , is the devil 9 s martyr. Another 
proverb I picked up at Madrid, when I accompanied Lord 
Lexington in his embassy to Spain, which might teach my 
nephew more mercy and compassion than is in his nature I 
doubt to show; which is this, That he who pities another, remembers 
himself. And this that is going to follow, I am sure he has 
proved the truth of a hundred times. That he who does what he 
will , seldom does what he ought. Nor is that unworthy of his 
notice, Young men’s frolics old men feel. My devilish gout, 
God help me — but I will not say what I was going to say. 

I remember that you yourself, complimenting me for my 
taste in pithy and wise sentences, said a thing that gave me a 
high opinion of you; and it was this; Men of talents , said you, 
are sooner to be convinced by short sentences than by long preach- 
ments, because the short sentences drive themselves into the heart 
and stay there, while long discourses , though ever so good , ttre the 
attention; and one good thing drives out another, and so on, till all 
is forgotten. 

May your good counsels, Mr. Belford, founded upon these 
hints which I have given, pierce his heart, and incite him to do 
what will be so happy for himself, and so necessary for the 
honour of that admirable lady whom I long to see his wife; and, 
if I may, I will not think of one for myself. 

Should he abuse the confidence she has placed in him, I myself 
shall pray that vengeance may fall upon his head. Raro I 
quite forget all my Latin ; but I think it is, Raro antecedentem 
scelestum deseruit pede pcena claudoi where vice goes .before, 
vengeance (sooner or later) will follow. But why do I translate 

these things for you? 

I shall make no apologies for this trouble. I know how well 
you love him and me ; and there is nothing in which you could 
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serve us both more importantly, than in forwarding this match 
to the utmost of your power. When it is done, how shall I 
rejoice to see you at M. Hall! Meantime, I shall long to hear 
that you are likely to be successful with him; and am. 

Dear sir, 

Your most faithful friend and servant, 

M. 

Mr. Lovelace having not returned an answer to Mr. Belford' s 
expostulatory letter so soon as Mr. Belford expected , he wrote to 
him , expressing his apprehension that he had disobliged him by 
his honest freedom. Among other things , he says : 

I pass my time here at Watford, attending my dying uncle, 
very heavily. I cannot therefore, by any means, dispense with 
thy correspondence. And why shouldst thou punish me for 
having more conscience and more remorse than thyself? Thou, 
who never thoughtest either conscience or remorse an honour to 
thee. And I have, besides, a melancholy story to tell thee, in 
relation to Belton and his Thomasine ; and which may afford a 
lesson to all the keeping class. 

I have a letter from each of our three companions in the time. 
They have all the wickedness that thou hast, but not the wit. 
Some new rogueries do two of them boast of, which, I think, if 
completed, deserve the gallows. 

I am far from hating intrigue upon principle. But to have 
awkward fellows plot, and commit their plots to paper, destitute 
of the seasonings, of the acumen , which is thy talent, how 
extremely shocking must their letters be ! But do thou, Lovelace, 
whether thou art, or art not, determined upon thy measures 
with regard to the fine lady in thy power, enliven my heavy 
heart by thy communications; and thou wilt oblige 

Thy melancholy friend, 

J. Belford. 


Letter XCI I — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

Friday Night, May 19 . 

When I have opened my views to thee so amply as I have done 
in my former letters; and have told thee, that my principal 
design is but to bring virtue to a trial, that, if virtue, it need not 
be afraid of ; and that the reward of it will be marriage (that is 
to say, if, after I have carried my point, I cannot prevail upon 


326 THE HISTORY OF [let. 

her to live with me the life of honour 1 ; for that thou knowest 
is the wish of my heart) ; I am amazed at the repetition of thy 
wambling nonsense. 

I am of opinion with thee, that some time hence, when I am 
grown wiser , I shall conclude that there is nothing but vanity , 
conceit , and nonsense in my present wild schemes. But what is 
this saying, but that I must be first wiser? 

I do not intend to let this matchless creature slide through my 
fingers. 

Art thou able to say half the things in her praise that I have 
said, and am continually saying or writing? 

Her gloomy father cursed the sweet creature, because she put 
it out of his wicked power to compel her to have the man she 
hated. Thou knowest how little merit she has with me on this 
score — and shall I not try the virtue I intend, upon full proof, 
to reward , because her father is a tyrant? Why art thou thus 
eternally reflecting upon so excellent a woman, as if thou wert 
assured she would fail in the trial ? Nay, thou declarest, every 
time thou writest on the subject, that she will , that she must 
yield, entangled as she is: and yet makest her virtue the pretence 
of thy solicitude for her. 

An instrument of the vile James Harlowe, dost thou call me? 
O Jack! how I could curse thee ! I an instrument of that brother! 
of that sister! But mark the end — and thou shalt see what will 
become of that brother, and of that sister! 

Play not against me my own acknowledged sensibilities, I 
desire thee. Sensibilities, which at the same time that they 
contradict thy charge of an adamantine heart in thy friend, thou 
hadst known nothing of, had I not communicated them to thee. 

If I ruin such a virtue , sayest thou ! Eternal monotonist ! 
Again; the most immaculate virtue may be ruined by men who 
have no regard to their honour , and who make a jest of the most 
solemn oaths , etc. What must be the virtue that will be ruined 
without oaths ? Is not the world full of these deceptions? And 
are not lovers * oaths a jest of hundreds of years’ standing? And 
are not cautions against the perfidy of our sex, a necessary part 
of the female education ? 

I do intend to endeavour to overcome myself ; but I must first 
try if I cannot overcome this lady. Have I not said that the 
honour of her sex is concerned that I should try? 

Whenever thou meetest with a woman of but half her perfections , 
thou wilt marry. Do, Jack. 


1 See p. 41. 
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Can a girl be degraded by trials , who is not overcome ? 

I am glad that thou takest crime to thyself, for not endeavour- 
ing to convert the poor wretches whom others have ruined. I 
will not recriminate upon thee, Belford, as I might, when thou 
flatterest thyself that thou never ruinedst the morals of any 
young creature who otherwise would not have been corrupted — 
the palliating consolation of an Hottentot heart, determined 
rather to gluttonize on the garbage of other foul feeders than to 
reform. But tell me. Jack, wouldst thou have spared such a 
girl as my Rosebud, had I not, by my example, engaged thy 
generosity? Nor was my Rosebud the only girl I spared. When 
my power was acknowledged, who more merciful than thy friend ? 

It is Resistance that inflames desire. 

Sharpens the darts of Love, and blows its fire. 

Love is disarm'd that meets with too much ease; 

He languishes, and does not care to please. 

The women know this as well as the men. They love to be 
addressed with spirit: 

And therefore 'tis their golden fruit they guard 

With so much care, to make possession hard. 

Whence, for a by-reflection, the ardent, the complaisant 
gallant is so often preferred to the cold, the unadoring husband. 
And yet the sex do not consider that variety and novelty give 
the ardour and the obsequiousness; and that, were the rake as 
much used to them as the husband is, he would be [and is to his 
own wife, if married] as indifferent to their favours, as their 
husbands are; and the husband, in his turn, would, to another 
woman, be the rake. Let the women, upon the whole, take this 
lesson from a Lovelace: “Always to endeavour to make them- 
selves as new to a husband, and to appear as elegant and as 
obliging to him, as they are desirous to appear to a lover, and 
actually were to him as such', and then the rake, which all women 
love, will last longer in the husband than it generally does.” 

But to return: If I have not sufficiently cleared my conduct 
to thee in the above, I refer thee once more to mine of the 
13th of last month. 1 And prithee. Jack, lay me not under a 
necessity to repeat the same things so often. I hope thou 
readest what I write more than once. 

I am not displeased that thou art so apprehensive of my 
resentment, that I cannot miss a day without making thee 

* See p. 32. 
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uneasy. Thy conscience, ’tis plain, tells thee that thou hast 
deserved my displeasure: and if it has convinced thee of that , it 
will make thee afraid of repeating thy fault. See that this be 
the consequence. Else, now that thou hast told me how I can 
punish thee, it is very likely that I do punish thee by my silence, 
although I have as much pleasure in writing on this charming 
subject, as thou canst have in reading what I write. 

When a boy, if a dog ran away from me through fear, I 
generally looked about for a stone, or a stick; and if neither 
offered to my hand, I skimmed my hat after him to make him 
afraid for something. What signifies power, if we do not exert it? 

Let my lord know that thou hast scribbled to me. But give 
him not the contents of thy epistle. Though a parcel of crude 
stuff, he would think there was something in it. Poor arguments 
will do when brought in favour of what we like. But the stupid 
peer little thinks that this lady is a rebel to love. On the 
contrary, not only he, but all the world believes her to be a 
volunteer in his service. So I shall incur blame, and she will 
be pitied, if anything happen amiss. 

Since my lord’s heart is so set upon this match, I have 
written already to let him know, “That my unhappy character 
has given my beloved an ungenerous diffidence of me. That 
she is so mother-sick and father-fond, that she had rather 
return to Harlowe Place than marry. That she is even appre- 
hensive that the step she has taken of going off with me will 
make the ladies of a family of such rank and honour as ours 
think slightly of her. That, therefore, I desire his lordship 
(though this hint, I tell him, must be very delicately touched) 
to write me such a letter as I can show her (let him treat me in it 
ever so freely, I shall not take it amiss, I tell him, because I know 
his lordship takes pleasure in writing to me in a corrective style). 
That he may make what offers he pleases on the marriage. That 
I desire his presence at the ceremony ; that I may take from his 
hand the greatest blessing that mortal man can give me.” 

I have not absolutely told the lady that I would write to his 
lordship to this effect; yet have given her reason to think I will. 
So that without the last necessity I shall not produce i:he 
answer I expect from him: for I am very loath, I own, to make 
use of any of my family’s names for the furthering of my designs. 
And yet I must make all secure, before I pull off the mask. Was 
not this my motive for bringing her hither ? 

Thus thou seest that the old peer’s letter came very season- 
ably. I thank thee for it. But as to his sentences, they cannot 
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possibly do me good. I was early suffocated with his wisdom 
of nations . When a boy, I never asked anything of him, but 
out flew a proverb ; and if the tendency of that was to deny me, 
I never could obtain the least favour. This gave me so great an 
aversion to the very word, that, when a child, I made it a con- 
dition with my tutor, who was an honest parson, that I would 
not read my Bible at all, if he would not excuse me one of the 
wisest books in it: to which, however, I had no other objection, 
than that it was called The Proverbs. And as for Solomon, he 
was then a hated character with me, not because of his polygamy, 
but because I had conceived him to be such another musty old 
fellow as my uncle. 

Well, but let us leave old saws to old men. What signifies 
thy tedious whining over thy departing relation? Is it not 
generally agreed that he cannot recover? Will it not be kind 
in thee to put him out of his misery? I hear that he is pestered 
still with visits from doctors, and apothecaries, and surgeons; 
that they cannot cut so deep as the mortification has gone; 
and that in every visit, in every scarification, inevitable death is 
pronounced upon him. Why then do they keep tormenting 
him? Is it not to take away more of his living fleece than of his 
dead flesh? When a man is given over, the fee should surely be 
refused. Are they not now robbing his heirs? What hast thou 
to do, if the will be as thou ’dst have it? He sent for thee (did 
he not?) to close his eyes. He is but an uncle , is he? 

Let me see, if I mistake not, it' is in the Bible, or some other 
good book : can it be in Herodotus ? Oh, I believe it is in Josephus ; 
a half-sacred and half-profane author. He tells us of a king of 
Syria put out of his pain by his prime minister, or one who 
deserved to be so for his contrivance. The story says, if I am 
right, that he spread a wet cloth over his face, which killing him, 
he reigned in his place. A notable fellow! Perhaps this wet 
cloth in the original is what we now call laudanum ; a potion 
that overspreads the faculties, as the wet cloth did the face of 
the royal patient; and the translator knew not how to render it. 

But how like a forlorn varlet thou subscribest. Thy melancholy 
friend , J. Belford ! Melancholy! for what? To stand by and 
see fair play between an old man and death? I thought thou 
hadst been more of a man; thou that art not afraid of an acute 
death, a sword’s point, to be so plaguily hipped at the conse- 
quences of a chronical one ! What though the scarificators work 
upon him day by day? it is only upon a caput mortuum: and 
prithee go to, to use the stylum veterum, and learn of the royal 
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butchers ; who, for sport (an hundred times worse men than 
thy Lovelace) widow ten thousand at a brush, and make twice 
as many fatherless — learn of them , I say, how to support a 
single death. 

But art thou sure. Jack, it is a mortification? My uncle once 
gave promises of such a root-and-branch distemper: but, alas! 
it turned to a smart gout fit; and 1 had the mortification instead 
of him. I have heard that bark in proper doses will arrest a 
mortification in its progress, and at last cure it. Let thy 
uncle’s surgeon know, that it is worth more than his ears, if he 
prescribe one grain of the bark. 

I wish my uncle had given me the opportunity of setting thee 
a better example: thou shouldst have seen what a brave fellow 
I had been. And had I had occasion to write, my conclusion 
would have been this: “ I hope the old Trojan ’s happy. In that 
hope, I am so; and 

“Thy rejoicing friend, 

R. Lovelace.” 

Dwell not always. Jack, upon one subject. Let me have poor 
Belton’s story. The sooner the better. If I can be of service to 
him, tell him he may command me either in purse or person. Yet 
the former with a freer will than the latter; for how can I leave 
my goddess? But I ’ll issue my commands to my other vassals to 
attend thy summons. 

If ye want head , let me know. If not,, my quota, on this 
occasion, is money. 

Letter XCIII — Mr. Belford to Robert Lovelace , Esq. 

Saturday, May 20. 

Not one word will I reply to such an abandoned wretch as thou 
hast shown thyself to be in thine of last night. I will leave the 
lady to the protection of that Power who only can work miracles ; 
and to her own merits. Still I have hopes that these will save her. 

I will proceed, as thou desirest, to poor Belton’s case; and the 
rather, as it has thrown me into such a train of thinking upon 
our past lives, our present courses, and our future views, as may 
be of service to both, if I can give due weight to the reflections 
that arise from it. 

The poor man made me a visit on Thursday , in this my 
melancholy attendance. He began with complaints of his ill 
health and spirits, his hectic cough, and his increased malady of 
spitting of blood; and then led to his story. 
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A confounded one it is ; and which highly aggravates his other 
maladies: for it has come out that his Thomasine (who, truly, 
would be new-christened, you know, that her name might be 
nearer in sound to the Christian name of the man whom she 
pretended to dote upon) has for many years carried on an in- 
trigue with a fellow who had been hostler to her father (an inn- 
keeper at Darking); of whom, at the expense of poor Belton, 
she has made a gentleman ; and managed it so, that having the 
art to make herself his cashier, she has been unable to account 
for large sums which he thought forthcoming at demand, and 
had trusted to her custody, in order to pay off a mortgage upon 
his paternal estate in Kent, which his heart had run upon 
leaving clear; but which cannot now be done, and will soon be 
foreclosed. And yet she has so long passed for his wife, that he 
knows not what to resolve upon about her; nor about the two 
boys he was so fond of, supposing them to be his ; whereas now 
he begins to doubt his share in them. 

So keeping don’t do, Lovelace. ’Tis not the eligible life. 
“A man may keep a woman , said the poor fellow to me, but not 
his estate ! Two interests! Then, my tottering fabric!” pointing 
to his emaciated carcase. 

We do well to value ourselves upon our liberty , or, to speak 
more properly, upon the liberties we take! We had need to run 
down matrimony as we do, and to make that state the subject of 
our frothy jests; when we frequently render ourselves (for this 
of Tom’s is not a singular case) the dupes and tools of women 
who generally govern us (by arts our wise heads penetrate not) 
more absolutely than a wife would attempt to do. 

Let us consider this point a little; and that upon our own 
principles , as libertines , setting aside what is exacted from us by 
the laws 0/ our country , and its customs ; which, nevertheless, w r e 
cannot get over, till we have got over almost all normal obliga- 
tions, as members of society. 

In the first place, let us consider (we, who are in possession of 
estates by legal descent) how we should have liked to have been 
such naked, destitute varlets, as we must have been, had our 
fathers been as wise as ourselves; and despised matrimony as we 
do — and then let us ask ourselves if we ought not to have the same 
regard for our posterity, as we are glad our fathers had for theirs ? 

But this, perhaps, is too moral a consideration. To proceed, 
therefore, to those considerations which will be more striking to 
us\ How can we reasonably expect economy or frugality (or 
anything indeed but riot and waste) from creatures who 



THE HISTORY OF 


332 


[let. 


have an interest , and must therefore have views , different from 
our own? 

They know the uncertain tenure (our fickle humours) by 
which they hold: and is it to be wondered at, supposing them 
to be provident harlots, that they should endeavour, if they have 
the power , to lay up against a rainy day ? or, if they have not the 
power, that they should squander all they can come at, when 
they are sure of nothing but the present hour ; and when the life 
they live, and the sacrifices they have made, put conscience and 
honour out of the question? 

Whereas a wife, having the same family interest with her 
husband, lies not under either the same apprehensions or tempta- 
tions \ ; and has not broken through (of necessity , at least, has not) 
those restraints which education has fastened upon her: and if 
she make a private purse, which we are told by anti-matri- 
monialists, all wives love to do, and has children, it goes all into 
the same family at the long run. 

Then as to the great article of fidelity to your bed. Are not 
women of family, who are well-educated, under greater restraints 
than creatures, who, if they ever had reputation, sacrifice it to 
sordid interest, or to more sordid appetite, the moment they give 
up to you? Does not the example you furnish, of having suc- 
ceeded with her, give encouragement for others to attempt her 
likewise? For, with all her blandishments, can any man be so 
credulous, or so vain, as to believe that the woman he could 
persuade, another may not prevail upon? 

Adultery is so capital a guilt, that even rakes and libertines, 
if not wholly abandoned, and, as I may say, invited by a woman’s 
levity, disavow and condemn it: but here, in a state of keeping, 
a woman is in no danger of incurring ( legally , at least) that 
guilt; and you yourself have broken through and overthrown 
in her all the fences and boundaries of moral honesty, and 
the modesty and reserves of her sex. And what tie shall hold 
her against inclination, or interest? And what shall deter an 

attempter? 

While a husband has this security from legal sanctions, that 
if his wife be detected in a criminal conversation with a man of 
fortune (the most likely by bribes to seduce her), he may recover 
very great damages, and procure a divorce besides: which, to 
say nothing of the ignominy, is a consideration that must have 
some force upon both parties. And a wife must be vicious 
indeed, and a reflection upon a man’s own choice, who, for the 
sake of change, and where there are no qualities to seduce, nor 
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affluence to corrupt, will run so many hazards to injure her 
husband in the tenderest of all points. 

But there are difficulties in procuring a divorce [and so there 
ought] — and none, says the rake, in parting with a mistress 
whenever you suspect her; or whenever you are weary of her, 
and have a mind to change her for another. 

But must not the man be a brute indeed, who can cast off a 
woman whom he has seduced [if he take her from the town, 
that ’s another thing], without some flagrant reason; something 
that will better justify him to himself, as well as to her , and to the 

world , than mere power and novelty ? 

But I don’t see, if we judge by fact , and by the practice of all 
we have been acquainted with of the keeping class, that we know 
how to part with them when we have them. 

That we know we can if we will, is all we have for it: and this 
leads us to bear many things from a mistress, which we would 
not from a wife. But, if we are good-natured and humane : if 
the woman has art [and what woman wants it, who has fallen by 
art ? and to whose precarious situation art is so necessary?]: if you 
have given her the credit of being called by your name: if you 
have a settled place of abode, and have received and paid visits 
in her company, as your wife : if she has brought you children 
you will allow that these are strong obligations upon you, in the 
world’s eye, as well as to your own heart, against tearing yourself 
from such close connexions. She will stick to you as your skin: 
and it will be next to flaying yourself to cast her off. 

Even if there be cause for it, by infidelity, she will have 
managed ill, if she have not her defenders. Nor did I ever know 
a cause, or a person, so had as to want advocates, either from 
ill-will to the one, or pity to the other: and you will then be 
thought a hard-hearted miscreant; and even were she to go off 
without credit to herself, she will leave you as little ; especially 
with all those whose good opinion a man would wish to 

cultivate. . 

Well, then, shall this poor privilege, that we may part with a 
woman if we will, be deemed a balance for the other incon- 
veniences? Shall it be thought by us, who are men of family and 
fortune, an equivalent for giving up equality of degree', and taking 
for the partner of our bed, and very probably more than the 
partner in our estates (to the breach of all family rule and order), 
a low-born, a low-educated creature, who has not brought any- 
thing into the common stock; and can possibly make no returns 
for the solid benefits she receives, but those libidinous ones 
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which a man cannot boast of, but to his disgrace, nor think of, but 
to the shame of both ? 

Moreover, as the man advances in years, the fury of his 
libertinism will go off. He will have different aims and pursuits, 
which will diminish his appetite to ranging, and make such a 
regular life as the matrimonial and family life palatable to him, 
and every day more palatable. 

If he has children, and has reason to think them his, and if 
his lewd courses have left him any estate, he will have cause to 
regret the restraint his boasted liberty has laid him under, and 
the valuable privilege it has deprived him of when he finds 
that it must descend to some relation for whom, whether near 
or distant, he cares not one farthing; and who perhaps (if a 
man of virtue) has held him in the utmost contempt for his 
dissolute life. 

And were we to suppose his estate in his power to bequeath 
as he pleases; why should a man resolve, for the gratifying of 
his foolish humour only, to bastardize his race? Why should he 
wish to expose his children to the scorn and insults of the rest 
of the world ? Why should he, whether they are sons or daughters, 
lay them under the necessity of complying with proposals of 
marriage, either inferior as to fortune, or unequal as to age? Why 
should he deprive the children he loves, who themselves may be 
guilty of no fault, of the respect they would wish to have, and 
to deserve; and of the opportunity of associating themselves with 
proper, that is to say, with reputable company? And why should 
he make them think themselves under obligation to every person 
of character who will vouchsafe to visit them? What little 
reason, in a word, would such children have to bless their 
father’s obstinate defiance of the laws and customs of his country; 
and for giving them a mother whom they could not think of 
with honour; to whose crime it was that they owed their very 
beings, and whose example it was their duty to shun? 

If the education and morals of these children are left to 
chance, as too generally they are (for the man who has humanity 
and a feeling heart, and who is capable of fondness for his 
offspring, I take it for granted will marry), the case is still 
worse; his crime is perpetuated, as I may say, by his children: 
and the sea, the army, perhaps the highway, for the boys; the 
common for the girls; too often point out the way to a worse 
catastrophe. 

What, therefore, upon the whole, do we get by treading in these 
crooked paths, but danger, disgrace* and a too late repentance? 
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And after all, do we not frequently become the cullies of our 
own libertinism ; sliding into the very state with those half-worn- 
out doxies, which perhaps we might have entered into with their 
ladies; at least with their superiors both in degree and fortune? 
And all the time lived handsomely like ourselves; not sneaking 
into holes and corners; and, when we crept abroad with our 
women, looking about us, and at every one that passed us, as if 
we were confessedly accountable to the censures of all honest 
people. 

My cousin Tony Jenyns thou knewest. He had not the 
actively mischievous spirit that thou, Belton, Mowbray, Tour- 
ville, and myself have: but he imbibed the same notions we do, 
and carried them into practice. 

How did he prate against wedlock! How did he strut about 
as a wit and a smart ! And what a wit and a smart did all the boys 
and girls of our family (myself among the rest, then an urchin) 
think him, for the airs he gave himself ! Marry! No, not for the 
world; what man of sense would bear the insolences, the petu- 
lances, the expensiveness of a wife ! He could not for the heart 
of him think it tolerable, that a woman of equal rank and 
fortune, and, as it might happen, superior talents to his own, 
should look upon herself to have a right to share the benefit of 
that fortune which she brought him. 

So, after he had fluttered about the town for two or three 
years, in all which time he had a better opinion of himself than 
anybody else had, what does he do, but enter upon an affair with 
his fencing master’s daughter? 

He succeeds; takes private lodgings for her at Hackney; visits 
her by stealth ; both of them tender of reputations that were 
extremely tender, but which neither had quite given up; for 
rakes of either sex are always the last to condemn or cry down 
themselves: visited by nobody, nor visiting: the life of a thief, 
or of a man beset by creditors, afraid to look out of his own 
house, or to be seen abroad with her. And thus went he on for 
twelve years, and, though he had a good estate, hardly making 
both ends meet; for, though no glare, there was no economy; 
and besides, he had every year a child, and very fond of his 
children was he. But none of them lived above three years: 
and being now, on the death of the dozenth, grown as dully 
sober as if he had been a real husband, his good Mrs. Thomas 
(for he had not permitted her to take his own name) prevailed 
upon him to think the loss of their children a judgment upon the 
parents for their wicked way of life [a time will come, Lovelace, 
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if we live to advanced years, in which reflection will take hold of 
the enfeebled mind] ; and then it was not difficult for his woman 
to induce him, by way of compounding with Heaven, to marry 
her. When this was done, he had leisure to sit down, and 
contemplate; and to recollect the many offers of persons of 
family and fortune which he had declined in the prime of life: 
his expenses equal at least: his reputation not only less, but lost: 
his enjoyments stolen: his partnership unequal, and such as he 
had always been ashamed of. But the women said, that after 
twelve or thirteen years* cohabitation, Tony did an honest thing 
by her. And that was all my poor cousin got by making his 
old mistress his new wife — not a drum, not a trumpet, not a 
fife, not a tabret, nor the expectation of a new joy, to animate 
him on! 

What Belton will do with his Thomasine I know not; nor 
care I to advise him: for I see the poor fellow does not like that 
anybody should curse her but himself. This he does very 
heartily. And so low is he reduced, that he blubbers over the 
reflection upon his past fondness for her cubs, and upon his 
present doubts of their being his: “What a damned thing is it, 
Belford, if Tom and Hal should be the hostler dog’s puppies, 
and not mine!” 

Very true ! and I think the strong health of the chubby-faced 
muscular whelps confirms the too great probability. But I say 

not so to him. . 

You, he says, are such a gay, lively mortal, that this sad tale 

would make no impression upon you : especially now that your 
whole heart is engaged as it is. Mowbray would be too violent 
upon it: he has not, he says, a feeling heart. Tourville has no 
discretion: and, a pretty jest! although he and his Thomasine 
lived without reputation in the world (people guessing that they 
were not married, notwithstanding she went by his name) yet 
“he would not too much discredit the cursed ingrate neither!” 

Could a man act a weaker part, had he been really married; 
and were he sure he was going to separate from the mother of 

his own children? 

I leave this as a lesson upon thy heart, without making any 
application: only with this remark, “That after we libertines 
have indulged our licentious appetites, reflecting (in the conceit 
of our vain hearts), both with our lips and by our lives, upon our 
ancestors, and the good old ways, we find out, when we come to 
years of discretion, if we live till then (what all who knew us 
found out before, that is to say; we find out) our own despicable 
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folly; that those good old ways would have been best for us, as 
well as for the rest of the world ; and that in every step we have 
deviated from them, we have only exposed our vanity, and our 
ignorance at the same time.” 

J. Belford. 


Letter XC1V — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

Saturday , May 20 . 

I am pleased with the sober reflection with which thou concludest 
thy last ; and I thank thee for it. 

Poor Belton I I did not think his Thomasine would have 
proved so very a devil. But this must everlastingly be the 
risk of a keeper who takes up with a low-bred girl. This I 
never did. Nor had I occasion to do it. Such a one as 1 , Jack, 
needed only, till now, to shake the stateliest tree, and the 
mellowed fruit dropped into my mouth: always of Montaigne’s 
taste, thou knowest — thought it a glory to subdue a girl of 
family. More truly delightful to me the seduction progress 
than the crowning act: for that ’s a vapour, a bubble ! And most 
cordially do I thank thee for thy indirect hint, that I am right 
in my present pursuit. 

From such a woman as Miss Harlowe, a man is secured from 
all the inconveniences thou expatiatest upon. 

Once more, therefore, do I thank thee, Belford, for thy 
approbation! A man need not, as thou sayest, sneak into holes 
arid corners , and shun the day, in the company of such a woman 
as this. How friendly in thee, thus to abet the favourite purpose 
of my heart! Nor can it be a disgrace to me, to permit such a 
lady to be called by my name ! Nor shall I be at all concerned 
about the world's censure, if I live to the years of discretion, which 
thou mentionest, should I be taken in, and prevailed upon to 
tread with her the good old path of my ancestors. 

A blessing on thy heart, thou honest fellow 1 I thought thou 
wert in jest, and but acquitting thyself of an engagement to 
Lord M., when thou wert pleading for matrimony in behalf of 
this lady! It could not be principle, I knew, in thee: it could not 
be compassion — a little envy indeed I suspected ! But now I see 
thee once more thyself: and once more, say I, a blessing on thy 
heart, thou true friend, and very honest fellow ! 

Now will I proceed with courage in all my schemes, and oblige 
thee with the continued narrative of my progressions towards 
bringing them to effect ! — but I could not forbear to interrupt my 
story, to show my gratitude. 
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Letter XCV — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford, Esq. 

And now will I favour thee with a brief account of our present 
situation. 

From the highest to the lowest we are all extremely happy. 
Dorcas stands well in her lady’s graces. Polly has asked her 
advice in relation to a courtship affair of her own. No oracle 
ever gave better. Sally has had a quarrel with her woollen 
draper; and made my charmer lady chancellor in it. She 
blamed Sally for behaving tyrannically to a man who loves her. 
Dear creature! to stand against a glass, and to shut her eyes 
because she will not see her face in it ! Mrs. Sinclair has paid her 
court to so unerring a judge, by requesting her advice with 
regard to both nieces. 

This the way we have been in for several days with the people 
below. Yet sola generally at her meals, and seldom at other 
times in their company. They now, used to her ways [perse- 
verance must conquer ], never press her; so when they meet, all is 
civility on both sides. Even married people, I believe. Jack, 
prevent abundance of quarrels by seeing one another but seldotn. 

But how stands it between thyself and the lady, methinks 
thou askest, since her abrupt departure from thee, and undutiful 
repulse of Wednesday morning? 

Why, pretty well in the main. Nay, very well. For why? 
The dear saucy-face knows not how to help herself. Can fly 
to no other protection. And has, besides, overheard a con- 
versation [who would have thought she had been so near?] 
which passed between Mrs. Sinclair, Miss Martin, and myself, 
that very Wednesday afternoon; which has set her heart at 
ease with respect to several doubtful points. 

Such as, particularly, “Mrs. Fretchville’s unhappy state of 
mind — most humanely pitied by Miss Martin, who knows her 
very well — the husband she has lost, and herself (as Sally says), 
lovers from their cradles. Pity from one begets pity from 
another, be the occasion either strong or weak; and so many 
circumstances were given to poor Mrs. Fretchville’s distress, 
that it was impossible but my beloved must extremely pity her 
whom the less tender-hearted Miss Martin greatly pitied. 

“My Lord M.’s gout his only hindrance from visiting my 
spouse. Lady Betty and Miss Montague soon expected in town. 

“My earnest desire signified to have my spouse receive those 
ladies in her own house, if Mrs. Fretchville would but know her 
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own mind; and I pathetically lamented the delay occasioned by 
her not knowing it. 

“My intention to stay at Mrs. Sinclair’s, as I said I had told 
them before , while my spouse resides in her own house (when Mrs. 
Fretchville could be brought to quit it), in order to gratify her 
utmost punctilio. 

“My passion for my beloved (which, as I told them in a high 
and fervent accent, was the truest that man could have for 
woman) I boasted of. It was, in short, I said, of the true 
platonic kindj or I had no notion of what platonic love was. 

So it is. Jack; and must end as platonic love generally does end. 

“Sally and Mrs. Sinclair next praised, but not grossly , my 
beloved. Sally particularly admired her purity; called it 
exemplary; yet (to avoid suspicion) expressed her thoughts 
that she was rather over-nice , if she might presume to say so 
before me. But nevertheless she applauded me for the strict 
observation I made of my vow. 

“I more freely blamed her reserves to me; called her cruel; 
inveighed against her relations; doubted her love. Every 
favour I asked of her denied me. Yet my behaviour to her as 
pure and delicate when alone, as when before them — hinted at 
something that had passed between us that very day, that 
showed her indifference to me in so strong a light, that I could 
not bear it. But that I would ask her for her company to the 
play of Venice Preserved , given out for Saturday night as a 
benefit play; the prime actors to be in it; and this, to see if I 
were to be denied every favour. Yet, for my own part, I loved 
not tragedies ; though she did, for the sake of the instruction, the 
warning, and the example generally given in them. 

“I had too much feeling , I said. There was enough in the 
world to make our hearts sad, without carrying grief into our 
diversions, and making the distress of others our own.” 

True enough, Belford; and I believe, generally speaking, that 
all the men of our cast are of my mind. They love not any 
tragedies but those in which they themselves act the parts of 
tyrants and executioners; and, afraid to trust themselves with 
serious and solemn reflections, run to comedies, to laugh away 
the distresses they have occasioned, and to find examples of men 
as immoral as themselves. For very few of our comic per- 
formances, as thou knowest, give us good ones. I answer, 
however, for myself — yet thou, I think, on recollection, lovest 
to deal in the lamentable. 

Sally answered for Polly, who was absent, Mrs. Sinclair for 
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herself, and for all her acquaintance, even for Miss Partington, 
in preferring the comic to the tragic scenes. And I believe they 
are right; for the devil ’s in it, if a confided-in rake does not give 
a girl enough of tragedy in his comedy. 

“I asked Sally to oblige my fair one with her company. She 
was engaged [that was right, thou ’It suppose]. I asked Mrs. 
Sinclair’s leave for Polly. To be sure, she answered, Polly would 
think it an honour to attend Mrs. Lovelace: but the poor thing 
was tender-hearted ; and as the tragedy was deep, would weep 
herself blind. 

“Sally, meantime, objected Singleton, that I might answer 
the objection, and save my beloved the trouble of making it, or 
debating the point with me; and on this occasion I regretted that 
her brother’s projects were not laid aside; since, if they had been 
given up, I would have gone in person to bring up the ladies of 
my family to attend my spouse. 

“I then, from a letter just before received from one of her 
father’s family, warned them of a person who had undertaken 
to find us out, and whom I thus in writing (having called for 
pen and ink) described, that they might arm all the family 
against him: ‘A sun-burnt, pock-fretten sailor, ill-looking, big- 
boned; his stature about six foot; an heavy eye, an overhanging 
brow, a deck-treading stride in his walk; a couteau generally by 
his side; lips parched from his gums, as if by staring at the sun 
in hot climates; a brown coat; a coloured handkerchief about 
his neck; an oaken plant in his hand, near as long as himself, and 
proportionably thick.’ 

“No questions asked by this fellow must be answered. They 
should call me to him. But not let my beloved know a tittle of 
this, so long as it could be helped. And I added, that if her 
brother or Singleton came, and if they behaved civilly, I would, 
for her sake , be civil to them : and in this case, she had nothing to 
do but to own her marriage, and there could be no pretence for 
violence on either side. But most fervently I swore, that if she 
were conveyed away , either by persuasion or force, I would 
directly, on missing her hut one day , go to demand her at Harlowe 
Place, whether she were there or not ; and if I recovered not a 
sister, I would have a brother; and should find out a captain of 
a ship as well as he.” 

And now. Jack, dost thou think she ’ll attempt to get from 
me, do what I will? 

“Mrs. Sinclair began to be afraid of mischief in her house — I 
was apprehensive that she would overdo the matter, and be out 
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of character. I therefore winked at her. She primmed ; nodded, 
to show she took me ; twanged out a heigh-ho through her nose, 
lapped one horse-lip over the other, and was silent.” 

Here ’s preparation, Belford ! Dost think I will throw it all 
away for anything thou canst say, or Lord M. write? No indeed! 
— as my charmer says, when she bridles. 


And what must necessarily be the consequence of all this 
with regard to my beloved’s behaviour to me? Canst thou doubt 
that it was all complaisance next time she admitted me into her 
presence ? 

Thursday we were very happy. All the morning extremely 
happy. I kissed her charming hand — I need not describe to 
thee her hand and arm. When thou sawest her, I took notice 
that thy eyes dwelt upon them whenever thou couldst spare 
them from that beauty-spot of wonders, her face — -fifty times 
kissed her hand, I believe; once her cheek, intending her lip, 
but so rapturously, that she could not help seeming angry. 

Had she not thus kept me at arm’s length; had she not denied 
me those innocent liberties which our sex, from step to step, 
aspire to; could I but have gained access to her in her hours 
of heedlessness and dishabille [for full dress creates dignity, 
augments consciousness, and compels distance]; we had been 
familiarized to each other long ago. But keep her up ever so 
late; meet her ever so early; by breakfasttime she is dressed for 
the day; and at her earliest hour , as nice as others dressed. All 
her forms thus kept up, wonder not that I have made so little 
progress in the proposed trial. But how must all this distance 
stimulate ! 

Thursday morning , as I said, we were extremely happy. 
About noon , she numbered the hours she had been with me; all 
of them to me but as one minute; and desired to be left to herself. 
I was loath to comply: but observing the sunshine begin to shut 
in, I yielded. 

I dined out. Returning, I talked of the house, and of Mrs. 
Fretchville — had seen Mennell — had pressed him to get the 
widow to quit: she pitied Mrs. Fretchville [another good effect of 
the overheard conversation] — had written to Lord M.; expected 
an answer soon from him. I was admitted to sup with her. I 
urged for her approbation or correction of my written terms. 
She again promised an answer as soon as she had heard from 
Miss Howe. 
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Then I pressed for her company to the play on Saturday night. 
She made objections, as I had foreseen: her brother’s projects, 
warmth of the weather, etc; but in such a manner, as if half 
afraid to disoblige me [another happy effect of the overheard 
conversation]. I soon got over these, therefore; and she 
consented to favour me. 

Friday passed as the day before. 

Here were two happy days to both. Why cannot I make 
every day equally happy ? It looks as if it were in my power to do 
so. Strange, I should thus delight in teasing a woman I so 
dearly love ! I must, I doubt, have something in my temper 
like Miss Howe, who loves to plague the man who puts himself 
in her power. But I could not do thus by such an angel as this, 
did I not believe that, after her probation time shall be expired, 
and if she be not to be brought to cohabitation (my darling view), 
I shall reward her as she wishes. 

Saturday is half over. We are equally happy — preparing for 
the play. Polly has offered her company, and is accepted. I 
have directed her where to weep: and this not only to show her 
humanity [a weeping eye indicates a gentle heart], but to have a 
pretence to hide her face with her fan or handkerchief. Yet 
Polly is far from being every man’s girl; and we shall sit in the 
gallery green-box. 

The woes of others, so well represented as those of Belvidera 
particularly will be, must, I hope, unlock and open my charmer’s 
heart. Whenever I have been able to prevail upon a girl to 
permit me to attend her to a play, I have thought myself sure 
of her. The female heart (all gentleness and harmony by nature) 
expands, and forgets its forms, when its attention is carried out 
of itself at an agreeable or affecting entertainment — music, and 
perhaps a collation afterwards, co-operating. 

Indeed, I have no hope of such an effect here; but I have more 
than one end to answer by getting her to a play. To name but 
one — Dorcas has a master-key , as I have told thee. But it were 
worth while to carry her to the play of Venice Preserved , were it 
but to show her that there have been, and may be, much deeper 
distresses than she can possibly know. 

Thus exceedingly happy are we at present. I hope we shall 
not find any of Nat Lee’s left-handed gods at work, to dash our 
bowl of joy with wormwood. 


R. Lovelace. 
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Letter XCVI — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Friday, May 19 . 

I would not, if I could help it, be so continually brooding over 
the dark and gloomy face of my condition [all nature, you know, 
my dear, and everything in it, has a bright and a gloomy side] 
as to be thought unable to enjoy a more hopeful prospect. 
And this, not only for my own sake, but for yours, who take 
such generous concern in all that befalls me. 

Let me tell you then, my dear, that I have known four- 
and-twenty hours together not unhappy ones, my situation 
considered. 

She then gives the particulars of the conversation which she had 
overheard between Mr. Lovelace , Mrs. Sinclair , and Miss Martin; 
but accounts more 7ninutely than he had done for the opportunity 
she had of overhearing it, unknown to them. 

She gives the reason she has to be pleased with what she heard 
from each : but is shocked at the measure he is resolved to take , if he 
misses her but for one day. Yet is pleased that he proposes to 
avoid aggressive violence, if her brother and he meet in town. 

Even Dorcas, says she, appears less exceptionable to me than 
before, and I cannot but pity her for her neglected education, as 
it is matter of so much regret to herself: else there would not be 
much in it; as the low and illiterate are the most useful people in 
the commonwealth (since such constitute the labouring part of 
the public) ; and as a lettered education but too generally sets 
people above those servile offices by which the business of the 
world is carried on. Nor have I any doubt that there are, take 
the world through, twenty happy people among the unlettered, 
to one among those who have had a school education. 

This, however, concludes not against learning or letters: 
since one would wish to lift to some little distinction, and more 
genteel usefulness, those who have capacity, and whose parentage 
one respects, or whose services one would wish to reward. 

Were my mind quite at ease, I could enlarge, perhaps not 
unusefully, upon this subject; for I have considered it with as 
much attention as my years, and little experience and observa- 
tion, will permit. 

But the extreme illiterateness and indocility of this maid 
are surprising, considering that she wants not inquisitiveness, 
appears willing to learn, and, in other respects, has quick parts. 
This confirms to me what I have heard remarked, that there is a 
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docible season, a learning-time, as I may say, for every person, in 
which the mind may be led, step by step, from the lower to the 
higher (year by year), to improvement. How industriously 
ought these seasons, as they offer, to be taken hold of by tutors, 
parents, and other friends, to whom the cultivation of the genius 
of children and youth is committed ; since, once elapsed, and no 
foundation laid, they hardly ever return! And yet it must be 
confessed that there are some geniuses, which, like some fruits, 
ripen not till late. And industry and perseverance will do 
prodigious things — but for a learner to have those first rudi- 
ments to master at twenty years of age, suppose, which others 
are taught, and they themselves might have attained, at ten, 
what ah uphill labour! 

These kind of observations you have always wished me 
to intersperse, as they arise to my thoughts. But it is a 
sign that my prospects are a little mended, or I should 
not, among so many more interesting ones that my mind 
has been of late filled with, have had heart’s ease enough to 
make them. 

Let me give you my reflections on my more hopeful prospects. 

I am now, in the first place, better able to account for the 
delays about the house than I was before. Poor Mrs. Fretch- 
ville! Though I know her not, I pity her! Next, it looks well, 
that he had apprised the women (before this conversation with 
them) of his intention to stay in this house, after I was removed 
to the other. By the tone of his voice he seemed concerned for 
the appearance this new delay would have with me. 

So handsomely did Miss Martin express herself of me, that I 
am sorry, methinks, that I judged so hardly of her, when I first 
came hither — free people may go a great way, but not all the 
way: and as such are generally unguarded, precipitate, and 
thoughtless, the same quickness, changeableness, and suddenness 
of spirit, as I may call it, may intervene, to recover them to 
thought and duty. 

His reason for declining to go in person to bring up the ladies 
of his family, while my brother and Singleton continue their 
machinations, carries no bad face with it; and one may the 
rather allow for their expectations, that so proud a spirit as his 
should attend them for this purpose, as he speaks of them 
sometimes as persons of punctilio. # . 

Other reasons I will mention for my being easier in my mind 
than I was before I overheard this conversation. ? 

Such as the advice he has received in relation to Singleton s 
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mate ; which agrees but too well with what you, my dear, wrote 
to me in yours of May the 10th. 1 

His not intending to acquaint me with it. 

His cautions to the servants about the sailor, if he should 
come and make inquiries about us. 

His resolution to avoid violence, were he to fall in either with 
my brother or this Singleton; and the easy method he has 
chalked out, in this case, to prevent mischief; since I need only 
not to deny my being his. But yet I should be exceedingly un- 
happy in my own opinion, to be driven into such a tacit acknow- 
ledgment to any new persons, till I am so, although I have been 
led (so much against my liking) to give countenance to the 
belief of the persons below that we are married. 

I think myself obliged, from what passed between Mr. Love- 
lace and me on Wednesday, and from what I overheard him say, 
to consent to go with him to the play; and the rather, as he had 
the discretion to propose one of the nieces to accompany me. 

I cannot but acknowledge that I am pleased to find that he 
has actually written to Lord M. 

I have promised to give Mr. Lovelace an answer to his pro- 
posals as soon as I have heard from you, my dear, on the subject. 

I hope that in my next letter I shall have reason to confirm 
these favourable appearances. Favourable I must think them 
in the wreck I have suffered. 

I hope, that in the trial which you hint may happen between 
me and myself (as you 2 express it), if he should so behave as to 
oblige me to leave him, I shall be able to act in such a manner 
as to bring no discredit upon myself in your eye; and that is all 
now that I have to wish for. But if I value him so much as you 
are pleased to suppose I do, the trial, which you imagine will be 
so difficult to me, will not, I conceive, be upon getting from him, 
when the means to effect my escape are lent me ; but how I shall 
behave when got from him; and if, like the Israelites of old, I 
shall be so weak as to wish to return to my Egyptian bondage. 

I think it will not be amiss, notwithstanding the present 
favourable appearances, that you should perfect the scheme 
(whatever it be) which you tell me 3 you have thought of, in order 
to procure for me an asylum, in case of necessity. Mr. Lovelace 
is certainly a deep and dangerous man; and it is therefore but 
prudence to be watchful, and to be provided against the worst. 
Lord bless me, my dear, how am I reduced ! Could I ever have 
thought to be in such a situation, as to be obliged to stay with a 

1 See p. 279. 2 See p. 318. 3 See pp. 317-18. 
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man, of whose honour by me I could have but the shadow of a 
doubt ! But I will look forward, and hope the best. 

I am certain that your letters are safe. Be perfectly easy, 
therefore, on that head. 

Mr. Lovelace 'will never be out of my company by his good- 
will; otherwise I have no doubt that I am mistress of my goings- 
out and comings-in ; and did I think it needful, and were I not 
afraid of my brother, and Captain Singleton, I would oftener 
put it to trial. 

Letter XCV11 — Miss Howe to Miss Clarissa Harlowe 

Saturday , May 20. 

I did not know, my dear, that you deferred giving an answer to 
Mr. Lovelace’s proposals till you had my opinion of them. A 
particular hand, occasionally going to town, will leave this at ] 
Wilson’s, that no delay may be made on that accouut. 

I never had any doubt of the man’s justice and generosity in 
matters of settlement; and all his relations are as noble in their 
spirits as in their descent: but now , it may not be amiss for you 
to wait, to see what returns my lord makes in his letter of 
invitation. 

The scheme I think of is this: 

There is a person whom I believe you have seen with me, 
her name Townsend, who is a great dealer in Indian silks, 
Brussels and ^French laces, cambrics, linen, and other valuable 
goods; which she has a way of coming at duty-free; and has a 
great vend for them (and for other curiosities which she imports) 
in the private families of the gentry round us. 

She has her days of being in town, and then is at a chamber 
she rents at an inn in Southwark, where she keeps patterns of 
all her silks, and much of her portable goods, for the convenience 
of her London customers. But her place of residence, and 
w’here she has her principal warehouse, is at Deptford, for the 
opportunity of getting her goods on shore. 

She was first brought to me by my mother, to whom she was 
recommended on the supposal of my speedy marriage, “that I 
might have an opportunity to be as fine as a princess, was my 
mother’s expression, at a moderate expense.” 

Now, my dear, I must own that I do not love to encourage 
these contraband traders. What is it, but bidding defiance to 
the laws of our country, when we do; and hurting fair traders; 
and at the same time robbing our prince of his legal due, to the 
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diminution of those duties which possibly must be made good by 
new levies upon the public? 

But, however, Mrs. Townsend and I, though I have not yet 
had dealings with her, are upon a very good foot of under- 
standing. She is a sensible woman; she has been abroad, and 
often goes abroad in the way of her business ; and gives very 
entertaining accounts of all she has seen. And having applied 
to me to recommend her to you (as it is her view to be known to 
young ladies who are likely to change their condition), I am sure 
I can engage her to give you protection at her house at Deptford ; 
which she says is a populous village, and one of the last, I should 
think, in which you would be sought for. She is not much 
there, you will believe, by the course of her dealings; but, no 
doubt, must have somebody on the spot, in whom she can 
confide: and there perhaps you might be safe till your cousin 
comes. And I should not think it amiss that you write to him 
out of hand. I cannot suggest to you what you should write. 
That must be left to your own discretion. For you will be afraid, 
no doubt, of the consequence of a variance between the two men. 

But notwithstanding all this, and were I sure of getting you 
safely out of his hands, I will nevertheless forgive you, were you 
to make all up with him, and marry to-morrow. Yet I will 
proceed with my projected scheme in relation to Mrs. Townsend; 
though I hope there will be no occasion to prosecute it, since 
your prospects seem to be changed, and since you have, had 
twenty -four not unhappy hours together. How my indignation 
rises for this poor consolation in the courtship [ courtship must I 
call it?] of such a woman! Let me tell you, my dear, that were 
you once your own absolute and independent mistress, I should 
be tempted, notwithstanding all I have written, to wish you the 
wife of any man in the world, rather than the wife either of 
Lovelace or of Solmes. 

Mrs. Townsend, as I have recollected, has two brothers, each 
a master of a vessel; and who knows, as she and they have 
concerns together, but that, in case of need, you may have a 
whole ship’s crew at your devotion? If Lovelace give you cause 
to leave him, take no thought for the people at Harlowe Place. 
Let them take care of one another. It is a care they are used to. 
The law will help to secure them. The wretch is no assassin, no 
night-murderer. He is an open , because a fearless enemy; and 
should he attempt anything that would make him obnoxious 
to the laws of society, you might have a fair riddance of him 
either by flight or the gallows; no matter which. 

II — M 88 3 



THE HISTORY OF 


348 


[LET. 


Had you not been so minute in your account of the circum- 
stances that attended the opportunity you had of overhearing the 
dialogue between Mr. Lovelace and two of the women, I should 
have thought the conference contrived on purpose for your ear. 

I showed Mr. Lovelace’s proposals to Mr. Hickman, who had 
chambers once at Lincoln’s Inn, being designed for the law, had 
his elder brother lived. He looked so wise, so proud, and so 
important, upon the occasion; and wanted to take so much 
consideration about them — would take them home if I pleased 
— and weigh them well — and so forth — and the like — and all 
that — that I had no patience with him, and snatched them 
back with anger. 

0 dear! to be so angry, an’t please me, for his zeal! 

Yes, zeal without knowledge, I said — like most other zeals — if 
there were no objections that struck him at once, there were none. 

So hasty, dearest madam ! 

And so slow, un-dearest sir, I could have said — But, surely, 
said I, with a look which implied. Would you rebel, sir! 

He begged my pardon — Saw no objection, indeed! But 
might he be allowed once more 

No matter — no matter — I would have shown them to my 
mother, I said, who, though of no Inn of Court, knew more of 
these things than half the lounging lubbers of them; and that at 
first sight — only that she would have been angry at the confession 
of our continued correspondence. 

But, my dear, let the articles be drawn up, and engrossed; 
and solemnize upon them ; and there ’s no more to be said. 

Let me add that the sailor-fellow has been tampering with 
my Kitty, and offered a bribe, to find where to direct to you. 
Next time he comes, I will have him laid hold of; and if I can get 
nothing out of him, will have him drawn through one of our 
deepest fish-ponds. His attempt to corrupt a servant of mine 
will justify my orders. 

1 send this letter away directly. But will follow' it by another; 
which shall have for its subject only my mother, myself, and 
your Uncle Antony. And as your prospects are more promising 
than they have been, I will endeavour to make you smile upon 
the occasion. For you will be pleased to know that my mother 
has had a formal tender from that grey goose; w'hich may make 
her skill in settlements useful to herself, were she to encourage it. 

May your prospects be still more and more happy, prays 

Your own 

Anna Howe. 
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Letter XCVIIl — Miss Howe to Miss Clarissa Harlowe 

Sat., Sunday, May 20, 21. 

Now, my dear, for the promised subject. You must not ask me 
how I came by the originals [such they really are] that I am 
going to present you with: for my mother would not read to me 
those parts of your uncle’s letter which bore hard upon myself, 
and which leave him without any title to mercy from me: nor 
would she let me hear but what she pleased of hers in answer; 
for she has condescended to answer him — with a denial, however: 
but such a denial as no one but an old bachelor would take 
from a widow. 

Anybody, except myself, who could have been acquainted 
with such a fal-lal courtship as this must have been had it 
proceeded, would have been glad it had gone on ; and I dare say, 
but for the saucy daughter, it had. My good mamma, in that 
case, would have been ten years the younger for it, perhaps: 
and could I but have approved of it, I should have been con- 
sidered by her as if ten years older than I am: since, very likely, 
it would have been: “We widows, my dear, know not how to 
keep men at a distance — so as to give them pain, in order to try 
their love. You must advise me, child: you must teach me to 
be cruel — yet not too cruel neither — so as to make a man 
heartless, who has no time, God wot, to throw away.” Then 
would my behaviour to Mr. Hickman have been better liked; 
and my mother would have bridled like her daughter. 

O my dear, how might we have been diverted by the 
practisings for recovery of the long-f or gotten s\ could I have been 
sure that it would have been in my power to have put them 
asunder, in the Irish style, before they had come together. But 
there ’s no trusting to a widow whose goods and chattels are in 
her own hands, addressed by an old bachelor who has fine things, 
and offers to leave her ten thousand pounds better than he found 
her, and sole mistress, besides, of all her notables ! for these, as 
you will see by and by, are his proposals. 

The old Triton’s address carries the writer's marks upon the 
very superscription — To the equally amiable and worthily admired 
[there’s for you!] Mrs. Annabella Howe, Widow ; the last 
word added, I suppose, as Esquire to a man, as a word of honour; 
or for fear the bella to Anna , should not enough distinguish the 
person meant from the spinster [vain hussy you ’ll call me, I 
know]: and then follow's: — These humbly present. Put down as a 
memorandum, I presume, to make a leg, and behave handsomely 
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at presenting it ; he intending, very probably ,to deliver it himself. 

And now stand by — to see 

Enter Old Neptune. 

His head adorned with seaweed, and a crown of cockle-shells; as 

we see him decked out in Mrs. Robinson’s ridiculous grotto. 

Monday , May 15. 

Madam, — I did make a sort of resolution ten years ago never to 
marry. I saw in other families, where they lived best, you will 
be pleased to mark that, queernesses I could not away with. 
Then liked well enough to live single for the sake of my brother’s 
family; and for one child in it more than the rest. But that 
girl has turned us all off the hinges: and why I should deny 
myself any comforts for them as will not thank me for so doing, 
I don’t know. 

So much for my motives as from self and family: but the dear 
Mrs. Howe makes me go further. 

I have a very great fortune, I bless God for it, all of my own 
getting or most of it; you will be pleased to mark that; for I was 
the youngest brother of three. You have also, God be thanked, 
a great estate, which you have improved by your own frugality 
and wise management. Frugality, let me stop to say, is one of 
the greatest virtues in this mortal life, because it enables us to do 
justice to all , and puts it in our power to benefit some by it, as we 
see they deserve . 

You have but one child ; and I am a bachelor, and have never 
a one. All bachelors cannot say so: wherefore your daughter 
may be the better for me, if she will keep up with my humour; 
which was never thought bad : especially to my equals. Servants, 
indeed, I don’t matter being angry with, when I please: they are 
paid for bearing it, and too, too often deserve it; as we have fre- 
quently taken notice of to one another. And moreover, if we keep 
not servants at distance, they will be familiar. I always made it a 
rule to find fault, whether reasonably or not, that so I might 
have no reason to find fault. Young women and servants in 
general (as worthy Mr. Solmes observes) are better governed by 
fear than love. But this my humour as to servants will not 
affect either you or miss, you know. 

I will make very advantageous settlements; such as any 
common friend shall judge to be so. But must have all in my 
own power, while I live: because, you know, madam, it is as 
creditable to the wife, as to the husband, that it should be so. 
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I aim not at fine words. We are not children; though it is 
hoped we may have some; for I am a very healthy sound man, 
I bless God for it: and never brought home from my voyages 
and travels a worser constitution than I took out with me. I 
was none of those, I will assure you. But this I will undertake, 
that if you are the survivor, you shall be at the least ten thousand 
pounds the better for me: what, in the contrary case, I shall 
be the better for you, I leave to you, as you shall think my 
kindness to you shall deserve. 

But one thing, madam, I should be glad of, that Miss Howe 
might not live with us then [she need not know I write thus], but 
go home to Mr. Hickman, as she is upon the point of marriage, 
I hear. And if she behaves dutifully, as she should do, to us 
both, she shall be the better; for so I said before. 

You shall manage all things, both mine and your own; for I 
know but little of land matters. All my opposition to you shall 
be out of love, when I think you take too much upon you for 
your health. 

It will be very pretty for you, I should think, to have a man 
of experience, in a long winter’s evening, to sit down by you, 
and tell you stories of foreign parts, and the customs of the 
nations he has consorted with. And I have fine curiosities of 
the Indian growth, such as ladies love, and some that even my 
niece Clary, when she was good, never saw. These, one by one, 
as you are kind to me (which I make no question of, because I 
shall be kind to you), shall all be yours. Prettier entertainment 
by much, than sitting with a too smartish daughter, sometimes 
out of humour, and thwarting, and vexing, as daughters will 
(when women-grown especially, as I have heard you often 
observe); and thinking their parents old, without paying them 
the reverence due to years; when, as in your case, I make no 
sort of doubt they are young enough to wipe their noses. You 
understand me, madam. 

As for me myself, it will be very happy, and I am delighted 
with the thinking of it, to have, after a pleasant ride, or so, a 
lady of like experience with myself to come home to, and but 
one interest betwixt us: to reckon up our comings-in together; 
and what this day and this week has produced — O how this will 
increase love ! Most mightily will it increase it ! And I believe I 
should never love you enough, or be able to show you all my love. 

I hope, madam, there need not be such maiden niceties and 
hangings-off, as I may call them, between us (for hanging-off 
sake), as that you will deny me a line or two to this proposal. 
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written down, although you would not answer me so readily 
when I spoke to you ; your daughter being, I suppose, hard by ; 
for you looked round you, as if not willing to be overheard. So 
I resolved to write: that my writing may stand as upon record 
for my upright meaning; being none of your Lovelaces; you will 
mark that, madam; but a downright, true, honest, faithful 
Englishman. So hope you will not disdain to write a line or 
two to this my proposal: and I shall look upon it as a great 
honour, I will assure you, and be proud thereof. What can I 
say more? For you are your own mistress, as I am my own 
master: and you shall always be your own mistress; be pleased 
to mark that; for so a lady of your prudence and experience 
ought to be. 

This is a long letter. But the subject requires it; because 
I would not write twice where once would do: so would explain 
my sense and meaning at one time. 

I have had writing in my head two whole months very near ; 
but hardly knew how (being unpractised in these matters) to 
begin to write. And now, good lady, be favourable to 

Your most humble lover, 

and obedient servant, 

Ant. Harlowe. 


Here ’s a letter of courtship, my dear! And let me subjoin 
to it, that if now, or hereafter, I should treat this hideous lover, 
who is so free with me to my mother, with asperity, and you 
should be disgusted at it, I shall think you don’t give me that 
preference in your love which you have in mine. 

And now, which shall I first give you ; the answer of my good 
mamma; or the dialogue that passed between the widow mother 
and the pert daughter, upon her letting the latter know that she 
had a love-letter? 

I think you shall have the dialogue. But let me premise one 
thing: that if you think me too free, you must not let it run in 
your head that I am writing of your uncle, or of my mother; but 
of a couple of old lovers, no matter whom. Reverence is too 
apt to be forgotten by children, where the reverends forget first 
what belongs to their own characters. A grave remark, and 

therefore at your service, my dear. 

Well then, suppose my mamma (after twice coming into my 
closet to me, and as often going out, with very meaning features, 
and lips ready to burst open, but still closed, as if by compulsion, 
a speech going off in a slight cough, that never went near the 
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lungs), grown more resolute the third time of entrance, and 
sitting down by me, thus begin: 

Mother. I have a very serious matter to talk with you upon, 
Nancy, when you are disposed to attend to matters within our- 
selves, and not let matters without ourselves wholly engross you. 

A good selve-ish speech! But I thought that friendship, and 
gratitude, and humanity, were matters that ought to be deemed 
of the most ultimate concern to us. But not to dwell upon words : 

Daughter. I am now disposed to attend to everything my 
mamma is disposed to say to me. 

M. Why then, child — why then, my dear [and the good lady’s 
face looked so plump, so smooth, and so shining !] — I see you are 
all attention, Nancy ! But don’t be surprised ! Don’t be uneasy ! 
But I have — I have — where is it ? [and yet it lay next her heart, 
never another near it — so no difficulty to have found it] — I have 
a letter , my dear! [and out from her bosom it came: but she still 
held it in her hand] — I have a letter , child. It is — it is — it is from 
— from a gentleman , I assure you ! [lifting up her head, and 
smiling]. 

There is no delight to a daughter, thought I, in such surprises 
as seem to be collecting. I will deprive my ^^>ther of the 
satisfaction of making a gradual discovery. 

D. From Mr. Antony Harlowe, I suppose, madam? 

M. [Lips drawn closer: eye raised]. Why, my dear! I cannot 
but own — but how, I wonder, could you think of Mr. Antony 
Harlowe ? 

D. How, madam, could I think of anybody else ? 

M. How could you think of anybody else ! [angrily, and 
drawing back her face]. But do you know the subject, Nancy? 

D. You have told it, madam, by your manner of breaking it 
to me. But, indeed, I questioned not that he had two motives 
in his visits here — both equally agreeable to me; for all that 
family love me dearly. 

M. No love lost, if so, between you and them. But this 
[rising] is what I get — so like your papa! I never could open 
my heart to him ! 

D. Dear madam, excuse me. Be so good as to open your 
heart to me. I don’t love the Harlowes — but pray excuse me. 

M. You have put me quite out with your forward temper! 
[angrily sitting down again]. 

D. I will be all patience and attention. May I be allowed 
to read his letter? 

M. I wanted to advise with you upon it. But you are such a 
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strange creature! You are always for answering one before 
one speaks! 

D. You ’ll be so good as to forgive me, madam. But I 
thought everybody (he among the rest) knew that you had 
always declared against a second marriage. 

M. And so I have. But then it was in the mind 1 was in. 
Things may offer 

I stared. 

M. Nay, don’t be surprised ! I don’t intend — I don’t intend — 

D. Not, perhaps, in the mind you are in, madam. 

M. Pert creature! [rising again]. — We shall quarrel, I see! 
There ’s no 

D. Once more, dear madam, I beg your excuse. I will attend 
in silence. Pray, madam, sit down again — pray do [she sat 
down]. May I see the letter? 

M. No ; there are some things in it you won’t like. Your temper 
is known, I find, to be unhappy. But nothing bad against you; 
intimations, on the contrary, that you shall be the better for 
him, if you oblige him. 

Not a living soul but the Harlowes, I said, thought me ill- 
tempered : and I was contented that they should, who could do as 
they had done by the most universally acknowledged sweetness 
in the world. 

Here we broke out a little; but at last she read me some of 
the passages in the letter. But not the most mightily ridiculous; 
yet I could hardly keep my countenance neither, especially 
when she came to that passage which mentions his sound health', 
and at which she stopped; she best knew why — but soon 
resuming: 

M. Well now, Nancy, tell me what you think of it. 

D. Nay, pray, madam, tell me what you think of it? 

M. I expect to be answered by an answer; not by a question! 
You don’t use to be so shy to speak your mind. 

D. Not when my mamma commands me to do so. 

M. Then speak it now. 

D. Without hearing the whole of the letter? 

M. Speak to what you have heard. 

D. Why then, madam — you won’t be my Mamma Howe, if 
you give way to it. 

M. I am surprised at your assurance, Nancy ! 

D. I mean, madam, you will then be my Mamma Harlowe. 

M. O dear heart! — But I am not a fool. 

And her colour went and came. 
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D. Dear madam [but, indeed, I don’t love a Harlowe — that 
what I meant], I am your child, and must be your child, do 1 
what you will. 

M. A very pert one, I am sure, as ever mother bore ! And you 
must be my child, do what I will ! As much as to say, you would 
not, if you could help it, if I 

D. How could I have such a thought! It would be forward r 
indeed, if I had — when I don’t know what your mind is as to 
the proposal: — when the proposal is so very advantageous a 
one too. 

M. [Looking a little less discomposed]. Why, indeed, ten 
thousand pounds 

D. And to be sure of outliving him, madam! 

This staggered her a little. 

M. Sure! Nobody can be sure — but it is very likely that 

D. Not at all, madam. You was going to read something 
(but stopped) about his constitution: his sobriety is well known. 
Why, madam, these gentlemen who have been at sea, and in 
different climates, and come home to relax from cares in a 
temperate one, and are sober — are the likeliest to live long of 
any men in the world. Don’t you see that his very skin is a 
fortification of buff? 

M. Strange creature ! 

D. God forbid that anybody I love and honour should 
marry a man in hopes to bury him — but suppose, madam, at 
your time of life 

M. My time of life! Dear heart! What is my time of life, 
pray? 

D. Not old, madam; and that you are not, may be your 
danger ! 

As I hope to live (my dear), my mother smiled, and looked not 
displeased with me. 

M. Why, indeed, child — why, indeed, I must needs say — and 
then I should choose to do nothing (froward as you are some- 
times) to hurt you. 

D. Why, as to that, madam, I can’t expect that you should 
deprive yourself of any satisfaction 

M. Satisfaction, my dear! I don’t say it would be a satis- 
faction but could I do anything that would benefit you , it 
would perhaps be an inducement to hold one conference upon 
the subject. 

D. My fortune already will be more considerable than 
match, if I am to have Mr. Hickman. 

11 — *M 88 3 


my 
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M. Why so? Mr. Hickman has fortune enough to entitle 
-him to yours. 

D. If you think so, that ’s enough. 

M. Not but I should think the worse of myself, if I desired 
anybody’s death; but I think, as you say, Mr. Antony Harlowe 
is a healthy man, and bids fair for a long life. 

Bless me, thought I, how shall I do to know whether this be 
an objection or a recommendation ! 

D. Will you forgive me, madam? 

M. What would the girl say? [Looking as if she was half 
afraid to hear what.] 

D. Only, that if you marry a man of his time of life, you stand 
two chances instead of one, to be a nurse at your time of life. 

M. Saucebox ! 

D. Dear madam! — What I mean is only that these healthy 
old men sometimes fall into lingering disorders all at once. And 
I humbly conceive that the infirmities of age are too uneasily 
borne with, where the remembrance of the pleasanter season 
comes not in to relieve the healthier of the two. 

M. A strange girl ! Yet his healthy constitution an objection 
just now ! But I always told you that you know either too much 
to be argued with, or too little for me to have patience with you. 

D. I can’t but say I should be glad of your commands, 
madam, how to behave myself to Mr. Antony Harlowe next 
time he comes. 

M. How to behave yourself ! Why, if you retire with contempt 
of him, when he next comes, it will be but as you have been used 
to do of late. 

D. Then he is to come again, madam ? 

M. And suppose he be? 

D. I can’t help it, if it be your pleasure, madam. He desires 
a line in answer to his fine letter. If he come, it will be in 

pursuance of that line, I presume? ? 

M. None of your arch and pert leers, girl! You know I won t 
bear them. I had a mind to hear what you would say to this 
matter. I have not written; but I shall presently. 

D. It is mighty good of you, madam (I hope the man will 
think so) to answer his first application by letter. Pity he 

should write twice , if once will do . 

M. That fetch won’t let you into my intention as to what 1 

shall write. It is too saucily put. 

D. Perhaps I can guess at your intention, madam, were it to 

become me so to do. 
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M. Perhaps I would not make a Mr. Hickman of any man; 
using him the worse for respecting me. 

D. Nor, perhaps, would I, madam, if I liked his respects. 

M. I understand you. But perhaps it is in your power to 
make me hearken, or not, to Mr. Harlowe. 

D. Young men, who have probably a great deal of time 
before them, need not be in haste for a wife. Mr. Hickman, 
poor man, must stay his time, or take his remedy. 

M. He bears more from you than a man ought. 

D. Then, I doubt, he gives a reason for the treatment he 
meets with. 

M . Provoking creature ! 

D. I have but one request to make to you, madam. 

M. A dutiful one, I suppose. What is it, pray? 

D. That if you marry, I may be permitted to live single. 

M. Perverse creature, I ’m sure ! 

D. How can I expect, madam, that you should refuse such 
terms? Ten thousand pounds! At the least ten thousand pounds 
A very handsome proposal ! So many fine things too, to give you 
one by one\ Dearest madam, forgive me! I hope it is not yet so 

far gone, that rallying this man will be thought want of duty 
to you. 

M. Your rallying of him, and your reverence to me, it is plain, 
have one source. 

D. I hope not, madam. But ten thousand pounds 

M. Is no unhandsome proposal. 

D. Indeed I think so. I hope, madam, you will not be 
behindhand with him in generosity. 

M. He won’t be ten thousand pounds the better for me, if 
he survive me. 

can’t expect that, as you have a daughter, 
and as he is a bachelor, and has not a child ! Poor old soul ! 

M. Old soul, Nancy ! And thus to call him for being a bachelor, 
and not having a child ? Does this become you ? 

D. Not old soul for that, madam — but half the sum ; five 
thousand pounds; you can’t engage for less, madam. 

M. That sum has your approbation then? [Looking as if she ’d 
be even with me.] 

D. As he leaves it to your generosity, madam, to reward his 
kindness to you, it can't be less. Do, dear madam, permit me, 
without incurring your displeasure, to call him poor old soul again. 

M. Never was such a whimsical creature! [Turning away to 
hide her involuntary smile; for I believe I looked very archly; 
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at least I intended to do so]. I hate that wicked sly look. You 
give yourself very free airs — don’t you? 

D. I snatched her hand, and kissed it. My dear mamma, 
be not angry with your girl! You have told me that you was 
very lively formerly. 

M. Formerly! Good lack! But were I to encourage his 
proposals, you may be sure, that for Mr. Hickman’s sake, as 
well as yours, I should make a wise agreement. 

D. You have both lived to years of prudence, madam. 

M. Yes, I suppose I am an old soul too. 

D. He also is for making a wise agreement , or hinting at one, 
at least. 

M. Well, the short and the long, I suppose, is this: I have not 
your consent to marry. 

D. Indeed, madam, you have not my wishes to marry. 

M. Let me tell you, that if prudence consists in wishing well 
to one's self , I see not but the young flirts are as prudent as 
the old souls. 

D. Dear madam, would you blame me, if to wish you not to 
marry Mr. Antony Harlowe is to wish well to myself ? 

M. You are mighty witty. I wish you were as dutiful. 

D. I am more dutiful, I hope, than witty; or I should be a 

fool, as well as a saucebox. . 

M. Let me judge of both. Parents are only to live for their 

children, let them deserve it or not. That ’s their dutiful notion! 

D. Heaven forbid that I should wish, if there be two interests 
between my mother and me, that my mother postpone her own 
for mine ! or give up anything that would add to the real comforts 
.of her life to oblige me ! Tell me, my dear mamma, if you think 

the closing with this proposal will ? . 

M. I say that ten thousand pounds is such an acquisition to 

■ one’s family, that the offer of it deserves a civil return. 

D. Not the offer , madam: the chance only ! If indeed you have 

.a view to an increase of family, the money may provide 

M. You can’t keep within tolerable bounds ! That saucy fleer 

I cannot away with . 

D. Dearest, dearest madam, forgive me, but old soul ran in 

my head again! Nay, indeed, and upon my word, I will not be 
robbed of that charming smile! And again I kissed her hand. 

M. Away, bold creature ! Nothing can be so provoking as to 
be made to smile when one would choose , and ought , to be angry. 
D. But, dear madam, if it be to be, I presume you won t 

think of it before next winter. 
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M. What now would the pert one be at ? 

D. Because he only proposes to entertain you with pretty 
stories of foreign nations in a winter’s evening. Dearest, dearest 
madam, let me have the reading of his letter through. I will 
forgive him all he says about me. 

M. It may be a very difficult thing, perhaps, for a man of the 
best sense to write a love-letter that may not be cavilled at. 

D. That ’s because lovers in their letters hit not the medium. 
They either write too much nonsense, or too little. But do you 
call this odd soul’s letter [no more will I call him old soul, if I 
can help it] a love-letter? 

M. Well, well, I see you are averse to this matter. I am not 
to be your mother ; you will live single, if I marry. I had a mind 
to see if generosity governed you in your views. I shall pursue 
my own inclinations; and if they should happen to be suitable to 
yours, pray let me for the future be better rewarded by you 
than hitherto I have been. 

And away she flung, without staying for a reply. Vexed, I 
dare say, that I did not better approve of the proposal — were it 
only that the merit of denying might have been all her own, and 
to lay the stronger obligation upon her saucy daughter. 

She wrote such a widow-like refusal when she went from me, 
as might not exclude hope in any other wooer; whatever it may 
do in Mr. Tony Harlowe. 

It will be my part to take care to beat her off the visit she 
half promises to make him (as you will see in her answer) upon 
condition that he withdraw his suit. For who knows what 
effect the old bachelor’s exotics [ far-fetched atid dear-bought you 
know is a proverb] might otherwise have upon a woman’s mind, 
wanting nothing but unnecessaries, gewgaws, and fineries, and 
offered such as are not easily to be met with, or purchased ? 

Well, but now I give you leave to read here, in this place, the 
copy of my mother’s answer to your uncle’s letter. Not one 
comment will I make upon it. I know my duty better. And 
here therefore, taking the liberty to hope that I may, in your 
present less disagreeable, though not wholly agreeable situation, 
provoke a smile from you, I conclude myself. 

Your ever affectionate and faithful 

Anna Howe. 
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Mrs. Annabella Howe to Antony Harlowe, Esq. 

Mr. ANTONY HRLOWE, Friday , May 19. 

Sir, — It is not usual, I believe, for our sex to answer by pen and 
ink the first letter on these occasions. The first letter! How 
odd is that ! As if I expected another ; which I do not. But then 
I think, as I do not judge proper to encourage your proposal, 
there is no reason why I should not answer in civility, where so 
great a civility is intended. Indeed, I was always of opinion, 
that a person was entitled to that, and not to ill-usage, because 
he had a respect for me. And so I have often and often told 
my daughter. 

A woman I think makes but a poor figure in a man’s eye 
afterwards, and does no reputation to her sex neither, when she 
behaves like a tyrant to him beforehand. 

To be sure, sir, if I were to change my condition, I know not 
a gentleman whose proposal could be more agreeable. Your 
nephew and your nieces have enough without you : my daughter 
is a fine fortune without me, and I should take care to double it, 
living or dying, were I to do such a thing: so nobody need to be 
the worse for it. But Nancy would not think so. 

All the comfort I know of in children, is, that when young 
they do with us what they will, and all is pretty in them to their 
very faults ; and when they are grown up, they think their 
parents must live for them only; and deny themselves every- 
thing for their sakes. I know Nancy could not bear a father-in- 
law. She would fly at the very thought of my being in earnest to 
give her one. Not that I stand in fear of my daughter neither. 
It is not fit I should. But she has her poor papa’s spirit. A 
very violent one that was. And one would not choose, you 
know, sir, to enter into any affair that one knows one must 
renounce a daughter for, or she a mother. Except indeed one’s 
heart were much in it; which, I bless God, mine is not. 

I have now been a widow these ten years; nobody to control 
me: and I am said not to bear control: so, sir, you and I are best 
as we are, I believe : nay, I am sure of it : for we want not what 
either has; having both more than we know what to do with. 
And I know I could not be in the least accountable for any of 
my ways. 

My daughter indeed, though she is a fine girl, as girls go [she 
has too much sense indeed for one of her sex; and knows she 
has it], is more a check to me than one would wish a daughter to 
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be: for who would choose to be always snapping at each other? 
But she will soon be married ; and then, not living together, we 
shall only come together when we are pleased, and stay away 
when we are not; and so, like other lovers, never see anything 
but the best sides of each other. 

I own, for all this, that I love her dearly ; and she me, I dare- 
say: so would not wish to provoke her to do otherwise. Besides, 
the girl is so much regarded everywhere, that having lived so 
much of my prime a widow, I would not lav myself open to her 
censures, or even to her indifference, you know. 

Your generous proposal requires all this explicitness. I 
thank you for your good opinion of me. When I know you 
acquiesce with this my civil refusal [and indeed, sir, I am as 
much in earnest in it, as if I had spoke broader], I don’t know but 
Nancy and I may, with your permission, come to see your fine 
things ; for I am a great admirer of rarities that come from abroad. 

So, sir, let us only converse occasionally as we meet, as we 
used to do, without any other view to each other, than good 
wishes: which I hope may not be lessened for this declining. 
And then I shall always think myself 

Your obliged servant, 

Annabella Howe. 

P.S. I sent word by Mrs. Lorimer, that I would write an 
answer: but would take time for consideration. So hope, sir, 
you won’t think it a slight I did not write sooner. 

Letter XC 1 X — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

Sunday, May 21. 

I am too much disturbed in my mind to think of anything but 
revenge ; or I did intend to give thee an account of Miss Harlowe’s 
observations on the play. Miss Harloive' s I say. Thou knowest 
that I hate the name of Harlowe\ and I am exceedingly out of 
humour with her, and with her saucy friend. 

What’s the matter now , thou ’It ask? 

Matter enough; for while we were at the play, Dorcas, who 
had her orders, and a key to her lady’s chamber, as well as a 
master-key to her drawers and mahogany chest, closet key and 
all, found means to come at some of Miss Howe’s last written 
letters. The vigilant wench was directed to them by seeing 
her lady take a letter out of her stays, and put it to the others, 
before she went out with me — afraid, as the women upbraidingly 
tell me, that I should find it there . 
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Dorcas no sooner found them, than she assembled three ready 
writers of the non-apparents ; and Sally , and she, and they 
employed themselves with the utmost diligence, in making 
extracts, according to former directions, from these cursed 
letters, for my use. Cursed , I may well call them — such abuses 1 
such virulence! O this little fury Miss Howe! Well might her 
saucy friend (who has been equally free with me, or the occasion 
could not have been given) be so violent as she lately was, at my 
endeavouring to come at one of these letters. 

I was sure that this fair one, at so early an age, with a consti- 
tution so firm, health so blooming, eyes so sparkling, expecta- 
tions therefore so lively, and hope so predominating, could not 
be absolutely, and from her own vigilance, so guarded, and so 
apprehensive, as I have found her to be. 

Sparkling eyes. Jack, when the poetical tribe have said all 
they can for them, are an infallible sign of a rogue, or room for 
a rogue, in the heart. 

Thou may’st go on with thy preachments, and Lord M. 
with his wisdom of nations, I am now more assured of her than 
ever. And now my revenge is up, and joined with my love, all 
resistance must fall before it. And most solemnly do I swear 
that Miss Howe shall come in for her snack. 

And here, just now, is another letter brought from the same 
little virulent devil. I hope to procure transcripts from that 
too, very speedily, if it be put to the rest; for the saucy fair one 
is resolved to go to church this morning; not so much from a 
spirit of devotion, I have reason to think, as to try whether she 
can go out without check, control, or my attendance. 


I have been denied breakfasting with her. Indeed she was a 
little displeased with me last night; because, on our return 
from the play, I obliged her to pass the rest of the night with 
the women and me, in their parlour, and to stay till near one. 
She told me at parting , that she expected to have the whole next 
day to herself. I had not read the extracts then; so was all 
affectionate respect, awe, and distance; for I had resolved to 
begin a new course, and, if possible, to banish all jealousy and 
suspicion from her heart: and yet I had no reason to be much 
troubled at her past suspicions; since, if a woman will continue 
with a man whom she suspects, when she can get from him, or 
thinks she can, I am sure it is a very hopeful sign. 
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She is gone. Slipped down before I was aware. She had 
ordered a chair, on purpose to exclude my personal attendance. 
But I had taken proper precautions. Will attended her by 
consent; Peter, the house-servant, was within Will’s call. 

I had, by Dorcas, represented her danger from Singleton, in 
order to dissuade her from going at all, unless she allowed me to 
attend her; but I was answered, with her usual saucy smartness, 
that if there were no cause of fear of being met with at the 
playhouse, when there were but two playhouses, surely there was 
less at church, when there were so many churches. The chairmen 
were ordered to carry her to St. James’s Church. 

But she would not be so careless of obliging me, if she knew 
what I have already come at, and how the women urge me on; 
for they are continually complaining of the restraint they lie under , 
in their behaviour; in their attendance; neglecting all their 
concerns in the front house', and keeping this elegant hack one 
entirely free from co?npany , that she may have no suspicion of 
them. They doubt not my generosity, they say: but why for 
my own sake, in Lord M.’s style, should 1 make so long a harvest 
of so little corn ? 

Women, ye reason well. I think I will begin my operations 
the moment she comes in. 

• •••••• 

I have come at the letter brought her from Miss Howe to-day. 
Plot, conjuration, sorcery, witchcraft, all going forward ! I shall 
not be able to see this Miss Harlowe with patience. As the 
nymphs below ask, so do I, Why is night necessary? And Sally 
and Polly upbraidingly remind me of my first attempts upon 
themselves. Yet force answers not my end — and yet it may, 
if there be truth in that part of the libertine’s creed. That once 
subdued , is always subdued! And what woman answers affirma- 
tively to the question ? 


She is returned: but refuses to admit me; and insists upon 
having the day to herself. Dorcas tells me, that she believes her 
denial is from motives of piety — Oons, Jack, is there impiety in 
seeing me! Would it not be the highest act of piety to reclaim 
me? And is this to be done by her refusing to see me, when she 
is in a devouter frame than usual? But I hate her, hate her 
heartily! She is old, ugly, and deformed. But oh, the blasphemy ! 
Yet she is a Harlowe: and I do and can hate her for that. 

But since I must not see her [she will be mistress of her own 
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willy and of her time , truly!] let me fill up my time, by telling 
thee what I have come at. 


The first letter the women met with, is dated April 27. 1 
Where can she have put the preceding ones! It mentions Mr. 
Hickman as a busy fellow between them. Hickman had best 
take care of himself. She says in it, 1 hope you have no cause to 
repent returning my Norris — it is forthcoming on demand. Now, 
what the devil can this mean ! Her Norris forthcoming on 
demand! The devil take me, if I am out-N orrisedl If such 
innocents can allow themselves to plot (to Norris ), well may I. 

She is sorry that her Hannah can't be with her. And what if 
she could ? What could Hannah do for her in such a house as this ? 

The women in the house are to be found out in o?ie breakfasting. 
The women are enraged at both the correspondents for this; 
and more than ever make a point of my subduing her. I had a 
good mind to give Miss Howe to them in full property. Say 
but the word, Jack, and it shall be done. 

She is glad that Miss Harlowe had thoughts of taking me at my 
word. She woyidered I did ?iot offer again. Advises her, if I 

don’t soon, not to stay with me. Cautions her to keep me at a 

distance; 7 iot to permit the least familiarity. See, Jack! see, 

Belford ! Exactly as I thought! Her vigilance all owing to a 

cool friend; who can sit down quietly, and give that advice 
which in her own case she could not take. What an encourage- 
ment to me to proceed in my devices, when I have reason to 
think that my beloved’s reserves are owing more to Miss 
Howe’s cautions, than to her own inclinations! But it is my 
interest to be honest , Miss Howe tells her — interest, fools! I 
thought these girls knew that my interest was ever subservient 
to my pleasure. 

What would I give to come at the copies of the letters to which 
those of Miss Howe are answers ! 

The next letter is dated May 3- 2 In this the little termagant 
expresses her astonishment, that her mother should write to 
Miss Harlowe, to forbid her to correspond with her daughter. 
Mr. Hickman, she says, is of opinion, that she ought not to obey her 
mother. How the creeping fellow trims between both! I am 
afraid that I must punish him, as well as this virago; and I have 
a scheme rumbling in my head, that wants but half an hour’s 
musing to bring into form, that will do my business upon both. 

I cannot bear that the parental authority should be thus 
1 See Letter lvii. * See Letter lxv. 
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despised, thus trampled under foot — but observe the vixen, 
*Tis well he is of her opinion; for her mother having set her up, she 
must have somebody to quarrel with. Could a Lovelace have 
allowed himself a greater licence? This girl’s a devilish rake in 
her heart. Had she been a man, and one of us, she ’d have 
outdone us all in enterprise and spirit. 

She wants but very little farther provocation , she says, to fly 
privately to London. And if she does , she will not leave her till 
she sees her either honourably married , or quit of the wretch. Here, 
Jack, the transcriber, Sally, has added a prayer: “For the 
Lord’s sake, dear Mr. Lovelace, get this fury to London!” Her 
fate, I can tell thee. Jack, if we had her among us, should not be 
so long deciding as her friend’s. What a gantlope would she 
run, when I had done with her, among a dozen of her own 
pitiless sex, whom my charmer shall never see ! But more of 
this anon. 

I find by this letter, that my saucy captive had been drawing 
the characters of every varlet of ye. Nor am I spared in it 
more than you. The man ’ s a fool, to be sure, my dear. Let me 
perish, if they either of them find me one. A silly fellow , at least. 
Cursed contemptible ! I see not but they are a set of infernals. 
There ’s for thee, Belford — and he the Beelzebub. There ’s for 
thee, Lovelace ! And yet she would have her friend marry a 
Beelzebub. And what have any of us done (within the know- 
ledge of Miss Harlowe) that she should give such an account 
of us, as should excuse so much abuse from Miss Howe? But 
the occasion that shall warrant this abuse is to come ! 

She blames her, for not admitting Miss Partington to her bed — 
watchful as you are, what could have happened ? If violence were 
intended , he would not stay for the night. I am ashamed to have 
this hinted to me by this virago. Sally writes upon this hint: 
“See, sir, what is expected from you. A hundred and a 
hundred times have we told you of this.” And so they have. 
But, to be sure, the advice from them was not of half the efficacy 
as it will be from Miss Howe. You might have sat up after her, 
or not gone to bed , proceeds she. 

But can there be such apprehensions between them, yet the 
one advise her to stay, and the other resolve to wait my imperial 
motion for marriage? I am glad I know that. 

She approves of my proposal of Mrs. Fretchville’s house. 
She puts her upon expecting settlements; upon naming a day: 
and concludes with insisting upon her writing, notwithstanding 
her mother’s prohibition; or bids her take the consequence. 
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Undutiful wretches ! How I long to vindicate against them both 
the insulted parental character I 

Thou wilt say to thyself, by this time. And can this proud and 
insolent girl be the same Miss Howe who sighed for honest Sir 
George Colmar; and who, but for this her beloved friend, would 
have followed him in all his broken fortunes, when he was 
obliged to quit the kingdom ? 

Yes, she is the very same. And I always found in others, as 
well as in myself, that a first passion thoroughly subdued, made 
the conqueror of it a rover; the conqueress a tyrant. 

Well, but now comes mincing in a letter from one who has 
the honour of dear Miss Howe's commands. 1 to acquaint Miss 
Harlowe, that Miss Howe is excessively concerned for the concern 
she has given her. 

1 have great temptations , on this occasion y s ays the prim 
Gothamite, to express my own resentments upon your present 
state. 

My own resentments! And why did he not fall into this 
temptation ? Why, truly, because he knew not what that state 
was which gave him so tempting a subject — only by a conjecture , 
and so forth. 

He then dances in his style, as he does in his gait! To be 
sure, to be sure, he must have made the grand tour, and come 
home by the way of Tipperary. 

And being moreover forbid , says the prancer, to enter into the 
cruel subject. This prohibition was a mercy to thee, friend 
Hickman ! But why cruel subject , if thou knowest not what it is, 
but conjecturest only from the disturbance it gives to a girl, that 
is her mother’s disturbance, will be thy disturbance, and the 
disturbance, in turn, of everybody with whom she is intimately 
acquainted, unless I have the humbling of her? 

In another letter, 2 the little fury professes, that she will write , 
and that no man shall write for her , as if some medium of that 
kind has been proposed. She approves of her fair friend’s 
intention to leave me , if she can be received by her relations. I 
am a wretch , a foolish wretch. She hates me for my teasing ways. 
She has just made an acquaintance with one who knows a vast deal 
of my private history. A curse upon her, and upon her historio- 
grapher! The man is really a villain , an execrable one. Devil 
take her! Had 1 a dozen lives , 1 might have forfeited them all 
twenty crimes ago. An odd way of reckoning. Jack! 

Miss Betterton, Miss Lockyer, are named. The man (she 

1 See Letter lxvii. 2 See Letter lxxviii. 
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irreverently repeats) she again calls a villain. Let me perish, I 
repeat, if I am called a villain for nothing! She will have her 
uncle (as Miss Harlowe requests) sounded about receiving her. 
Dorcas is to be attached to her interest ; my letters are to be come at 
by surprise or trick 

What thinkest thou of this, Jack? 

Miss Howe is alarmed at my attempt to come at a letter of hers. 

W ere 1 to come at the knowledge of her freedoms with my character , 
she says, she should be afraid to stir out without a guard. I would 
advise the vixen to get her guard ready. 

. I am at the head of a gang of wretches [thee. Jack, and thy 
brother varlets, she owns she means] who join together to betray 
innocent creatures y and to support one another in their villainies . 
What sayst thou to this, Belford ? 

She wonders not at her melancholy reflections for meeting me , 
for being forced upon me , and tricked by me. I hope. Jack, 
thou ’It have done preaching after this ! 

But she comforts her, that she will be both a warning and 
exa?nple to all her sex. I hope the sex will thank me for this. 

The nymphs had not time, they say, to transcribe all that 
was worthy of my resentment in this letter: so I must find an 
opportunity to come at it myself. Noble rant, they say it 
contains. But I am a seducer , and a hundred vile fellows, in it. 
And the devil , it seems, took possession of my heart , and of the 
hearts of all her friends , in the same dark hour, in order to provoke 
her to meet me. Again, There is a fate in her error , she says — why 
then should she grieve? Adversity is her shining time , and I 
can’t tell what — yet never to thank the man to whom she owes 
the shine ! 

In the next letter, 1 wicked as I am, she fears I must be her lord 
and master 

I hope so. 

She retracts what she said against me in her last. My 
behaviour to my Rosebud; Miss Harlowe to take possession of 
Mrs. Fretchville’s house; I to stay at Mrs. Sinclair’s; the stake I 
have in my country; my reversions; my economy; my person; 
my address [something like in all this] ; are brought in my favour, 
to induce her now not to leave me. How do I love to puzzle 
these long-sighted girls! 

Yet my teasing ways, it seems, are intolerable. Are women 
only to tease, I trow? The sex may thank themselves for 
teaching me to out-tease them. So the headstrong Charles XII 

1 See Letter Lxxxiv. 
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of Sweden taught the Czar Peter to beat him, by continuing a 
war with the Muscovites against the ancient maxims of his 
kingdom. 

May eternal vengeance pursue the villain [thank Heaven, she 
does not say overtake ] if he give room to doubt his honour l Women 
can’t swear. Jack. Sweet souls! they can only curse. 

I am said to doubt her love. Have I not reason? And she, 
to doubt my ardour. Ardour, Jack! Why, ’tis very right. 
Women, as Miss Howe says, and as every rake knows, love 
ardours ! 

She apprises her of the ill-success of the applicatio7i made to her 
uncle — by Hickman, no doubt ! I must have this fellow’s ears 
in my pocket, very quickly, I believe. 

She says. She is equally shocked a7id enraged against all her 
family: Mrs. Norton's weight has been tried upon Mrs. Harlowe , 
as well as Mr. Hickman' s upon the uncle; but never were there, says 
the vixen, such determined brutes in the world. Her uncle con- 
cludes her ruined already. Is not that a call upon me, as well as 
a reproach? They all expected applicatio7is from her when in 
distress — but were resolved not to stir a7i inch to save her life. 
She was accused of premeditation and contrivance. Miss Howe is 
concerned , she tells her ,for the revenge my pride may put me upon 
taking for the distance she has kept me at. And well she may. It 
is now evident to her, that she must be mine (for her Cousin 
Morden, it seems, is set against her too) — an act of necessity, of 
convenience! Thy friend. Jack, to be already made a woman’s 
convenience! Is this to be borne by a Lovelace? 

I shall make great use of this letter. From Miss Howe’s 
hints of what passed between her Uncle Harlowe and Hickman 
[it must be Hickman] I can give room for my hivention to play; 
for she tells her, that she will not reveal all. I must endeavour to 
come at this letter myself. I must have the very words: 
extracts will not do. This letter, when I have it, must be my 
compass to steer by. 

The fire of friendship then blazes out and crackles. I never 
before imagined that so fervent a friendship could subsist 
between two sister-beauties, both toasts. But even here it may 
be inflamed by opposition, and by that contradiction which 
gives vigour to female spirits of a warm and romantic turn. 

She raves about coming up , if by so doing she could prevent so 
noble a creature fro7>i stooping too low, or save her frotn ruin. One 
reed to support another! I think I will contrive to bring her up. 
How comes it to pass, that I cannot help being pleased with 
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this virago’s spirit, though I suffer by it? Had I her but here, 
I ’d engage, in a week’s time, to teach her submission without 
reserve. What pleasure should I have in breaking such a spirit ! 
I should wish for her but for one month, in all, I think. She 
would be too tame and spiritless for me after that. How 
sweetly pretty to see the two lovely friends, when humbled and 
tame, both sitting in the darkest corner of a room, arm in arm, 
weeping and sobbing for each other ! And I their emperor, their 
then acknowledged emperor, reclined at my ease in the same 
room, uncertain to which I should first. Grand Signor-like, 
throw out my handkerchief ! 

Again mind the girl: she is enraged at the Harlowes ; she is 
angry at her ow?i mother; she is exasperated against her foolish and 
low-vanity’d Lovelace. Foolish, a little toad ! [God forgive me 
for calling a virtuous girl a toad !] Let us stoop to lift the wretch 
out of his dirt, though we soil our fingers in doing it l He has not 
been guilty of direct indecency to you. It seems extraordinary to 
Miss Howe that I have not. Nor dare he. She should be sure 
of that. If women have such things in their heads, why should 
not I in my heart? Not so much of a devil as that comes to neither. 
Such villainous intentions would have shown themselves before 
now if 1 had them. Lord help them ! 

She then puts her friend upon urging for settlements , licence y 
and so forth. No room for delicacy now , she says; and tells her 
what she shall say, to bring all forward from me. Is it not as clear 
to thee. Jack, as it is to me, that I should have carried my point 
long ago, but for this vixen? She reproaches her for having 
modesty’d away y as she calls it, more than one opportunity , that 
she ought not to have slipped. Thus thou seest, that the noblest 
of the sex mean nothing in the world by their shyness and 
distance, but to pound the poor fellow they dislike not, when 
he comes into their purlieus. 

Though tricked into this man's power, she tells her, she is riot 
meanly subjugated to it. There are hopes of my reformation, it 
seems, from my reverence for her; since before her, I never had any 
reverence for what was good l I am a great , a specious deceiver. 
I thank her for this, however. A good moral use, she says, may 
be made of my having prevailed upon her to swerve. I am glad 
that any good may flow from my actions. 

Annexed to this letter is a paper the most saucy that ever 
was written of a mother by a daughter. There are in it such 
free reflections upon widows and bachelors, that I cannot but 
wonder how Miss Howe came by her learning. Sir George 
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Colmar, I can tell thee, was a greater fool than thy friend, if she 
had it all for nothing. 

The contents of this paper acquaint Miss Harlowe, that her 
Uncle Antony has been making proposals of marriage to her 
mother. 

The old fellow’s heart ought to be a tough one, if he succeed ; 
or she who broke that of a much worthier man, the late Mr. 
Howe, will soon get rid of him. 

But be this as it may, the stupid family is made more irrecon- 
cilable than ever to their goddess-daughter for old Antony’s 
thoughts of marrying: so I am more secure of her than ever. 
And yet I believe at last, that my tender heart will be moved in 
her favour. For I did not wish that she should have nothing but 
persecution and distress. But why loves she the brutes , as Miss 
Howe justly calls them, so much ; me so little ? 

I have still more unpardonable transcripts from other letters. 

'Letter C — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

The next letter is of such a nature, that, I dare say, these proud 
rogues would not have had it fall into my hands for the world . 1 

I see by it to what her displeasure with me, in relation to my 
proposals, was owing. They were not summed up, it seems, 
with the warmth, with the ardours, which she had expected. 

This whole letter was transcribed by Dorcas, to whose lot it 
fell. Thou shalt have copies of them all at full length shortly. 

Men of our cast, this little devil says, she fancies , cannot have 
the ardours that honest men have. Miss Howe has very pretty 
fancies. Jack. Charming girl ! Would to Heaven I knew whether 
my fair one answers her as freely as she writes! ’T would vex a 
man’s heart, that this virago should have come honestly by 
her fancies. 

Who knows but 1 may have half a dozen creatures to get off my 
hands , before I engage for life? Yet, lest this should mean me a 
compliment, as if I would reform, she adds her belief, that she 
must not expect me to be honest on this side my grand climacteric. 
She has a high opinion of her sex, to think they can charm so 
long a man so well acquainted with their identicalness. 

He to suggest delays, she says, from a compliment to be made to 
Lord M.I Yes, 1 , my dear — because a man has not been accus- 
tomed to be dutiful, must he never be dutiful? In so important 
a case as this too! the hearts of his whole family engaged in it! 

1 See Letter Ixxxix. 
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You did indeed , says she, want an interposing friend — but were 1 
to have been in your situation , 1 would have torn his eyes out , and 
left it to his heart to furnish the reason for it. See ! See ! What 
sayest thou to this. Jack? 

Villain — fellow that he is! Fellow. And for what? Only for 
wishing that the next day were to be my happy one; and for 
being dutiful to my nearest relation. 

It is the cruellest of fates , she says, for a woman to be forced to 
have a man whom her heart despises. That is what I wanted to 
be sure of. I was afraid that my beloved was too conscious of 
her talents; of her superiority! I was afraid that she indeed 
despised me, and I cannot bear to think she does. But, Belford, 
I do not intend that this lady shall be bound down by so cruel a 
fate. Let me perish, if I marry a woman who has given her 
most intimate friend reason to say, she despises me ! A Lovelace 
to be despised , Jack! 

His clenched fist to his forehead on your leaving him in just 
displeasure — that is, when she was not satisfied with my ardours, 
if it please ye! I remember the motion: but her back was 
towards me at the time . 1 Are these watchful ladies all eye? 
But observe what follows; 1 wish it had been a pole-axe , and in 
the hands of his ivorst enemy. * 

I will have patience. Jack; I will have patience! My day is at 
hand. Then will I steel my heart with these remembrances. 

But here is a scheme to be thought of, in order to get my fair 
prize out of my hands , in case 1 give her reason to suspect me. 

This indeed alarms me. Now the contention becomes 
arduous. Now wilt thou not wonder, if I let loose my plotting 
genius upon them both. I will not be out-Norrised , Belford. 

But once more, she has no notion , she says, that 1 can or dare to 
mean her dishonour . But then the man is a fool — that * s all. I 
should indeed be a fool, to proceed as I do, and mean matrimony t 
However , since you are thrown upon a fool , says she, marry the 
fool at the first opportunity; and though 1 doubt that this man will 
be the most unmanageable of fools , as all witty and vain fools are, 
take him as a punishment , since you cannot as a reward. Is there 
any bearing this, Belford ? 

But such men as myself , are the men that women do not naturally 
hate. True as the gospel. Jack! The truth is out at last. Have 
I not always told thee so? Sweet creatures and true Christians 
these young girls ! They love their enemies. But rakes in their 
hearts all of them. Like turns to like; that ’s the thing. Were I 

1 She tells Miss Howe that she saw this motion in the pier-glass. See p. 312, 
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not well assured of the truth of this observation of the vixen, I 
should have thought it worth my while, if not to be a good man, 
to be more of an hypocrite, than I found it needful to be. 

But in the letter I came at to-day, while she was at church, 
her scheme is further opened ; and a cursed one it is. 

Mr. Lovelace then transcribes , from his shorthand notes , that 
■part of Miss Howe's letter which relates to the design of engaging 
Mrs. Townsend (in case of necessity ) to give her protection till 
Colonel M or den co me 1 : and repeats his vows of revenge; especially 
for these words : That should he attempt anything that would 
make him obnoxious to the Laws of Society, she might have a 
fair riddance of him, either by flight or the gallows; no matter 
which. 

He then adds: ’Tis my pride to subdue girls who know too 
much to doubt their knowledge; and to convince them that they 
know too little , to defend themselves from the inconveniences 
of knowing too much. 

How passion drives a man on ! proceeds he I have written a 
prodigious quantity in a very few hours! Now my resentments 
are warm, I will see, and perhaps will punish, this proud, this 
double-armed beauty. I have sent to tell her that I must be 
admitted to sup with her. We have neither of us dined. She 
refused to drink tea in the afternoon: and I believe neither of us 
will have much stomach to our supper. 


Letter Cl — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Sunday Morning, Seven o'clock. 

I was at the play last night with Mr. Lovelace and Miss Horton. 
It is, you know, a deep and most affecting tragedy in the reading. 
You have my remarks upon it in the little book you made me 
write upon the principal acting plays. You will not wonder 
that Miss Horton, as well as I, was greatly moved at the 
representation, when I tell you, and have some pleasure in 
telling you, that Mr. Lovelace himself was very sensibly touched 
with some of the most affecting scenes. I mention this in praise 
of the author’s performance; for I take Mr. Lovelace to be one 
of the most hard-hearted men in the world. Upon my word, 
my dear, I do. 

His behaviour, however, on this occasion, and on our return, 
was unexceptionable; only that he would oblige me to stay to 
supper with the women below, when we came back, and to sit 

1 Letter xcvii, p. 347. 
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up with him and them till near one o’clock this morning. I 
was resolved to be even with him; and indeed I am not very 
sorry to have the pretence; for I love to pass the Sundays 
by myself. 

To have the better excuse to avoid his teasing, I am ready 
dressed to go to church this morning. I will go only to St. 
James’s Church, and in a chair ; that I may be sure I can go out 
and come in when I please, without being intruded upon by him, 
as I was twice before. 


Near Nine o'clock. 

I have your kind letter of yesterday. He knows I have. 
And I shall expect, that he will be inquisitive next time I see 
him after your opinion of his proposals. I doubted not your 
approbation of them, and had written an answer on that pre- 
sumption; which is ready for him. He must study for occasions 
of procrastination, and to disoblige me, if now anything happen 
to set us at variance again. 

He is very importunate to see me. He has desired to attend 
me to church. He is angry that I have declined to breakfast 
with him. I am sure that I should not have been at my own 
liberty if I had. I bid Dorcas tell him, that I desired to have 
this day to myself. I would see him in the morning, as early as 
he pleased. She says, she knows not what ails him, but that he 
is out of humour with everybody. 

He has sent again in a peremptory manner. He warns me of 
Singleton. I sent him word, that if he was not afraid of Singleton 
at the playhouse last night, 1 need not at church to-day: so many 
churches to one playhouse. I have accepted of his servant’s 
proposed attendance. But he is quite displeased, it seems. I 
don’t care. I will not be perpetually at his insolent beck. 
Adieu, my dear, till I return. The chair waits. He won’t stop 
me, sure, as I go down to it. 

I did not see him as I went down. He is, it seems, excessively 
out of humour. Dorcas says, not with me neither, she believes: 
but something has vexed him. This is put on perhaps to make 
me dine with him. But I will not, if I can help it. J shan’t 
get rid of him for the rest of the day, if I do. 

• • • • • • • 

He was very earnest to dine with me. But I was resolved 
to carry this one small point; and so denied to dine myself. 
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And indeed I was endeavouring to write to my Cousin Morden; 
and had begun three different times, without being able to 
please myself. 

He was very busy in writing, Dorcas says, and pursued it 
without dining, because I denied him my company. 

He afterwards demanded , as I may say, to be admitted to 
afternoon tea with me: and appealed by Dorcas to his behaviour 
to me last night; as if, as I sent him word by her, he thought he 
had a merit in being unexceptionable. However, I repeated 
my promise to meet him as early as he pleased in the morning, 
or to breakfast with him. 

Dorcas says, he raved: I heard him loud, and I heard his 
servant fly from him, as I thought. You, my dearest friend, 
say, in one of yours, 1 that you must have somebody to be angry 
at, when your mother sets you up. I should be very loath to 
draw comparisons: but the workings of passion, when indulged, 
are but too much alike, whether in man or woman. 


He has just sent me word, that he insists upon supping with 
me. As we had been in a good train for several days past, I 
thought it not prudent to break with him for little matters. Yet 
to be, in a manner, threatened into his will, I know not how 
to bear that. 


While I was considering, he came up, and, tapping at my 
door, told me, in a very angry tone, he must see me this night. 
He could not rest till he had been told what he had done to 
deserve the treatment I gave him. 

Treatment 1 give him! A wretch! Yet perhaps he has nothing 
new to say to me. I shall be very angry with him. 

As the lady could not kno^v what Mr. Lovelace's designs were , 
nor the cause of his ill-humour , it will not be improper to pursue 
the subject from this letter. 

Having described his angry manner of demanding , in person , 
her company at supper; he proceeds as follows : 

’Tis hard, answered the fair perverse, that I am to be so little 
my own mistress. I will meet you in the dining-room half an 
hour hence. 

I went down to wait that half-hour. All the women set me 
hard to give her cause for this tyranny. They demonstrated, 
as well from the nature of the sex, as of the case, that I had 

1 See Letter lxv. 
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nothing to hope for from my tameness, and could meet with no 
worse treatment, were I to be guilty of the last offence. They 
urged me vehemently to try at least what effect some greater 
familiarities than I had ever taken with her, would have: and 
their arguments being strengthened by my just resentments on 
the discoveries I had made, I was resolved to take some liberties , 
and, as they were received, to take still greater, and lay all the 
fault upon her tyranny. In this humour I went up, and never 
had paralytic so little command of his joints, as I had, as I 
walked about the dining-room, attending her motions. 

With an erect mien she entered, her face averted, her lovely 
bosom swelling, and the more charmingly protuberant for the 
erectness of her mien. O Jack! that sullenness and reserve 
should add to the charms of this haughty maid ! But in every 
attitude, in every humour, in every gesture, is beauty beautiful. 
By her averted face, and indignant aspect, I saw the dear inso- 
lent was disposed to be angry — but by the fierceness of mine, as 
my trembling hands seized hers, I soon made fear her pre- 
dominant passion. And yet the moment I beheld her, my heart 
was dastardized; and my reverence for the virgin purity so 
visible in her whole deportment, again took place. Surely, 
Belford, this is an angel. And yet, had she not been known to 
be a female, they would not from babyhood have dressed her as 
such, nor would she, but upon that conviction, have continued 
the dress. 

Let me ask you, madam, I beseech you tell me, what I have 
done to deserve this distant treatment? 

And let me ask you, Mr. Lovelace, why are my retirements 
to be thus invaded ? What can you have to say to me since last 
night, that I went with you so much against my will to the play ? 
And after sitting up with you, equally against my will, till a 
very late hour? 

This I have to say, madam, that I cannot bear to be kept at 
this distance from you under the same roof. 

Under the same roof, sir ! How came you 

Hear me out, madam [letting go her trembling hands, and 
snatching them back again with an eagerness that made her 
start] — I have a thousand things to say, to talk of, relating to our 
present and future prospects; but when I want to open my whole 
soul to you, you are always contriving to keep me at a distance. 
You make me inconsistent with myself. Your heart is set upon 
delays. You must have views that you will not own. Tell 
me, madam, I conjure you to tell me, this moment, without 
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subterfuge or reserve, in what light am I to appear to you in 
future? I cannot bear this distance. The suspense you hold 
me in I cannot bear. 

In what light, Mr. Lovelace! [visibly terrified]. In no bad 
light, I hope. Pray, Mr. Lovelace, do not grasp my hands so 
hard [endeavouring to withdraw them]. Pray let me go. 

You hate me, madam. 

I hate nobody, sir. 

You hate me, madam, repeated I. 

Instigated and resolved, as I came up, I wanted some new 
provocation. The devil indeed, as soon as my angel made her 
appearance, crept out of my heart; but he had left the door 
open, and was no farther off than my elbow. 

You come up in no good temper, I see, Mr. Lovelace — but 
pray be not violent — 1 have done you no hurt — pray be not 
violent 

Sweet creature ! And I clasped one arm about her, holding 
one hand in my other. You have done me no hurt l I could have 
devoured her — but restraining myself — You have done me the 
greatest hurt! In what have I deserved the distance you keep 
me at ? I knew not what to say. 

She struggled to disengage herself. Pray, Mr. Lovelace, let 
me withdraw. I know not why this is. I know not what I 
have done to offend you. I see you are come with a design to 
quarrel with me. If you would not terrify me by the ill-humour 
you are in, permit me to withdraw. I will hear all you have to 
say another time — to-morrow morning, as I sent you word — but 
indeed you frighten me. I beseech you, if you have any value 
for me, permit me to withdraw. 

Night, midnight, is necessary, Belford. Surprise, terror, 
must be necessary to the ultimate trial of this charming creature, 
say the women below what they will. I could not hold my 
purposes. This was not the first time that I had intended to 
try if she could forgive. 

I kissed her hand with a fervour, as if I would have left my 
lips upon it. Withdraw then, dearest and ever-dear creature. 
Indeed I entered in a very ill-humour. I cannot bear the dis- 
tance at which you so causelessly keep me. Withdraw, madam, 
since it is your will to withdraw; and judge me generously; 
judge me but as I deserve to be judged ; and let me hope to meet 
you to-morrow morning early, in such a temper as becomes our 
present situation, and my future hopes. 

And so saying, I conducted her to the door, and left her there. 
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But instead of going down to the women, I went into my own 
chamber, and locked myself in; ashamed of being awed by her 
majestic loveliness, and apprehensive virtue, into so great a 
change of purpose, notwithstanding I had such just provocations 
from the letters of her saucy friend, founded on her own represen- 
tations of facts and situations between herself and me. 

The lady ( dating Sunday night) thus describes her terrors , and 
Mr. Lovelace’ s behaviour , on the occasion: 

On my entering the dining-room, he took my hands in his, in 
such a humour, as I saw plainly he was resolved to quarrel with 
me. And for what 7 What had I done to him 7 I never in my life 
beheld in anybody such wild, such angry, such impatient airs. 
I was terrified; and instead of being as angry as I intended to 
be, I was forced to be all mildness. I can hardly remember 
what were his first words, I was so frightened. But, You hate 
me> madam I You hate me , madam 1 were some of them — with 
such a fierceness — I wished myself a thousand miles distant 
from him. I hate nobody, said I ; I thank God I hate nobody. 
You terrify me, Mr. Lovelace — let me leave you. The man, 
my dear, looked quite ugly — I never saw a man look so ugly as 
passion made him look. And for what 7 And he so grasped my 
hands ! fierce creature ! He so grasped my hands ! In short, he 
seemed by his looks, and by his words (once putting his arms 
about me), to wish me to provoke him. So that I had nothing 
to do but to beg of him (which I did repeatedly) to permit me to 
withdraw; and to promise to meet him at his own time in the 
morning. 

It was with a very ill grace that he complied, on that condition ; 
and at parting he kissed my hand with such a savageness, that 
a redness remains upon it still. 

Do you not think, my dear, that I have reason to be incensed 
at him, my situation considered ? Am I not under a necessity , as it 
were, of quarrelling with him ; at least every other time I see him ? 
No prudery, no coquetry, no tyranny in my heart, or in my 
behaviour to him, that I know of. No affected procrastination. 
Aiming at nothing but decorum. He as much concerned, and 
so he ought to think, as I, to have that observed. Too much 
in his power: cast upon him by the cruelty of my relations. No 
other protection to fly to but his. One plain path before us; 
yet such embarrasses, such difficulties, such subjects for doubt, 
for cavil, for uneasiness; as fast as one is obviated, another to be 
introduced, and not by myself — I know not how introduced. 
What pleasure can I propose to myself in meeting such a wretch ? 


378 THE HISTORY OF [let. 

Perfect for me, my dearest Miss Howe, perfect for me, I 
beseech you, your kind scheme with Mrs. Townsend ; and I will 
then leave this man. 

My temper, I believe, is changed. No wonder if it be. I 
question whether ever it will be what it was. But I cannot 
make him half so uneasy by the change as I am myself. See 
you not how, from step to step, he grows upon me ? I tremble to 
look back upon his encroachments. And now to give me cause 
to apprehend more evil from him , than indignation will permit me 
to express ! O my dear, perfect your scheme, and let me fly from 
so strange a wretch ! 

Yet, to be first an eloper from my friend to him, as the world 
supposes; and now to be so from him [to whom I know not!] 
how hard to one who ever endeavoured to shun intricate paths! 
But he must certainly have views in quarrelling with me thus, 
which he dare not own! Yet what can they be? I am terrified 
but to think of what they may be ! 

Let me but get from him ! As to my reputation, if I leave him 
— that is already too much wounded for me, now, to be careful 
about anything, but how to act so as that my own heart shall 
not reproach me. As to the world’s censure, I must be content 
to suffer that — an unhappy composition, however! What a 
wreck have my fortunes suffered, to be obliged to throw over- 
board so many valuables, to preserve, indeed, the only valuable! 
A composition that once it would have half-broken my heart to 
think there would have been the least danger that I should be 
obliged to submit to. 

You, my dear, could not be a stranger to my most secret 
failings, although you would not tell me of them. What a 
pride did I take in the applause of every one! What a pride 
even in supposing I had not that pride! Which concealed itself 
from my unexamining heart under the specious veil of humility, 
doubling the merit to myself by the supposed , and indeed 
imputed, gracefulness in the manner of conferring benefits, when 
I had not a single merit in what I did, vastly overpaid by the 
pleasure of doing some little good, and impelled, as I may say, 
by talents given me — for what! Not to be proud of. 

So desirous, in short, to be considered as an example \ A 
vanity which my partial admirers put into my head ! And so 
secure in my own virtue ! 

I am punished enough, enough mortified, for this my vanity — 
I hope, enough, if it so please the all-gracious Inflicter: since now, 
I verily think, I more despise myself for my presumptuous 
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self-security, as well as vanity, than ever I secretly vaunted 
myself on my good inclinations: secretly, I say, however; for 
indeed I had not given myself leisure to reflect, till I was thus 
mortified, how very imperfect I was ; nor how much truth there 
is in what divines tell us. That we sin in our best performances. 

But I was very young — but here let me watch over myself 
again : for in those four words, I was very young, is there not a 
palliation couched, that were enough to take all efficacy from 
the discovery and confession ? 

What strange imperfect beings ! But self here, which is at the 
bottom of all we do, and of ail we wish, is the grand misleader. 

I will not apologize to you, my dear, for these grave reflections. 
Is it not enough to make the unhappy creature look into herself, 
and endeavour to detect herself, who, from such a high repu- 
tation, left to proud and presumptuous self, should, by one 
thoughtless step, be brought to the dreadful situation I am in? 

Let me, however, look forward: to despond would be to add 
sin to sin. And whom have I to raise me up, whom to comfort 
me, if I desert myself ? Thou, O Father! who, I hope, hast not 
yet deserted, hast not yet cursed me! For i am Thine ! It is fit 
that mediation should supply the rest. 


I was so disgusted with him, as well as frightened by him, 
that, on my return to my chamber, in a fit of passionate despair, 
I tore almost in two the answer I had written to his proposals. 

I will see him in the morning, because I promised I would. 
But I will go out, and that without him, or any attendant. If 
he account not tolerably for his sudden change of behaviour, 
and a proper opportunity offer of a private lodging in some 
creditable house, I will not any more return to this: at present 
I think so. And there will I either attend the perfecting of 
your scheme; or, by your epistolary mediation, make my own 
terms with the wretch; since it is your opinion, that I must be 
his, and cannot help myself: or, perhaps, take a resolution to 
throw myself at once into Lady Betty’s protection; and this 
will hinder him from making his insolently threatened visit to 
Harlowe Place. 

The lady writes again on Monday evening; and gives her friend 
an account of all that passed between herself and Mr. Lovelace that 
day; and of her being terrified out of her purpose of going out: but 
Mr . Lovelace' s next letters giving a more ample account of all, 
hers are omitted . 
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It is proper , however , to mention , that she re-urges Miss Howe 
(from the dissatisfaction she has reason for from what passed 
between Mr. Lovelace and herself) to perfect her scheme in relation 
to Mrs. Townsend. She concludes this letter in these words : 

I should say something of your last favour (but a few hours 
ago received) and of your dialogue with your mother. Are you 
not very whimsical, my dear? I have but two things to wish for 
on this occasion. The one, that your charming pleasantry had 
a better subject than that you find for it in this dialogue — the other, 
that my situation were not such as must too often damp that 
pleasantry in you, and will not permit me to enjoy it, as I used 
to do. Be, however, happy in yourself, though you cannot in 

Your 

Clarissa Harlowe. 


Letter Cll — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford, Esq. 

Monday Morn ., May 22. 

No generosity in this lady. None at all. Wouldst thou not 
have thought, that after I had permitted her to withdraw, 
primed for mischief as I was, she would meet me next morning 
early; and that with a smile; making me one of her best 
curtsies? 

I was in the dining-room before six, expecting her. She 
opened not her door. I went upstairs and down; and hemmed; 
and called Will; called Dorcas; threw the doors hard to; but 
still she opened not her door. Thus till half an hour after eight, 
fooled I away my time ; and then (breakfast ready) I sent Dorcas 
to request her company. 

But I was astonished when (following the wench as she did 
at the first invitation) I saw her enter dressed all but her gloves, 
and those and her fan in her hand ; in the same moment bidding 
Dorcas direct Will to get her a chair to the door. 

Cruel creature, thought I, to expose me thus to the derision 
of the women below ! 

Going abroad, madam? 

I am, sir. 

I looked cursed silly, I am sure. You will breakfast first, I 
hope, madam; in a very humble strain; yet with a hundred 
tenter-hooks in my heart. 

Had she given me more notice of her intention, I had perhaps 
wrought myself up to the frame I was in the day before, and 
begun my vengeance. And immediately came into my head all 
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the virulence that had been transcribed for me from Miss Howe’s 
letters, and in that letter which I had transcribed myself. 

Yes, she would drink one dish; and then laid her gloves and 
fan in the window just by. 

I was perfectly disconcerted. I hemmed, and was going to 
speak several times ; but knew not in what key. Who *s modest 
now, thought I ! Who ’s insolent now ! How a tyrant of a woman 
confounds a bashful man ! She was acting Miss Howe, I thought; 
and I the spiritless Hickman. 

At last, I will begin, thought I. 

She a dish — I a dish. 

Sip, her eyes her own, she; like a haughty and imperious 
sovereign, conscious of dignity, every look a favour. 

Sip, like her vassal, I ; lips and hands trembling, and not 
knowing that I sipped or tasted. 

I was — I was — I sipped — (drawing in my breath and the liquor 
together, though I scalded my mouth with it) I was in hopes, 
madam 

Dorcas came in just then. Dorcas, said she, is a chair gone for ? 

Damned impertinence, thought I, thus to put me out in my 
speech! And I was forced to wait for the servant/s answer to 
the insolent mistress’s question. 

William is gone for one, madam. 

This cost me a minute’s silence before I could begin again. 
And then it was with my hopes, and my hopes, and my hopes, 
and my hopes, that I should have been early admitted to 

What weather is it, Dorcas? said she, as regardless of me as if 
I had not been present. 

A little lowering, madam. The sun is gone in. It was very 
fine half an hour ago. 

I had no patience. Up I rose. Down went the tea-cup, 
saucer and all. Confound the weather, the sunshine, and the 
wench! Begone for a devil, when I am speaking to your lady, 
and have so little opportunity given me. 

Up rose the saucy-face, half-frightened; and snatched from 
the window her gloves and fan. 

You must not go, madam! — seizing her hand — by my soul 
you must not 

Must not , sir! But I must. You can curse your maid in my 
absence, as well as if I were present — except — except — you 
intend for me, what you direct to her. 

Dearest creature, you must not go — you must not leave me. 
Such determined scorn ! Such contempts ! Questions asked your 
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servant of no meaning but to break in upon me — I cannot bear it ! 

Detain me not [struggling]. I will not be withheld. I like you 
not, nor your ways. You sought to quarrel with me yesterday, 
for no reason in the world I can think of, but because 1 was too 
obliging. You are an ungrateful man; and I hate you with my 
whole heart, Mr. Lovelace. 

Do not make me desperate, madam. Permit me to say, that 
you shall not leave me in this humour. Wherever you go, I will 
attend you. Had Miss Howe been my friend, I had not been 
thus treated. It is but too plain to whom my difficulties are 
owing. I have long observed, that every letter you receive from 
her , makes an alteration in your behaviour to me. She would 
have you treat me, as she treats Mr. Hickman, I suppose: but 
neither does that treatment become your admirable temper to 
offer, nor me to receive. 

This startled her. She did not care to have me think hardly 
of Miss Howe. 

But recollecting herself, Miss Howe, said she, is a friend to 
virtue, and to good men. If she like not you, it is because you 
are not one of those. 

Yes, madam; and therefore to speak of Mr. Hickman and 
myself, as you both, I suppose, think of each, she treats him as 
she would not treat a Lovelace. I challenge you, madam, to 
show me but one of the many letters you have received from her, 
where I am mentioned. 

Miss Howe is just; Miss Howe is good, replied she. She 
writes, she speaks, of everybody as they deserve. If you point 
me out but any one occasion, upon which you have reason to 
build a merit to yourself, as either just or good, or even generous, 
I will look out for her letter on that occasion [if such an occasion 
there be, I have certainly acquainted her with it]; and will 
engage it shall be in your favour. 

Devilish severe 1 And as indelicate as severe, to put a modest 
man upon hunting backward after his own merits. 

She would have flung from me: I will not be detained, Mr. 
Lovelace. I will go out. 

Indeed you must not, madam, in this humour. And I placed 
myself between her and the door. And then, fanning, she threw 
herself into a chair, her sweet face all crimsoned over with passion. 

I cast myself at her feet. Begone, Mr. Lovelace, said she, 
with a rejecting motion, her fan in her hand ; for your own sake 
leave me ! My soul is above thee, man ! with both her hands 
pushing me from her! Urge me not to tell thee, how sincerely I 
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think my soul above thee! Thou hast, in mine, a proud, a too 
proud heart to contend with! Leave me, and leave me for ever! 
Thou hast a proud heart to contend with ! 

Her air, her manner, her voice, were bewitchingly noble, 
though her words were so severe. 

Let me worship an angel, said I, no woman. Forgive me, 
dearest creature! Creature if you be, forgive me! Forgive my 
inadvertencies! Forgive my inequalities! Pity my infirmities! 
Who is equal to my Clarissa ? 

I trembled between admiration and love; and wrapped my 
arms about her knees, as she sat. She tried to rise at the 
moment; but my clasping round her thus ardently, drew her 
down again; and never was woman more frightened. But 
free as my clasping emotion might appear to her apprehensive 
heart, I had not, at the instant, any thought but what reverence 
inspired. And till she had actually withdrawn [which I per- 
mitted under promise of a speedy return, and on her consent to 
dismiss the chair] all the motions of my heart were as pure as 
her own. 

She kept not her word. An hour I waited before I sent to 
claim her promise. She could not possibly see me yet, was the 
answer. As soon as she could, she would. 

Dorcas says she still excessively trembled; and ordered her 
to give her hartshorn and water. 

A strange apprehensive creature! Her terror is too great for 

the occasion. Evils in apprehension are often greater than 

evils in reality. Hast thou never observed, that the terrors of a 

bird caught, and actually in the hand, bear no comparison to 

what we might have supposed those terrors would be, were we to 

have formed a judgment of the same bird by its shyness before 
it was taken? 

Dear creature! Did she never romp? Did she never, from 

girlhood to now, hoyden? The innocent kinds of freedom taken 

and allowed on these occasions, would have familiarized her to 

greater. Sacrilege but to touch the hem of her garment ! Excess 

of delicacy ! Oh, the consecrated beauty ! how can she think to 
be a wife ! 

But how do I know till I try, whether she may not by a less 
alarming treatment be prevailed upon, or whether [day, I have 
done with thee !] she may not yield to nightly surprises ? This is 
still the burden of my song, I can marry her when I will. And 
if I do, after prevailing (whether by surprise, or by reluctant 
consent ), whom but myself shall I have injured? 
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It is now eleven o’clock. She will see me as soon as she can, 
she tells Polly Horton, who made her a tender visit, and to 
whom she is less reserved than to anybody else. Her emotion, 
she assures her, was not owing to perverseness, to nicety, to 
ill-humour; but to weakness of heart. She has not strength of 
mind sufficient, she says, to enable her to support her condition. 

Yet what a contradiction! Weakness of heart, says she, with 
such a strength of will ! O Belford ! she is a lion-hearted lady, in 
every case where her honour, her punctilio rather, calls for spirit. 
But I have had reason more than once in her case, to conclude 
that the passions of the gentlest, slower to be moved than those 
of the quick, are the most flaming, the most irresistible, when 
raised. Yet her charming body is not equally organized. The 
unequal partners pull two ways; and the divinity within her 
tears her silken frame. But had the same soul informed a 
masculine body, never would there have been a truer hero. 

Monday , Two o'clock. 

Not yet visible! My beloved is not well. What expectations 
had she from my ardent admiration of her! More rudeness than 
revenge apprehended. Yet, how my soul thirsts for revenge 
upon both these ladies! I must have recourse to my master- 
strokes. This cursed project of Miss Howe and her Mrs. Town- 
send (if I cannot contrive to render it abortive) will be always a 
sword hanging over my head. Upon every little disobligation 
my beloved will be for taking wing; and the pains I have taken 
to deprive her of every other refuge or protection in order to 
make her absolutely dependent upon . me, will be all thrown 
away. But perhaps I shall find out a smuggler to counterplot 
Miss Howe. 

Thou rememberest the contention between the sun and the 
north wind, in the fable; which should first make an honest 
traveller throw off his cloak. 

Boreas began first. He puffed away most vehemently; and 
often made the poor fellow curve and stagger: but with no other 
effect, than to cause him to wrap his surtout the closer about him. 

But when it came to Phoebus’s turn, he so played upon the 
traveller with his beams, that he made him first unbutton, and 
then throw it quite off: nor left he, till he obliged him to take to 
the friendly shade of a spreading beech; where prostrating him- 
self on the thrown-off cloak, he took a comfortable nap. 

The victor god then laughed outright, both at Boreas and the 
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traveller, and pursued his radiant course, shining upon, and 
warming and cherishing a thousand new objects, as he danced 
along: and at night, when he put up his fiery coursers, he 
diverted his Thetis with the relation of his pranks in the 
past day. 

I, in like manner, will descard all my boisterous inventions ; and 
if I can oblige my sweet traveller to throw aside, but for one 
moment , the cloak of her rigid virtue, I shall have nothing to do 
but, like the sun, to bless new objects with my rays. But my 
chosen hours of conversation and repose, after all my peregrina- 
tions, will be devoted to my goddess. 


And now, Belford, according to my new system, I think this 
house of Mrs. Fretchville an embarrass upon me. I will get 
rid of it; for some time at least. Mennell, when I am out, shall 
come to her, inquiring for me. What for? thou ’It ask. What 
for! Hast thou not heard what has befallen poor Mrs. Fretch- 
ville? Then I ’ll tell thee. 

One of her maids, about a week ago, was taken with the 
small-pox. The rest kept their mistress ignorant of it till 
Friday; and then she came to know it by accident. The greater 
half of the plagues poor mortals of condition are tormented with, 
proceed from the servants they take, partly for show, partly 
for use, and with a view to lessen their cares. 

This has so terrified the widow, that she is taken with all the 
symptoms that threaten an attack from that dreadful enemy of 
fair faces. So must not think of removing: yet cannot expect 
that we should be further delayed on her account. 

She now wishes, with all her heart, that she had known her 
own mind, and gone into the country at first when I treated 
about the house: this evil then had not happened! A cursed 
cross accident for us , too ! Heigh-ho ! Nothing else, I think, in 
this mortal life ! People need not study to bring crosses upon 
themselves by their petulancies. 

So this affair of the house will be over; at least, for one while. 
But then I can fall upon an expedient which will make amends 
for this disappointment. I must move slow, in order to be sure. 
I have a charming contrivance or two in my head, even sup- 
posing my beloved should get away, to bring her back again. 

But what is become of Lord M. I trow, that he writes not to 
me, in answer to my invitation? If he would send me such a 
letter as I could show, it might go a great way towards a perfect 
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reconciliation. I have written to Charlotte about it. He shall 
soon hear from me, and that in a way he won’t like, if he writes 
not quickly. He has sometimes threatened to disinherit me: 
but if I should renounce him, it would be but justice, and would 
vex him ten times more than anything he can do will vex me. 
Then, the settlements unavoidably delayed by his neglect! 
How shall I bear such a life of procrastination! I, who, as to 
my will, and impatience, and so forth, am of the true lady-make, 
and can as little bear control and disappointment as the best 
of them ! 


Another letter from Miss Howe. I suppose it is that which 
she promises in her last to send her relating to the courtship 
between old Tony the uncle, and Annabella the mother. I 
should be extremely rejoiced to see it. No more of the smuggler 
plot in it, surely ! This letter, it seems, she has put in her pocket. 
But I hope I shall soon find it deposited with the rest. 

Monday Evening. 

At my repeated request she condescended to meet me in the 
dining-room to afternoon tea, and not before. 

She entered with bashfulness, as I thought; in a pretty 
confusion, for having carried her apprehensions too far. Sullen 
and slow moved she towards the tea-table. Dorcas present, 
busy in tea-cup preparations. I took her reluctant hand, and 
pressed it to my lips. Dearest, loveliest of creatures, why this 
distance? Why this displeasure? How can you thus torture the 
faithfullest heart in the world ? 

She disengaged her hand. Again I would have snatched it. 

Be quiet, peevishly withdrawing it; and down she sat; a 
gentle palpitation in the beauty of beauties indicating mingled 
sullenness and resentment; her snowy handkerchief rising and 
falling, and a sweet flush overspreading her charming cheeks. 

For God’s sake, madam ! And a third time I would have taken 
her repulsing hand. 

And for the same sake, sir, no more teasing. 

Dorcas retired; I drew my chair nearer hers, and with the 
most respectful tenderness took her hand, and told her, that I 
could not forbear to express my apprehensions (from the 
distance she was so desirous to keep me at) that if any man in 
the world was more indifferent to her, to use no harsher a word 
than another, it was the unhappy wretch before her. 

She looked steadily upon me for a moment, and with her 
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other hand, not withdrawing that I held, pulled her handkerchief 
out of her pocket; and by a twinkling motion urged forward a 
tear or two, which having arisen in each sweet eye, it was plain 
by that motion, she would rather have dissipated : but answered 
me only with a sigh, and an averted face. 

I urged her to speak; to look up at me; to bless me with an 
eye more favourable. 

I had reason, she told me, for my complaint of her indifference. 
She saw nothing in my mind that was generous. I was not a 
man to be obliged or favoured. My strange behaviour to her 
since Saturday night ,for no cause at all that she knew of , convinced 
her of this. Whatever hopes she had conceived of me, were 
utterly dissipated : all my ways were disgustful to her. 

This cut me to the heart. The guilty, I believe, in every case, 
less patiently bear the detecting truth, than the innocent do the 
degrading falsehood. 

I bespoke her patience, while I took the liberty to account for 
this change on my part. I re-acknowledged the pride of my 
heart, which could not bear the thought of that want of pre- 
ference in the heart of a lady whom I hoped to call mine, which 
she had always manifested. Marriage, I said, was a state that 
was not to be entered upon with indifference on either side. 

It is insolence, interrupted she, it is presumption, sir, to 
expect tokens of value, without resolving to deserve them. You 
have no whining creature before you, Mr. Lovelace, overcome by 
weak motives, to love where there is no merit. Miss Howe can 
tell you, sir, that I never loved the faults of my friend ; nor ever 
wished her to love me for mine. It was a rule with us, not to 
spare each other. And would a man who has nothing but 
faults (for pray, sir, what are your virtues?) expect that I should 
show a value for him? Indeed if I did, I should not deserve 
even his value, but ought to be despised by him. 

Well have you, madam, kept up to this noble manner of 
thinking. You are in no danger of being despised for any marks 
of tenderness or favour shown to the man before you. You 
have been perhaps, you ’ll think, laudably studious of making 
and taking occasions to declare, that it was far from being 
owing to your choice , that you had any thoughts of me. My 
whole soul, madam, in all its errors, in all its wishes, in all its 
views, had been laid open and naked before you, had I been 
encouraged by such a share in your confidence and esteem, as 
would have secured me against your apprehended worst con- 
structions of what I should from time to time have revealed to 
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you, and consulted you upon. For never was there a franker 
heart; nor a man so ready to accuse himself [this, Belford, is true]. 
But you know, madam, how much otherwise it has been between 
us. Doubt, distance, reserve, on your part, begat doubt, fear, 
awe, on mine. How little confidence! as if we apprehended 
each other to be a plotter rather than a lover. How have I 
dreaded every letter that has been brought you from Wilson’s! 
And with reason ; since the last, from which I expected so much, 
on account of the proposals I had made you in writing, has, if I 
may judge by the effects, and by your denial of seeing me 
yesterday (though you could go abroad, and in a chair too, to 
avoid my attendance on you), set you against me more than 
ever. 

I was guilty, it seems, of going to church, said the indignant 
charmer; and without the company of a man, whose choice it 
would not have been to go, had I not gone — I was guilty of 
desiring to have the whole Sunday to myself, after I had obliged 
you, against my will, at a play; and after you had detained me 
(equally to my dislike) to a very late hour over-night. These 
were my faults: for these I was to be punished; I was to be 
compelled to see you, and to be terrified when I did see you, by 
the most shocking ill humour that was ever shown to a creature 
in my circumstances, and not bound to bear it. You have 
pretended to find free fault with my father’s temper, Mr. 
Lovelace : but the worst that he ever showed after marriage, was 
not in the least to be compared to what you have shown twenty 
times beforehand. And what are my prospects with you, at the 
very best? My indignation rises against you, Mr. Lovelace, 
while I speak to you, when I recollect the many instances, 
equally ungenerous and impolite, of your behaviour to one 
whom you have brought into distress — and I can hardly bear 
you in my sight. 

She turned from me, standing up; and lifting up her folded 
hands, and charming eyes swimming in tears, O my father, said 
the inimitable creature, you might have spared your heavy curse, 
had you known how I have been punished, ever since my 
swerving feet led me out of your garden doors to meet this man! 
Then sinking into her chair, a burst of passionate tears forced 
their way down her glowing cheeks. 

My dearest life, taking her still folded hands in mine, who 
can bear an invocation so affecting, though so passionate? 

And, as I hope to live, my nose tingled, as I once, when a boy, 
remember it did (and indeed once more very lately) just before 
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some tears came into my eyes; and I durst hardly trust my face 
in view of hers. 

What have I done to deserve this impatient exclamation? 
Have I, at any time, by word, by deeds, by looks, given you 
cause to doubt my honour, my reverence, my adoration , I may 
call it, of your virtues? All is owing to misapprehension, I hope, 
on both sides. Condescend to clear up but your part, as I will 
mine, and all must speedily be happy. Would to Heaven I 
loved that Heaven as I love you ! And yet, if I doubted a return 
in love, let me perish if I should know how to wish you mine! 
Give me hope, dearest creature, give me but hope, that I am 
your preferable choice ! Give me but hope, that you hate me not; 
that you do not despise me. 

O Mr. Lovelace, we have been long enough together to be 
tired of each other’s humours and ways; ways and humours so 
different, that perhaps you ought to dislike me, as much as I 
do you. I think, I think, that I cannot make an answerable 
return to the value you profess for me. My temper is utterly 
ruined. You have given me an ill opinion of all mankind; of 
yourself in particular: and withal so bad a one of myself, that 
I shall never be able to look up, having utterly and for ever lost 
all that self-complacency, and conscious pride, which are so 
necessary to carry a woman through this life with tolerable 
satisfaction to herself. 

She paused. I was silent. By my soul, thought I, this 
sweet creature will at last undo me! 

She proceeded. What now remains, but that you pronounce 
me free of all obligation to you ? And that you hinder me not 
from pursuing the destiny that shall be allotted me? 

Again she paused. I was still silent; meditating whether to 
renounce all further designs upon her; whether I had not 
received sufficient evidence of a virtue, and of a greatness of 
soul, that could not be questioned or impeached. 

She went on: Propitious to me be your silence, Mr. Lovelace! 
Tell me that I am free of all obligation to you. You know I 
never made you promises. You know that you are not under 
any to me. My broken fortunes I matter not 

She was proceeding. My dearest life, said I, I have been all 
this time, though you fill me with doubts of your favour, busy 
in the nuptial preparations. I am actually in treaty for 
equipage. 

Equipage, sir! Trappings, tinsel! What is equipage; what is 
life; what is anything; to a creature sunk so low as I am in my 
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own opinion! Labouring under a father’s curse! Unable to look 
backward without reproach, or forward without terror! These 
reflections strengthened by every cross accident ! And what but 
cross accidents befall me! All my darling schemes dashed in 
pieces; all my hopes at an end; deny me not the liberty to 
refuge myself in some obscure comer, where neither the enemies 
you have made me, nor the few friends you have left me, may 
ever hear of the supposed rash one, till those happy moments are 
at hand, which shall expiate for all ! 

I had not a word to say for myself. Such a war in my mind 
had I never known. Gratitude, and admiration of the excellent 
creature before me, combating with villainous habit, with 
resolutions so premeditatedly made, and with views so much 
gloried in ! A hundred new contrivances in my head, and in 
my heart, that, to be honest, as it is called, must all be given up 
by a heart delighting in intrigue and difficulty — Miss Howe’s 
virulences endeavoured to be recollected — yet recollection re- 
fusing to bring them forward with the requisite efficacy — I had 
certainly been a lost man, had not Dorcas come seasonably in 
with a letter. On the superscription written. Be pleased, sir, 
to open it now. 

I retired to the window — opened it. It was from Dorcas 
herself. These the contents, “Be pleased to detain my lady: 
a paper of importance to transcribe. I will cough when I have 
done.” 

I put the paper in my pocket, and turned to my charmer, 
less disconcerted, as she, by that time, had also a little recovered 
herself. One favour, dearest creature. Let me but know 
whether Miss Howe approves or disapproves of my proposals? 
I know her to be my enemy. I was intending to account to you 
for the change of behaviour you accused me of at the beginning 
of this conversation ; but was diverted from it by your vehemence. 
Indeed, my beloved creature, you was very vehement. Do you 
think it must not be matter of high regret to me, to find my 
wishes so often delayed and postponed in favour of your pre- 
dominant view to a reconciliation with relations who will not be 
reconciled to you ? To this was owing your declining to celebrate 
our nuptials before we came to town, though you were so 
atrociously treated by your sister, and your whole family; and 
though so ardently pressed to celebrate by me — to this was 
owing the ready offence you took at my four friends; and at the 
unavailing attempt I made to see a dropped letter; little 
imacrinin", from what two such ladies could write to each other. 
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that there could be room for mortal displeasure. To this was 
owing the week’s distance you held me at, till you knew the 
issue of another application. But when they had rejected that; 
when you had sent my coldly-received proposals to Miss Howe 
for her approbation or advice, as indeed I advised; and had 
honoured me with your company at the play on Saturday night 
(my whole behaviour unobjectionable to the last hour) ; must 
not, madam, the sudden change in your conduct, the very next 
morning, astonish and distress me? And this persisted in with 
still stronger declarations, after you had received the impatiently- 
expected letter from Miss Howe; must I not conclude, that all 
was owing to her influence; and that some other application or 
project was meditating, that made it necessary to keep me again 
at distance till the result were known, and which was to deprive 
me of you for ever? For was not that your constantly proposed 
preliminary? Well, madam, might I be wrought up to a half- 
frenzy by this apprehension; and well might I charge you with 
hating me. And now, dearest creature, let me know, I once 
more ask you, what is Miss Howe’s opinion of my proposals? 

Were I disposed to debate with you, Mr. Lovelace, I could 
very easily answer your fine harangue. But at present, I shall 
only say, that your ways have been very unaccountable. You 
seem to me, if your meanings were always just, to have taken 
pains to embarrass them. Whether owing in you to the want 
of a clear head, or a sound heart, I cannot determine; but it is 
to the want of one of them, I verily think, that I am to ascribe 
the greatest part of your strange conduct. 

Curse upon the heart of the little devil, said I, who insti- 
gates you to think so hardly of the faithfullest heart in the 
world ! 

How dare you, sir? And there she stopped; having almost 
overshot herself; as I designed she should. 

How dare I what , madam? And I looked with meaning. 
How dare I what ? 

Vile man! And do you and there again she stopped. 

Do I what , madam ? And why vile man ? 

How dare you to curse anybody in my presence? 

O the sweet receder! But that was not to go off so with a 
Lovelace. 

Why then, dearest creature, is there anybody that instigates 
you? If there be, again I curse them, be they whom they will. 

She was in a charming pretty passion. And this was the first 
time that I had the odds in my favour. 
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Well, madam, it is just as I thought. And now I know how 
to account for a temper that I hope is not natural to you. 

Artful wretch! And is it thus you would entrap me? But 
know, sir, that I receive letters from nobody but Miss Howe. 
Miss Howe likes some of your ways as little as I do; for I have 
set everything before her. Yet she is thus far your enemy, as 
she is mine — she thinks I should not refuse your offers; but 
endeavour to make the best of my lot. And now you have the 
truth. Would to Heaven you were capable of dealing with 
equal sincerity ! 

I am, madam. And here, on my knee, I renew my vows, 
and my supplication, that you will make me yours — yours for 
ever. And let me have cause to bless you and Miss Howe in 
the same breath. 

To say the truth, Belford, I had before begun to think, that 
the vixen of a girl, who certainly likes not Hickman, was in 
love with me. 

Rise, sir, from your too-ready knees; and mock me not. 

Too-ready knees , thought I! Though this humble posture so 
little affects this proud beauty, she knows not how much I have 
obtained of others of her sex, nor how often I have been forgiven 
for the last attempts, by kneeling. 

Mock you, madam ! And I arose, and re-urged her for the day. 

I blamed myself at the same time, for the invitation I had given 
to Lord M., as it might subject me to delay from his infirmities: 
but told her, that I would write to him to excuse me, if she had 
no objection; or to give him the day she would give me, and not 
wait for him, if he could not come in time. 

My day, sir, said she, is never. Be not surprised. A person 
of politeness judging between us, would not be surprised that I 
say so. But indeed, Mr. Lovelace [and wept through im- 
patience], you either know not how to treat with a mind of the 
least degree of delicacy, notwithstanding your birth and edu- 
cation, or you are an ungrateful man; and [after a pause] a worse 
than ungrateful one. But I will retire. I will see you again 
to-morrow. I cannot before. I think I hate you — you may 
look — indeed I think I hate you. And if, upon a re-examination 
of my own heart, I find I do, I would not for the world that 
matters should go on farther between us. 

But I see, I see, she does not hate me ! How it would mortify 
my vanity, if I thought there was a woman in the world, much 
more this, that could hate me ! ’Tis evident, villain as she thinks 
me, that I should not be an odious villain, if I could but at last 
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in one instance cease to be a villain! She could not hold it, 
determined as she had thought herself, I saw by her eyes, the 
moment I endeavoured to dissipate her apprehensions, on my 
too-ready knees , as she calls them. The moment the rough 
covering that my teasing behaviour has thrown over her affec- 
tions is quite removed, I doubt not to find all silk and silver at 
bottom, all soft, bright, and charming. 

I was, however, too much vexed, disconcerted, mortified, to 
hinder her from retiring — and yet she had not gone, if Dorcas 
had not coughed. 

The wench came in, as soon as her lady had retired, and gave 
me the copy she had taken. And what should it be but of the 
answer the truly admirable creature had intended to give to my 
written proposals in relation to settlements? 

I have but just dipped into this affecting paper. Were I to 
read it attentively, not a wink should I sleep this night. To- 
morrow it shall obtain my serious consideration. 


Letter Cl 11 — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

Tuesday Morning, May 23 . 

The dear creature desires to be excused seeing me till evening. 
She is not very well, as Dorcas tells me. 

Read here, if thou wilt, the paper transcribed by Dorcas. It 
is. impossible that I should proceed with my project against this 
admirable woman, were it not that I am resolved, after a few 
trials more, if as nobly sustained as those she has already passed 
through, to make her (if she really hate me not) legally mine. 

To Mr. Lovelace 

“When a woman is married, that supreme earthly obligation 
requires that in all instances where her husband’s real honour is 
concerned, she should yield her own will to his. But, before- 
hand, I could be glad, conformably to what I have always 
signified, to have the most explicit assurances, that every 
possible way should be tried to avoid litigation with my father. 
Time and patience will subdue all things. My prospects of 
happiness are extremely contracted. A husband’s right will be 
always the same. In my life-time I could wish nothing to be 
done of this sort. Your circumstances, sir, will not oblige you 
to extort violently from him what is in his hands. All that 
depends upon me , either with regard to my person, to my 
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diversions, or to the economy /that no married woman, of 
whatever rank or quality, should be above inspecting, shall be 
done, to prevent a necessity for such measures being taken. And 
if there will be no necessity for them, it is to be hoped that motives 
less excusable will not have force — motives which must be 
founded in a littleness of mind, which a woman, who has not 
that littleness of mind, will be under such temptations as her 
duty will hardly be able at all times to check, to despise her 
husband for having; especially in cases where her own family, 
so much a part of herself, and which will have obligations upon 
her (though then but secondary ones) from which she can never 
be freed, is intimately concerned. 

“This article, then, I urge to your serious consideration, as 
what lies next my heart. I enter not here minutely into the 
fatal misunderstanding between them and you : the fault may be 
in both. But, sir, yours was the foundation-fault: at least, you 
gave a too plausible pretence for my brother’s antipathy to work 
upon. Condescension was no part of your study. You chose 
to bear the imputations laid to your charge, rather than to make 
it your endeavour to obviate them. 

“But this may lead into hateful recrimination. Let it be 
remembered, I will only say, in this place, that, in their eye, you 
have robbed them of a daughter they doted upon; and that their 
resentments on this occasion rise but in proportion to their love 
and their disappointment. If they were faulty in some of the 
measures they took, while they themselves did not think so, 
who shall judge for them ? You, sir, who will judge everybody as 
you please, and will let nobody judge you, in your own particular, 
must not be their judge. It may therefore be expected that 
they will stand out. 

“As for myself , sir, I must leave it [so seems it to be destined] 
to your justice, to treat me as you shall think I deserve: but if 
your future behaviour to them is not governed by that harsh- 
sounding implacableness, which you charge upon some of their 
tempers, the splendour of your family, and the excellent 
character of some of them (of all indeed, unless your own con- 
science furnishes you with one only exception) will, on better 
consideration, do everything with them: for they may be over- 
come; perhaps, however, with the more difficulty, as the greatly 
prosperous less bear control and disappointment than others: 
for I will own to you, that I have often in secret lamented that 
their great acquirements have been a snare to them ; perhaps 
as great a snare as some other accidentals have been to you. 
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which being less immediately your own gifts, you have still less 
reason than they to value yourself upon them. 

“Let me only, on this subject, further observe, that con- 
descension is not meanness. There is a glory in yielding, that 
hardly any violent spirit can judge of. My brother perhaps is 
no more sensible of this than you. But as you have talents 
which he has not (who, however, has, as I hope, that regard for 
morals, the want of which makes one of his objections to you), 
I could wish it may not be owing to you, that your mutual 
dislikes to each other do not subside; for it is my earnest hope, 
that in time you may see each other without exciting the fears 
of a wife and a sister for the consequence. Not that I should 
wish you to yield in points that truly concerned your honour: 
no, sir; I would be as delicate in such, as you yourself: more 
delicate, I will venture to say, because more uniformly so. How 
vain, how contemptible, is that pride, which shows itself in 
standing upon diminutive observances; and gives up, and makes 
a jest of, the most important ! 

“This article being considered as I wish, all the rest will be 
easy. Were I to accept of the handsome separate provision you 
seem to intend me; added to the considerable sums arisen from 
my grandfather's estate since his death (more considerable than 
perhaps you may suppose from your offer) ; I should think it my 
duty to lay up for the family good, and for unforeseen events, 
out of it: for, as to my donations, I would generally confine 
myself in them to the tenth of my income, be it what it would. 
I aim at no glare in what I do of that sort. All I wish for, is the 
power of relieving the lame, the blind, the sick, and the indus- 
trious poor, whom accident has made so, or sudden distress 
reduced. The common or bred beggars I leave to others, and 
to the public provision. They cannot be lower: perhaps they 
wish not to be higher: and, not able to do for every one, I aim 
not at works of supererogation. Two hundred pounds a year 
would do all I wish to do of the separate sort: for all above, I 
would content myself to ask you; except, mistrusting your own 
economy, you would give up to my management and keeping, 
in order to provide for future contingencies, a larger portion ; 
for which, as your steward, I would regularly account. 

“As to clothes, I have particularly two suits, which, having 
been only in a manner tried on, would answer for any present 
occasion. Jewels I have of my grandmother’s, which want only 
new setting: another set I have, which on particular days I used 
to wear. Although these are not sent me, I have no doubt. 
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being merely personals, but they will, when I send for them in 
another name : till when I should not choose to wear any. 

“As to your complaints of my diffidences, and the like, I 
appeal to your own heart, it it be possible for you to make my 
case your own for one moment, and to retrospect some parts of 
your behaviour, words, and actions, whether I am not rather to 
be justified than censured: and whether, of all men in the world, 
avowing what you avow, you ought not to think so. If you do 
not, let me admonish you, sir, from the very great mismatch 
that then must appear to be in our minds, never to seek, nor so 
much as wish, to bring about the most intimate union of interests 
between yourself and 

“ May 20” Clarissa Harlowe. 

The original of this charming paper, as Dorcas tells me, was 
torn almost in two. In one of her pets, I suppose ! What 
business have the sex, whose principal glory is meekness, and 
patience, and resignation, to be in a passion, I trow? Will not 
she, who allows herself such liberties as a maiden, take greater 
when married? 

And a wife to be in a passion ! Let me tell the ladies, it is 
an impudent thing, begging their pardon, and as imprudent as 
impudent, for a wife to be in a passion, if she mean not eternal 
separation, or wicked defiance, by it: for is it not rejecting at 
once all that expostulatory meekness, and gentle reasoning, 
mingled with sighs as gentle, and graced with bent knees, sup- 
plicating hands, and eyes lifted up to your imperial countenance, 
just running over, that should make a reconciliation speedy, and 
as lasting as speedy? Even suppose the husband is in the 
wrong, will not his being so give the greater force to her 
expostulation ? 

Now I think of it, a man should be in the wrong now and then, 
to make his wife shine. Miss Howe tells my charmer that 
adversity is her shining time. ’Tis a generous thing in a man, to 
make his wife shine at his own expense: to give her leave to 
triumph over him by patient reasoning: for were he to be too 
imperial to acknowledge his fault on the spot , she will find the 
benefit of her duty and submission in future, and in the high 
opinion he will conceive of her prudence and obligingness — and 
so, by degrees, she will become her master’s master. 

But for a wife to come up with a-kemboed arm, the other hand 
thrown out, perhaps with a pointing finger — Look ye here, sir! 
Take notice ! If you are wrong, I ’ll be wrong ! If you are in a 
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passion, I 'll be in a passion! Rebuff for rebuff, sir! If you fly, 
I 'll tear ! If you swear, 1 'll curse ! And the same room, and the 
same bed, shall not hold us, sir! For, remember, I am married, 
sir! I am a wife, sir! You can’t help yourself, sir! YouTlronour, 
as well as your peace, is in my keeping ! And, if you like not this 
treatment, you may have worse, sir ! 

Ah! Jack! Jack! What man, who has observed these things, 
either implied , or expressed , in other families, would wish to be 
a husband ! 

Dorcas found this paper in one of the drawers of her lady’s 
dressing-table. She was reperusing it, as she supposes, when the 
honest wench carried my message to desire her to favour me at 
the tea-table ; for she saw her pop a paper into the drawer as she 
came in; and there, on her mistress’s going to meet me in the 
dining-room, she found it; and to be this. 

But I had better not to have had a copy of it, as far as I know: 
for, determined as I was before upon my operations, it instantly 
turned all my resolutions in her favour. Yet I would give 
something to be convinced that she did not pop it into her 
drawer before the wench, in order for me to see it; and perhaps 
(if I were to take notice of it) to discover whether Dorcas, 
according to Miss Howe’s advice, were most my friend, or hers. 

The very suspicion of this will do her no good: for I cannot 
bear to be artfully dealt with. People love to enjoy their own 
peculiar talents in monopoly , as I may say. I am aware that it 
will strengthen thy arguments against me in her behalf. But I 
know every tittle thou canst say upon it. Spare, therefore, thy 
wambling nonsense, I desire thee ; and leave this sweet excellence 
and me to our fate: that will determine for us, as it shall please 
itself: for, as Cowley says: 

An unseen hand makes all our moves: 

And some are great, and some are small; 

Some climb to good, some from good fortune fall: 

Some wise men, and some fools we call : 

Figures, alas! of speech! — For destiny plays us all. 

But, after all, I am sorry, almost sorry (for how shall I do to be 
quite sorry, when it is not given to me to be so?) that I cannot, 
until I have made further trials, resolve upon wedlock. 

I have just read over again this intended answer to my 
proposals: and how I adore her for it ! 

But yet; another yet\ She has not given it or sent it to me. 
It is not therefore her answer. It is not written for me, though 
to me. 
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Nay, she has not intended to send it to me: she has even tom 
it, perhaps with indignation, as thinking it too good for me. By 
this action she absolutely retracts it. Why then does my foolish 
fondness seek to establish for her the same merit in my heart, as 
if she avowed it? Prithee, dear Belford, once more, leave us 
to our fate; and do not thou interpose with thy nonsense, to 
weaken a spirit already too squeamish, and strengthen a con- 
science that has declared itself of her party. 

Then again, remember thy recent discoveries, Lovelace! 
Remember her indifference, attended with all the appearance of 
contempt and hatred. View her, even now , wrapped up in 
reserve and mystery; meditating plots, as far as thou knowest, 
against the sovereignty thou hast, by right of conquest, obtained 
over her. Remember, in short, all thou hast threatened to 
remember against this insolent beauty, who is a rebel to the 
power she has listed under. 

But yet, how dost thou propose to subdue thy sweet enemy? 
Abhorred be force , be the necessity of force, if that can be 
avoided! There is no triumph in force. No conquest over the 
will. No prevailing, by gentle degrees, over the gentle passions! 
Force is the devil ! 

My cursed character, as I have often said, was against me at 
setting out — yet is she not a woman ? Cannot I find one yielding 
or but half-yielding moment, if she do not absolutely hate me? 

But with what can I tempt her? Riches she was born to, and 
despises, knowing what they are. Jewels and ornaments, to 
a mind so much a jewel, and so richly set, her worthy conscious- 
ness will not let her value. Love, if she be susceptible of love, 
it seems to be so much under the direction of prudence, that one 
unguarded moment, I fear, cannot be reasonably hoped for: 
and so much vigilance, so much apprehensiveness, that her 
fears are ever aforehand with her dangers. Then her love of 
virtue seems to be principle, native principle, or, if not native, 
so deeply rooted, that its fibres have struck into her heart, and, 
as she grew up, so blended and twisted themselves with the 
strings of life, that I doubt there is no separating of the one 

without cutting the others asunder. 

What then can be done to make such a matchless creature get 
over the first tests, in order to put her to the grand proof, 
whether once overcome , she will not be always overcome ? 

Our mother and her nymphs say, I am a perfect Craven, and 
no Lovelace: and so I think. But this is no simpering, smiling 
charmer, as I have found others to be, when I have touched 
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upon affecting subjects at a distance; as once or twice I have 
tried to her, the mother introducing them (to make sex palliate 
the freedom to sex) when only we three together. She is above 
the affectation of not seeming to understand you. She shows 
by her displeasure, and a fierceness not natural to her eye, that 
she judges of an impure heart by an impure mouth, and darts 
dead at once even the embryo hopes of an encroaching lover, 
however distantly insinuated, before the meaning hint can dawn 
into double entendre. 

By my faith. Jack, as I sit gazing upon her, my whole soul 
in my eyes, contemplating her perfections, and thinking, when 
I have seen her easy and serene, what would be her thoughts, 
did she know my heart as well as I know it; when I behold her 
disturbed and jealous, and think of the justness of her appre- 
hensions, and that she cannot fear so much as there is room for 
her to fear; my heart often misgives me. 

And must, think I, O creature so divinely excellent, and so 
beloved of my soul, those arms, those encircling arms, that would 
make a monarch happy, be used to repel brutal force; all their 
strength, unavailingly perhaps, exerted to repel it, and to 
defend a person so delicately framed ? Can violence enter into 
the heart of a wretch, who might entitle himself to all thy 
willing, yet virtuous love, and make the blessings I aspire after, 
her duty to confer? Begone, villain-purposes! Sink ye all to the 
hell that could only inspire ye ! And I am then ready to throw 
myself at her feet, to confess my villainous designs, to avow my 
repentance, and to put it out of my power to act unworthily by 
such an excellence. 

How then comes it, that ail these compassionate, and, as some 
would call them, honest sensibilities go off? Why, Miss Howe 
will tell thee: she says, I am the devil. By my conscience, I 
think he has at present a great share in me. 

There ’s ingenuousness! How I lay myself open to thee! But 
seest thou not, that the more I say against myself, the less 
room there is for thee to take me to task? O Belford, Belford ! 
I cannot, cannot (at least at present I cannot) marry. 

Then her family, my bitter enemies — to supple to them, or, if 
I do not, to make her as unhappy as she can be from my attempts. 

Then does she not love them too much, me too little? 

She now seems to despise me: Miss Howe declares that she 
really does despise me. To be despised by a wife ! What a 
thought is that! To be excelled by a wife too, in every part of 
praiseworthy knowledge! To take lessons , to take instructions , 
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from a wife ! More than despise me, she herself has taken time 
to consider whether she does not hate me : I hate you , Lovelace, 
with my whole heart , said she to me but yesterday ! My soul is 
above thee , man l Urge me not to tell thee how sincerely 1 think my 
soul above theel How poor indeed was I then, even in my own 
heart! So visible a superiority, to so proud a spirit as mine! 
And here from below, from below indeed ! from these women ! 
I am so goaded on. 

Yet ’tis poor too, to think myself a machine in the hands of 
such wretches. I am no machine. Lovelace, thou art base to 
thyself, but to suppose thyself a machine. 

But having gone thus far, I should be unhappy, if, after 
marriage, in the petulance of ill humour, I had it to reproach 
myself that I did not try her to the utmost. And yet I don’t 
know how it is, but this lady, the moment I come into her 
presence, half-assimilates me to her own virtue. Once or twice 
(to say nothing of her triumph over me on Sunday night) I was 
prevailed upon to fluster myself, with an intention to make some 
advances, which, if obliged to recede, I might lay upon raised 
spirits: but the instant I beheld her, I was soberized into awe 
and reverence: and the majesty of her even visible purity first 
damped, and then extinguished, my double flame. 

What a surprisingly powerful effect, so much and so long in 
my power, she\ so instigated by some of her own sex, and so 
stimulated by passion, 1 ! How can this be accounted for 
in a Lovelace ! 

But, what a heap of stuff have I written ! How have I been 
run away with! By what? Canst thou say by what? O thou 
lurking varletess conscience ! Is it thou that hast thus made me 
of party against myself ? How earnest thou in ? In what disguise, 
thou egregious haunter of my more agreeable hours ? Stand thou, 
with fate, but neuter in this controversy; and, if I cannot do 
credit to human nature, and to the female sex, by bringing down 
such an angel as this to class with and adorn it (for adorn it she 
does in her very foibles), then I am all yours, and never will 
resist you more. 

Here I arose. I shook myself. The window was open. 
Away the troublesome bosom-visitor, the intruder, is flown. I 
see it yet! I see it yet! And now it lessens to my aching eye! 
And now the cleft air is closed after it, and it is out of sight! 
And once more I am 


Robert Lovelace. 
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Letter CIV — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford, Esq. 

Tuesday , May 23. 

Well did I, and but just in time, conclude to have done with 
Mrs. Fretchville and the house: for here Mennell has declared, 
that he cannot in conscience and honour go any farther. He 
would not for the world be accessory to the deceiving of such a 
lady! I was a fool to let either you or him see her; for ever since 
ye have both had scruples, which neither would have had, were 
a woman to have been in the question. 

Well, I can’t help it! 

Mennell has, however, though with some reluctance, consented 
to write me a letter, provided I will allow it to be the last step 
he shall take in this affair. 

I presumed, I told him, that if I could cause Mrs. Fretchville’s 
woman to supply his place, he would have no objection to that. 

None, he says, but is it yiot pity 

A pitiful fellow! Such a ridiculous kind of pity his, as those 
silly souls have, who would not kill an innocent chicken for the 
world; but when killed to their hands, are always the most 
greedy devourers of it. 

Now this letter gives the servant the small-pox: and she has 
given it to her unhappy vapourish lady. Vapourish people are 
perpetual subjects for diseases to work upon. Name but the 
malady, and it is theirs in a moment. Ever fitted for inoculation. 
The physical tribe’s milch-cows. A vapourish or splenetic 
patient is a fiddle for the doctors; and they are eternally playing 
upon it. Sweet music does it make them. All their difficulty, 
except a case extraordinary happens (as poor Mrs. Fretchville’s, 
who has realized her apprehensions), is but to hold their coun- 
tenance, while their patient is drawing up a bill of indictment 
against himself ; and when they have heard it, proceed to punish — 
the right word for prescribe. Why should they not, when the 
criminal has confessed his guilt? And punish they generally do 
with a vengeance. 

Yet, silly toads too, now I think of it. For why, when they 
know they cannot do good, may they not as well endeavour to 
gratify, as to nauseate, the patient’s palate? 

Were I a physician, I ’d get all the trade to myself: for 
Malmsey, and Cyprus, and the generous product of the Cape, a 
little disguised, should be my principal doses: as these would 
create new spirits, how would the revived patient covet the 
physic, and adore the doctor! 


402 THE HISTORY OF [let. 

Give all the paraders of the faculty whom thou knowest, this 
hint. There could but one inconvenience arise from it. The 
apothecaries would find their medicines cost them something : 
but the demand for quantities would answer that: since the 
honest nurse would be the patient’s taster; perpetually re- 
quiring repetitions of the last cordial julep. 

Well, but to the letter — yet what need of further explanation 
after the hints in my former? The widow can’t be removed; and 
that ’s enough: and Mennell’s work is over; and his conscience 
left to plague him for his own sins, and not another man’s: and, 
very possibly, plague enough will it give him for those. 

This letter is directed. To Robert Lovelace, Esq.; or, in his 
absence , to his lady. She had refused dining with me, or seeing 
me; and I was out when it came. She opened it: so is my lady 
by her own consent, proud and saucy as she is. 

I am glad at my heart that it came before we entirely make up. 
She would else perhaps have concluded it to be contrived for a 
delay', and now, moreover, we can accommodate our old and 
new quarrels together; and that ’s contrivance, you know. But 
how is her dear haughty heart humbled to what it was when I 
knew her first, that she can apprehend any delays from me; and 
have nothing to do but to vex at them ! 

I came in to dinner. She sent me down the letter, desiring 
my excuse for opening it. Did it before she was aware. Lady 
pride, Belford ! Recollection, then retrogradation ! 

I requested to see her upon it that moment. But she desires 
to suspend our interview till morning. I will bring her to own, 
before I have done with her, that she can’t see me too often. 

My impatience was so great, on an occasion so unexpected, 
that I could not help writing to tell her, “ how much vexed I 
was at the accident: but that it need not delay my happy day, 
as that did not depend upon the house [she knew that before , 
she'll think; and so did /]: and as Mrs. Fretchville, by Mr. 
Mennell, so handsomely expressed her concern upon it, and her 
wishes that it could suit us to bear with the unavoidable delay, 
I hoped, that going down to the Lawn for two or three of the 
summer months, when I was made the happiest of men, would 
be favourable to all round.” 

The dear creature takes this incident to heart, I believe: 
she has sent word to my repeated request to see her notwith- 
standing her denial, that she cannot till the morning: it shall be 
then at six o’clock, if I please ! 

To be sure I do please! 
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Can see her but once a day now. Jack! 

Did I tell thee that I wrote a letter to my Cousin Montague, 
wondering that I heard not from Lord M. as the subject was so 
very interesting? In it I acquainted her with the house I was 
about taking; and with Mrs. Fretchville’s vapourish delays. 

I was very loath to engage my own family, either man or 
woman, in this affair; but I must take my measures securely: 
and already they all think as bad of me as they well can. You 
observe by my Lord M-.’s letter to yourself, that the well- 
mannered peer is afraid I should play this admirable creature 
one of my usual dog's tricks. 

I have received just now an answer from Charlotte. 

Charlotte isn’t well. A stomach disorder! 

No wonder a girl’s stomach should plague her. A single 
woman; that ’s it. When she has a man to plague, it will have 
something besides itself to prey upon. Knowest thou not, 
moreover, that man is the woman’s sun; woman is the man’s 
earth ? How dreary, how desolate, the earth, that the sun shines 
not upon ! 

Poor Charlotte ! But I heard she was not well : that encouraged 
me to write to her; and to express myself a little concerned, that 
she had not of her own accord thought of a visit in town to 
my charmer. 

Hear follows a copy of her letter. Thou wilt see by it that 
every little monkey is to catechize me. They all depend upon 
my good nature. 


M . Hall t May 22. 

Dear Cousin, — We have been in daily hope for a long time, I 
must call it, of hearing that the happy knot was tied. My 
lord has been very much out of order: and yet nothing would 
serve him, but he would himself write an answer to your letter. 
It was the only opportunity he should ever have, perhaps, to 
throw in a little good advice to you, with the hope of its being 
of any signification; and he has been several hours in a day, as 
his gout would let him, busied in it. It wants now only his last 
revisal. He hopes it will have the greater weight with you, 
if it appear all in his own handwriting. 

Indeed, Mr. Lovelace, his worthy heart is wrapped up in you. 
I wish you loved yourself but half as well. But I believe too, 
that if all the family loved you less, you would love yourself more. 

His lordship has been very busy, at the times he could not 
write, in consulting Pritchard about those estates which he 


THE HISTORY OF 


404 


[let. 


proposes to transfer to you on the happy occasion, that he may 
answer your letter in the most acceptable manner; and show, by 
effects, how kindly he takes your invitation. I assure you, he 
is mighty proud of it. 

As for myself, I am not at all well, and have not been for some 
weeks past, with my old stomach disorder. I had certainly else 
before now have done myself the honour you wonder I have not 
done myself. Lady Betty, who would have accompanied me 
(for we had laid it all out), has been exceedingly busy in her law 
affair; her antagonist, who is actually on the spot, having been 
making proposals for an accommodation. But you may assure 
yourself, that when our dear relation-elect shall be entered upon 
the new habitation you tell me of, we will do ourselves the honour 
of visiting her; and if any delay arises from the dear lady’s want 
of courage (which, considering her man, let me tell you, may 
very well be), we will endeavour to inspire her with it, and be 
sponsors for you; for, cousin, I believe you have need to be 
christened over again before you are entitled to so great a blessing. 
What think you ? 

Just now, my lord tells me, he will dispatch a man on purpose 
with his letter to-morrow: so I needed not to have written. 
But now I have, let it go ; and by Empson, who sets out directly 
on his return to town. 

My best compliments, and sister’s, to the most deserving lady 
in the world [you will need no other direction to the person 
meant] conclude me 

Your affectionate cousin and servant, 

Charl. Montague. 


Thou seest how seasonably this letter comes. I hope my lord 
will write nothing but what I may show to my beloved. I have 
actually sent her up this letter of Charlotte’s; and hope for 
happy effects from it. 


The lady in her next letter gives Miss Howe an account of what 
has passed between Mr. Lovelace and herself. She resents his 
behaviour with her usual dignity : but when she comes to mention Mr. 
MennelVs letter , she re-urges Miss Howe to perfect her scheme for her 
deliverance; being resolved to leave him. But , dating again , on his 
sending up to her Miss Montague’s letter , she alters her mind , and 
desires her to suspend for the present her application to Mrs. 
Townsend. 
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I had begun, says she , to suspect all he had said of Mrs. 
Fretchville and her house; and even Mr. Mennell himself, 
though so well-appearing a man. But now that I find Mr. 
Lovelace has apprised his relations of his intention to take it, 
and had engaged some of the ladies to visit me there, I could 
hardly forbear blaming myself for censuring him as capable of 
so vile an imposture. But may he not thank himself for acting 
so very unaccountably, and taking such needlessly awry steps, 
as he has done; embarrassing, as I told him, his own meanings, 
if they were good ? 


Letter CV — Mr. Lovelace to John Beljord , Esq. 

Wednesday, May 24. 

He gives his friend an account of their interview that morning; 
and of the happy effects of his Cousin Montague' s letter in his 
favour. Her reserves , however , he tells hi?n, are not absolutely 
banished. But this he imputes to form. 

It is not in the power of woman, says he, to be altogether sincere 
on these occasions. But why? Do they think it so great a 
disgrace to be found out to be really what they are ? 

I regretted the illness of Mrs. Fretchville; as the intention I 
had to fix her dear self in the house before the happy knot was 
tied, would have set her in that independence in appearance, as 
well as fact, which was necessary to show to all the world that 
her choice was free; and as the ladies of my family would have 
been proud to make their court to her there; while the settle- 
ments and our equipages were preparing. But on any other 
account, there was no great matter in it; since when my happy 
day was over, we could, with so much convenience, go down to 
the Lawn, to my Lord M.’s, and to Lady Sarah or Lady Betty’s, 
in turn; which would give full time to provide ourselves with 
servants, and other accommodations. 

How sweetly the charmer listened ! 

I asked her if she had had the small-pox? 

Ten thousand pounds the worse in my estimation, thought I, 
if she has not; for not one of her charming graces can I dis- 
pense with. 

’Twas always a doubtful point with her mother and Mrs. 
Norton, she owned. But although she was not afraid of it, 
she chose not unnecessarily to rush into places where it was. 

Eight, thought I. Else, I said, it would not have been amiss 
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for her to see the house before she went into the country; for, if 
she liked it not, I was not obliged to have it. 

She asked if she might take a copy of Miss Montague’s 
letter? 

I said she might keep the letter itself, and send it to Miss 
Howe, if she pleased ; for that , I suppose, was her intention. 

She bowed her head to me. 

There, Jack! I shall have her curtsy to me by and by, I 
question not. What a-devil had I to do, to terrify the sweet 
creature by my termagant projects! Yet it was not amiss, I 
believe, to make her afraid of me. She says , I am an impolite 
man, and every polite instance from such a one is deemed 
a favour. 

Talking of the settlements, I told her I had rather that 
Pritchard (mentioned by my Cousin Charlotte) had not been 
consulted on this occasion. Pritchard, indeed, was a very 
honest man; and had been for a generation in the family; and 
knew the estates, and the condition of them, better than either 
my lord or myself: but Pritchard, like other old men, was 
diffident and slow; and valued himself upon his skill as a 
draughtsman; and for the sake of that paltry reputation, must 
have all his forms preserved, were an imperial crown to depend 
upon his dispatch. 

I kissed her unrepulsing hand no less than five times during 
this conversation. Lord, Jack, how my generous heart ran 
over! She was quite obliging at parting. She in a manner 
asked me leave to retire; to reperuse Charlotte’s letter. I think 
she bent her knees to me; but I won’t be sure. How happy 
might we have both been long ago, had the dear creature been 
always as complaisant to me! For I do love respect, and, 
whether I deserved it or not, always had it, till I knew this 
proud beauty. 

And now, Belford, are we in a train, or the deuce is in it. Every 
fortified town has its strong and its weak place. I had carried 
on my attacks against the impregnable parts. I have no 
doubt but I shall either shine or smuggle her out of her cloak, 
since she and Miss Howe have intended to employ a smuggler 
against me. All we wait for now is my lord’s letter. 

But I had like to have forgot to tell thee, that we have been 
not a little alarmed, by some inquiries that have been made 
after me and my beloved by a man of good appearance; who 
yesterday procured a tradesman in the neighbourhood to send 
Dorcas: of whom he asked several questions relating to us; and 
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particularly (as we boarded and lodged in one house) whether 
we were married ? 

This has given my beloved great uneasiness. And 1 could not 
help observing upon it, to her, how right a thing it was that we 
had given out below that we were married . The inquiry, most 
probably, I said, was from her brother’s quarter; and now 
perhaps that our marriage was owned, we should hear no more of 
his machinations. The person, it seems, was curious to know the 
day that the ceremony was performed. But Dorcas refused to 
give him any other particulars than that we were married ; and 
she was the more reserved, as he declined to tell her the motives 
of his inquiry. 

'Letter CV1 — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

May 24. 

The devil take this uncle of mine! He has at last sent me a 
letter which I cannot show, without exposing the head of our 
family for a fool. A confounded parcel of pop-guns has he let 
off upon me. I was in hopes he had exhausted his whole stock 
of this sort in his letter to you. To keep it back, to delay 
sending it, till he had recollected all this farrago of nonsense — 
confound his wisdom of nations , if so much of it is to be scraped 
together, in disgrace of itself, to make one egregious simpleton ! 
But I am glad I am fortified with this piece of flagrant folly, 
however; since, in all human affairs, the convenient and incon- 
venient , the good and the bad , are so mingled, that there is no 
having the one without the other. 

I have already offered the bill enclosed in it to my beloved ; 
and read to her part of the letter. But she refused the 
bill: and as I am in cash myself, I shall return it. She 
seemed very desirous to peruse the whole letter. And when I 
told her, that were it not for exposing the writer, I would 
oblige her, she said it would not be exposing his lordship to show 
it to her; and that she always preferred the heart to the head. 
I knew her meaning; but did not thank her for it. 

All that makes for me in it, I will transcribe for her. Yet 
hang it, she shall have the letter, and my soul with it, for one 
consenting kiss. 

• • • • . • • • 

She has got the letter from me without the reward. Deuce 
take me, if I had the courage to propose the condition. A new 
character this of bashfulness in thy friend. I see that a truly 
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modest woman may make even a confident man keep his distance . 
By my soul, Belford, I believe that nine women in ten, who fall, 
fall either from their own vanity or levity , or for want of circum- 
spection and proper reserves. 


I did intend to take my reward on her returning a letter so 
favourable to us both. But she sent it to me, sealed up, by 
Dorcas. I might have thought that there were two or three 
hints in it, that she would be too nice immediately to appear to. 
I send it to thee ; and here will stop to give thee time to read it. 
Return it as soon as thou hast perused it. 

Letter CV 11 — Lord M. to Robert Lovelace , Esq. 

Tuesday , May 23 . 

It is a long lane that has no turning. Do not despise me for my 
proverbs. You know I was always fond of them; and if you had 
been so too, it would have been the better for you, let me tell you. 
I dare swear, the fine lady you are so likely to be soon happy 
with, will be far from despising them; for I am told that she 
writes well, and that all her letters are full of sentences. God 
convert you ! for nobody but He and this lady can. 

I have no manner of doubt now but that you will marry, as 
your father, and all your ancestors, did before you: else you 
would have had no title to be my heir; nor can your descendants 
have any title to be yours, unless they are legitimate; that ’s 
worth your remembrance, sir! No ?nan is always a fool, every 
man sometimes. But your follies, I hope, are now at an end. 

I know you have vowed revenge against this fine lady’s 
family: but no more of that, now. You must look upon them 
all as your relations; and forgive and forget. And when they 
see you make a good husband and a good father [which God send, 
for all our sakes !] they will wonder at their nonsensical antipathy, 
and beg your pardon: but while they think you a vile fellow, and 
a rake, how can they either love you, or excuse their daughter? 

And methinks I could wish to give a word of comfort to the 
lady, who, doubtless, must be under great fears, how she shall 
be able to hold in such a wild creature as you have hitherto been. 

I would hint to her, that, by strong arguments, and gentle words, 
she may do anything with you ; for though you are too apt to be 
hot, gentle words will cool you, and bring you into the temper 
that is necessary for your cure. 

Would to God, my poor lady, your aunt, who is dead and gone, 
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had been a proper patient for the same remedy! God rest her 
soul! No reflections upon her memory! Worth is best known by 
want I I know hers now; and if I had went first, she would by 
this time have known mine. 

There is great wisdom in that saying, God send me a friend 
that may tell me of my faults : if not , an enemy , and he will. N ot 
that I am your enemy; and that you well know. The more 
noble any one is, the more humble-, so bear with me, if you would 
be thought noble. Am I not your uncle ? And do I not design 
to be better to you than your father could be? Nay, I will be 
your father too, when the happy day comes ; since you desire it : 
and pray make my compliments to my dear niece; and tell her, 
I wonder much that she has so long deferred your happiness. 

Pray let her know as that I will present her (not you) either my 
Lancashire seat, or The Lawn in Hertfordshire ; and settle upon 
her a thousand pounds a year penny-rents; to show her that we 
are not a family to take base advantages: and you may have 
writings drawn, and settle as you will. Honest Pritchard has 
the rent-roll of both these estates; and as he has been a good old 
servant, I recommend him to your lady’s favour. I have 
already consulted him: he will tell you what is best for you, and 
most pleasing to me. 

I am still very bad with my gout; but will come in a litter, as 
soon as the day is fixed: it would be the joy of my heart to join 
your hands. And, let me tell you, if you do not make the best 
of husbands to so good a young lady, and one who has had so 
much courage for your sake, I will renounce you ; and settle all 
I can upon her and hers by you, and leave you out of the question. 

If anything be wanting for your further security, I am ready 
to give it; though you know that my word has always been 
looked upon as my bond. And when the Harlowes know all 
this, let us see whether they are able to blush, and take shame 
to themselves. 

Lady Sarah and Lady Betty want only to know the day, to 
make all the country round them blaze, and all their tenants 
mad. And, if any one of mine be sober upon the occasion, 
Pritchard shall eject him. And, on the birth of the first child, 
if a son, I will do something more for you, and repeat all our 
rejoicings. 

I ought indeed to have written sooner. But I knew that if 
you thought me long, and were in haste as to your nuptials, you 
would write and tell me so. But my gout was very troublesome: 
and I am but a slow writer, you know, at best : for composing is 
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a thing that, though formerly I was very ready at it (as my 
Lord Lexington used to say), yet having left it off a great while, 
I am not so now. And I choose, on this occasion, to write all 
out of my own head and memory; and to give you my best 
advice; for I may never have such an opportunity again. You 
have had (God mend you !) a strange way of turning your back 
upon all I have said : this once, I hope, you will be more attentive 
to the advice I give you for your own good. 

I had still another end; nay, two other ends. 

The one was. That now you are upon the borders of wedlock, 
as I may say, and all your wild oats will be sown y I would give 
you some instructions as to your public as well as private 
behaviour in life; which, intending you so much good as I do, 
you ought to hear; and perhaps would never have listened to, 
on any less extraordinary occasion. 

The second is. That your dear lady-elect (who is it seems 
herself so fine and so sententious a writer) will see by this, that 
it is not our faults, nor for want of the best advice, that you 
was not a better man than you have hitherto been. 

And now, in few words, for the conduct I would wish you to 
follow in public, as well as in private, if you would think me 
worthy of advising. It shall be short ; so be not uneasy. 

As to the private life: Love your lady as she deserves. Let 
your actions praise you. Be a good husband ; and so give the lie 
to all your enemies; and make them ashamed of their scandals: 
and let us have pride in saying, that Miss Harlowe has not done 
either herself or family any discredit by coming among us. Do 
this; and I, and Lady Sarah, and Lady Betty, will love you 


for ever. . • 

As to your public conduct — this as follows is what I could 

wish: but I reckon your lady’s wisdom will put us both right — 
no disparagement, sir; since, with all your wit, you have not 
hitherto shown much wisdom, you know. 

Get into Parliament as soon as you can: for you have talons 
to make a great figure there. Who so proper to assist in making 
new holding laws, as those whom no law in being could hold? ? 

Then, for so long as you will give attendance in St. Stephen s 
chapel — its being called a chapel, I hope, will not disgust you : I 
am sure I have known many a riot there: a speaker has a hard 
time of it ! but we peers have more decorum — but what was I 


going to say? I must go back. 

For so long as you will give your attendance in Parliament, 
for so long will you be out of mischief; out of private mischief. 
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at least: and may St. Stephen’s fate be yours, if you wilfully do 
public mischief! 

When a new election comes, you will have two or three 
boroughs, you know, to choose out of: but if you stay till then, 
I had rather you were for the shire. 

You will have interest enough, I am sure; and being so hand- 
some a man, the women will make their husbands vote for 
you. 

I shall long to read your speeches. I expect you will speak, 
if occasion offer, the very first day. You want no courage; 
and think highly enough of yourself, and lowly enough of every- 
body else, to speak on all occasions. 

As to the methods of the house, you have spirit enough, I 
fear, to be too much above them: take care of that. I don’t so 
much fear your want of good manners. To men , you want no 
decency, if they don’t provoke you : as to that, I wish you would 
only learn to be as patient of contradiction from others , as you 
would have other people be to you. 

Although I would not have you to be a courtier; neither would 
I have you to be a malcontent. I remember {for I have it down) 
what my old friend Archibald Hutcheson said; and it was a very 
good saying (to Mr. Secretary Craggs, I think it was): “I look 
upon an administration as entitled to every vote I can with 
good conscience give it; for a House of Commons should not 
needlessly put drags upon the wheels of Government: and, when 
I have not given it my vote, it was with regret: and, for my 
country’s sake, I wished with all my heart the measure had been 
such as I could have approved.” 

And another saying he had, which was this: “Neither can an 
opposition, neither can a ministry, be always wrong. To be a 
plumb man, therefore, with either, is an infallible mark, that that 
man must mean more and worse than he will own he does mean.” 

Are these sayings bad, sir? Are they to be despised? Well 
then, why should I be despised for remembering them, and 
quoting them, as I love to do ? Let me tell you, if you loved my 
company more than you do, you would not be the worse for it. 
I may say so without any vanity; since it is other men's wisdom, 
and not my own, that I am so fond of. 

But to add a word or two more, on this occasion; and I may 
never have such another; for you must read this through. Love 
honest men, and herd with them, in the house and out of the house ; 
by whatever names they be dignified or distinguished : Keep good 
men company, and you shall be of their number. But did I, or did 
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I not, write this before? Writing, at so many different times, 
and such a quantity, one may forget. 

You may come in for the title when I am dead and gone — 
God help me! So I would have you keep an equilibrium. If 
once you get the name of being a fine speaker, you may have 
anything: and, to be sure, you have naturally a great deal of 
elocution; a tongue that would delude an angel, as the women 
say — to their sorrow, some of them, poor creatures! A leading 
man in the House of Commons is a very important character; 
because that House has the giving of money: and money makes 
the mare to go; ay, and queens and kings too, sometimes, to go in 
a manner very different from what they might otherwise choose 
to go, let me tell you. 

However, methinks, I would not have you take a place neither. 
It will double your value, and your interest, if it be believed 
that you will not: for, as you will then stand in no man’s way, 
you will have no envy; but pure sterling respect; and both sides 
will court you. 

For your part, you will not want a place, as some others do, 
to piece up their broken fortunes. If you can now live reputably 
upon two thousand pounds a year, it will be hard if you cannot 
hereafter live upon seven or eight — less you will not have, if you 
oblige me; as now by marrying so fine a lady, very much you 
will — and all this, over and above Lady Betty’s and Lady Sarah’s 
favours! What, in the name of wonder, could possibly possess 
the proud Harlowes ! That son, that son of theirs ! But, for his 
dear sister’s sake, I will say no more of him. 

I never was offered a place myself: and the only one I would 
have taken, had I been offered it, was Master of the Buckhounds ; 
for I loved hunting when I was young; and it carries a good 
sound with it for us who live in the country. Often have I 
thought of that excellent old adage: He that eats the king's goose , 
shall be choked with his feathers. I wish to the Lord, this was 
thoroughly considered by place-hunters ! It would be better for 
them, and for their poor families. 

I could say a great deal more, and all equally to the purpose. 
But really I am tired ; and so I doubt are you. And besides, 
I would reserve something for conversation. 

My nieces Montague, and Lady Sarah and Lady Betty, join 
in compliments to my niece that is to be. If she would choose 
to have the knot tied among us, pray tell her that we shall see it 
securely done', and we will make all the country ring and blaze 
for a week together. But so, I believe, I said before. 
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If anything further may be needful toward promoting your 
reciprocal felicity, let me know it; and how you order about the 
day; and all that. The enclosed bill is very much at your 
service. It is payable at sight, as whatever else you may have 
occasion for, shall be. 

So God bless you both; and make things as convenient to my 
gout as you can ; though be it whenever it will, I will hobble to 
you; for I long to see you; and still more to see my niece; and 
am (in expectation of this happy opportunity) 

Your most affectionate uncle, 

M. 


Letter CVII1 — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

Thursday , May 25. 

Thou seest, Belford, how we now drive before the wind. The 
dear creature now comes almost at the first word, whenever I 
desire the honour of her company. I told her last night, that, 
apprehending delay from Pritchard’s slowness, I was determined 
to leave it to my lord to make his compliments in his own way; 
and had actually that afternoon put my writings into the hands of 
a very eminent lawyer. Counsellor Williams, with directions for 
him to draw up settlements from my own estate, and conform- 
ably to those of my mother; which I put into his hands at the 
same time. It had been, I assured her, no small part of my 
concern, that her frequent displeasure, and our mutual mis- 
apprehensions, had hindered me from advising with her before 
on this subject. Indeed, indeed, my dearest life, said I, you have 
hitherto afforded me but a very thorny courtship. 

She was silent. Kindly silent. For well know I, that she 
could have recriminated upon me with a vengeance. But I was 
willing to see if she were not loath to disoblige me now. I 
comforted myself, I said, with the hopes that all my difficulties 
were now over; and that every past disobligation would be 
buried in oblivion. 

Now, Belford, I have actually deposited these writings with 
Counsellor Williams ; and I expect the drafts in a week at 
furthest. So shall be doubly armed. For if I attempt , and fail , 
these will be ready to throw in, to make her have patience with 
me till I can try again. 

I have more contrivances still in embryo. I could tell thee 
of a hundred, and yet hold another hundred in petto , to pop 
in as I go along, to excite thy surprise, and to keep up thy 
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attention. Nor rave thou at me; but, if thou art my friend, 
think of Miss Howe's letters, and of her smuggling scheme. All 
owing to my fair captive’s informations and incitements. Am 
I not a villain , a fool, a Beelzebub, with them already? Yet no 
harm done by me, nor so much as attempted ? 

Everything of this nature, the dear creature answered (with a 
downcast eye, and a blushing cheek), she left to me. 

I proposed my lord’s chapel for the celebration, where we 
might have the presence of Lady Betty, Lady Sarah, and my 
two cousins Montague. 

She seemed not to favour a public celebration; and waived 
this subject for the present. I doubted not but she would be 
as willing as I to decline a public wedding; so I pressed not this 
matter further just then. 

But patterns I actually produced,-, and a jeweller was to bring 
us this day several sets of jewels for her choice. But the patterns 
she would not open. She sighed at the mention of them; the 
second patterns, she said, that had been offered to her 1 : and 
very peremptorily forbid the jeweller’s coming: as well as 
declined my offer of causing my mother’s to be new set; at least 
for the present. 

I do assure thee, Belford, I was in earnest in all this. My 
whole estate is nothing to me, put in competition with her 
hoped-for favour. 

She then told me that she had put into writing her opinion 
of my general proposals; and there had expressed her mind 
as to clothes and jewels: but on my strange behaviour to her 
( for no cause that she knew of) on Sunday night, she had torn 
the paper in two. 

I earnestly pressed her to let me be favoured with a sight of 
this paper, torn as it was. And after some hesitation, she 
withdrew, and sent it to me by Dorcas. 

I perused it again. It was in a manner new to me, though I 
had read it so lately: and, by my soul, I could hardly stand it. 
A hundred admirable creatures I called her to myself. But I 
charge thee, write not a word to me in her favour if thou meanest 
her well ; for if I spare her, it must be all ex mero motu. 

You may easily suppose, when I was re-admitted to her 
presence, that I ran over in her praises, and in vows of gratitude, 
and everlasting love. But here ’s the devil; she still receives 
all I say with reserve; or if it be not with reserve, she receives 
it so much as her due, that she is not at all raised by it. Some 

1 See vol. i, pp. 207, et seq. 
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women are undone by praise, by flattery. I myself, a man, 
am proud of praise. Perhaps thou wilt say, that those are most 
proud of it who least deserve it; as those are of riches and 
grandeur who are not bom to either. I own that, to be superior 
to these foibles, it requires a soul. Have I not then a soul? 
Surely, I have. Let me then be considered as an exception to 
the rule. 

Now have I foundation to go upon in my terms. My lord, 
in the exuberance of his generosity, mentions a thousand pounds 
a year penny-rents. This I know, that were I to marry this 
lady, he would rather settle upon her all he has a mind to settle, 
than upon me. He has even threatened, that if I prove not a 
good husband to her, he will leave all he can at his death from 
me to her. Yet considers not that a woman so perfect can never 
be displeased with her husband but to his disgrace; for who will 
blame her ? Another reason why a Lovelace should not wish 
to marry a Clarissa. 

But what a pretty fellow of an uncle is this foolish peer, to 
think of making a wife independent of her emperor, and a rebel 
of course; yet smarted himself for an error of this kind! 

My beloved, in her tom paper, mentions but two hundred 
pounds a year, for her separate use. I insisted upon her naming 
a larger sum. She said it might then be three; and I, for fear 
she should suspect very large offers, named only five; but added 
the entire disposal of all arrears in her father’s hands, for the 
benefit of Mrs. Norton or whom she pleased. 

She said that the good woman would be uneasy if anything 
more than a competency were done for her. She was for 
suiting all her dispositions of this kind, she said, to the usual way 
of life of the person. To go beyond it, was but to put the benefited 
upon projects, or to make them awkward in a new state; when 
they might shine in that to which they were accustomed. And 
to put it into so good a mother’s power to give her son a beginning 
in his business at a proper time; yet to leave her something for 
herself, to set her above want, or above the necessity of taking 
back from her child what she had been enabled to bestow upon 
him; would be the height of such a worthy parent’s ambition. 

Here ’s prudence! Here ’s judgment in so young a creature! 
How do I hate the Harlowes for producing such an angel ! O 
why, why, did she refuse my sincere address to tie the knot 
before we came to this house ! 

But yet, what mortifies my pride is, that this exalted creature, 
if I were to marry her, would not be governed in her behaviour 
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to me by love, but by generosity merely, or by blind duty; and 
had rather live single, than be mine. 

I cannot bear this. I would have the woman whom I honour 
with my name, if ever I confer this honour upon any, forego 
even her superior duties for me. I would have her look after 
me when I go out, as far as she can see me, as my Rosebud after 
her Johnny; and meet me at my return with rapture. I would 
be the subject of her dreams, as well as of her waking thoughts. 
I would have her think every moment lost, that is not passed 
with me: sing to me, read to me, play to me when I pleased; no 
joy so great as in obeying me. When I should be inclined to 
love, overwhelm me with it; when to be serious or solitary, if 
apprehensive of intrusion, retiring at a nod; approaching me 
only if I smiled encouragement: steal into my presence with 
silence; out of it, if not noticed, on tiptoe. Be a lady easy to all 
my pleasures, and valuing those most who most contributed to 
them ; only sighing in private, that it was not herself at the time. 
Thus of old did the contending wives of the honest patriarchs; 
each recommending her handmaid to her lord, as she thought 
it would oblige him, and looking upon the genial product as 
her own. 

The gentle Waller says. Women are born to be controlled. 
Gentle as he was, he knew that. A tyrant husband makes a 
dutiful wife. And why do the sex love rakes, but because they 
know how to direct their uncertain wills, and manage them? 


Another agreeable conversation. The Day of days the subject. 
As to fixing a particular one, that need not be done, my charmer 
says, till the settlements are completed. As to marrying at my 
lord’s chapel, the ladies of my family present, that would be 
making a public affair of it; and the dear creature observed with 
regret, that it seemed to be my lord’s intention to make it so. 

It could not be imagined, I said, but that his lordship’s 
setting out in a litter, and coming to town, as well as his taste 
for glare, and the joy he would take to see me married at last, 
and to her dear self, would give it as much the air of a public 
marriage, as if the ceremony were performed at his own chapel, 
all the ladies present. 

I cannot, said she, endure the thoughts of a public day. It 
will carry with it an air of insult upon my whole family. And, 
for my part, if my lord will not take it amiss [and perhaps he will 
not, as the motion came not from himself, but from you, Mr. 
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Lovelace], I will very willingly dispense with his lordship’s 
presence; the rather, as dress and appearance then will be 
unnecessary; for I cannot bear to think of decking my person 
while my parents are in tears. 

How excellent this! Yet do not her parents richly deserve 
to be in tears ? 

See, Belford, with so charming a niceness, we might have been 
a long time ago upon the verge of the state, and yet found a 
great deal to do, before we entered*1nto it. 

All obedience, all resignation — no will but hers. I withdrew, 
and wrote directly to my lord ; and she not disapproving of it, 

I sent it away. The purport as follows; for I took no copy. 

“That I was much obliged to his lordship for his intended 
goodness to me, on an occasion the most solemn of my life. 
That the admirable lady, whom he so justly praised, thought his 
lordship’s proposals in her favour too high. That she chose not 
to make a public appearance, if, without disobliging my friends, 
she could avoid it, till a reconciliation with her own could be 
effected. That although she expressed a grateful sense of his 
lordship’s consent to give her to me with his own hand; yet 
presuming that the motive to this kind intention was rather 
to do her honour, than it otherwise would have been his 
own choice (especially as travelling would be at this time 
so inconvenient to him), she thought it advisable to save his 
lordship trouble on this occasion; and hoped he would take as 
meant her declining the favour. 

“That the Lawn will be most acceptable to us both to retire 
to ; and the rather, as it is so to his lordship. 

‘‘But, if he pleases, the jointure may be made from my own 
estate; leaving to his lordship’s goodness the alternative.” 

I conclude with telling him, “That I had offered to present 
the lady his lordship’s bill; but on her declining to accept of it 
(having myself no present occasion for it) I return it enclosed, 
with my thanks, etc.” 

And is not this going a plaguy length ? What a figure should I 
make in rakish annals, if at last I should be caught in my own gin ? 

The sex may say what they will, but a poor innocent fellow 
had need to take great care of himself, when he dances upon the • 
edge of the matrimonial precipice. Many a faint-hearted man, 
when he began in jest, or only designed to ape gallantry, has been 
forced into earnest, by being over-prompt, and taken at his 
word, not knowing how to own that he meant less than 
the lady supposed he meant. I am the better enabled to judge 



4*8 THE HISTORY OF [let. 

that this must have been the case of many a sneaking varlet; 
because I, who know the female world as well as any man in it 
of my standing, am so frequently in doubt of myself, and know 
not what to make of the matter. 

Then these little sly rogues, how they lie couchant, ready to 
spring upon us harmless fellows the moment we are in their 
reach ! When the ice is once broken for them, how swiftly can 
they make to port! Meantime, the subject they can least speak 
to, they most think of. Nor can you talk of the ceremony 
before they have laid out in their minds how it is all to be. 
Little saucy-face designers! how first they draw themselves in, 
then us ! 

But be all these things as they will. Lord M. never in his life 
received so handsome a letter as this from his nephew 

Lovelace. 

The lady, after having given to Miss Howe the particulars 
contained in Mr. Lovelace's last letter, thus expresses herself : 

A principal consolation arising from these favourable ap- 
pearances, is, that I, who have now but one only friend, shall 
most probably, and, if it be not my own fault, have as many 
new ones as there are persons in Mr. Lovelace’s family; and this 
whether Mr. Lovelace treat me kindly or not. And who knows, 
but that by degrees, those new friends, by their rank and merit, 
may have weight enough to get me restored to the favour of my 
relations? Till which can be effected, I shall not be tolerably 
easy. Happy I never expect to be. Mr. Lovelace’s mind and 
mine are vastly different; different in essentials. 

But as matters are at present circumstanced, I pray you, my 
dear friend, to keep to yourself everything that might bring 
discredit to him, if revealed. Better anybody expose a man than 
a wife, if I am to be his; and what is said by you will be thought 
to come from me. 

It shall be my constant prayer, that all the felicities which 
this world can afford, may be yours. And that the Almighty 
will never suffer you nor yours, to the remotest posterity, to 
want such a friend as my Anna Howe has been to 

Her Clarissa Harlowe. 

Letter C1X — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

And now that my beloved seems secure in my net, for my project 
upon the vixen Miss Howe, and upon her mother: in which the 
officious prancer Hickman is to come in for a dash. 
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But why upon her mother, methinks thou askest; who, 
unknown to herself, has only acted, by thy impulse, through 
thy agent Joseph Leman, upon the folly of old Tony the 
uncle ? 

No matter for that: she believes she acts upon her own 
judgment ; and deserves to be punished for pretending to 
judgment, when she has none. Every living soul, but myself, 
I can tell thee, shall be punished, that treats either cruelly or 
disrespectfully so adored a lady. What a plague! is it not 
enough that she is teased and tormented in person by me ? 

I have already broken the matter to our three confederates; 
as a supposed , not a resolved-on case indeed. And yet they 
know that with me, in a piece of mischief, execution, with its 
swiftest feet, is seldom three paces behind projection, which 
hardly ever limps neither. 

Mowbray is not against it. It is a scheme, he says, worthy 
of us: and we have not done anything for a good while that has 
made a noise. 

Belton indeed hesitates a little, because matters go wrong 
between him and his Thomasine; and the poor fellow has not the 
courage to have his sore place probed to the bottom. 

Tourville has started a fresh game, and shrugs his shoulders, 
and should not choose to go abroad at present, if I please. For 
I apprehend that (from the nature of the project) there will be 
a kind of necessity to travel, till all is blown over. 

To me, one country is as good as another; and I shall soon, I 
suppose, choose to quit this paltry island ; except the mistress of 
my fate will consent to cohabit at home ; and so lay me under no 
necessity oi surprising her into foreign parts. Travelling, thou 
knowe s t, gives the sexes charming opportunities of being 
familiar with one another. A very few days and nights must 
now decide all matters betwixt me and my fair inimitable. 

Doleman, who can act in these causes only as chamber- 
counsel, will inform us by pen and ink [his right hand and right 
side haying not yet been struck, and the other side beginning to 
be sensible] of all that shall occur in our absence. 

— As for thee, we had rather have thy company than not ; 
for, although thou art a wretched fellow at contrivance, yet art 
thou intrepid at execution. But as thy present engagements 
make thy attendance uncertain, I am not for making thy part 
necessary to our scheme; but for leaving thee to come after us 
when abroad. I know thou canst not long live without us. 

The project, in short, is this: Mrs. Howe has an elder sister in 
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the Isle of Wight, who is lately a widow; and I am well informed, 
that the mother and daughter have engaged, before the latter is 
married, to pay a visit to this lady, who is rich, and intends 
Miss for her heiress; and in the interim will make her some 
valuable presents on her approaching nuptials; which, as Mrs. 
Howe, who loves money more than anything but herself, told 
one of my acquaintance, would be worth fetching. 

Now, Jack, nothing more need be done than to hire a little 
trim vessel, which shall sail a pleasuring backward and forward 
to Portsmouth, Spithead, and the Isle of Wight, for a week or 
fortnight before we enter upon our parts of the plot. And as 
Mrs. Howe will be for making the best bargain she can for her 
passage, the master of the vessel may have orders (as a per- 
quisite allowed him by his owners) to take what she will give: and 
the master’s name, be it what it will, shall be Ganmore on the 
occasion; for I know a rogue of that name, who is not obliged to 
be of any country, any more than we. 

Well, then, we will imagine them on board. I will be there 
in disguise. They know not any of ye four — supposing (the 
scheme so inviting) that thou canst be one. 

’Tis plaguy hard, if we cannot find, or make , a storm. 

Perhaps they will be seasick: but whether they be or not, no 
doubt they will keep their cabin. 

Here will be Mrs. Howe, Miss Howe, Mr. Hickman, a maid, 
and a footman, I suppose; and thus we will order it: 

I know it will be hard weather: I know it will: and before 
there can be the least suspicion of the matter, we shall be in 
sight of Guernsey, Jersey, Dieppe, Cherbourg, or any-whither on 
the French coast that it shall please us to agree with the winds 
to blow us: and then, securing the footman, and the women 
being separated, one of us, according to lots that may be cast, 
shall overcome, either by persuasion or force, the maidservant: 
that will be no hard task; and she is a likely wench [I have seen 
her often]: one, Mrs. Howe; nor can there be much difficulty 
there; for she is full of health and life, and has been long a widow: 
another [that, says the princely lion, must be /!] the saucy 
daughter ; who will be too much frightened to make great resist- 
ance [violent spirits, in that sex, are seldom true spirits — ’tis but 
where they can] : and after beating about the coast for three or 
four days for recreation’s sake, and to make sure work, and till we 
see our sullen birds begin to eat and sip, we will set them all 
ashore where it will be most convenient; sell the vessel [to 
Mrs. Townsend’s agents, with all my b ear C or some other 
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smugglers] or give it to Ganmore ; and pursue our travels, and 
tarry abroad till all is hushed up. 

Now I know thou wilt make difficulties, as it is thy way; 
while it is mine to conquer them. My other vassals made theirs ; 
and I condescended to obviate them: as thus I will thine, first 
stating them for thee according to what I know of thy phlegm. 

What, in the first place, wilt thou ask, shall be done with 
Hickman? who will be in full parade of dress and primness, in 
order to show the old aunt what a devilish clever fellow of a 
nephew she is to have. 

What! I ’ll tell thee — Hickman, in good manners, will leave 
the women in their cabin — and, to show his courage with his 
breeding, be upon deck. 

Well, and suppose he is? 

Suppose he is! Why then I hope it is easy for Ganmore, or 
anybody else, myself suppose in my pea-jacket and great watch- 
coat (if any other make a scruple to do it), while he stands in the 
way, gaping and staring like a novice, to stumble against him, 
and push him overboard! A rich thought! — is it not, Belford ? 
He is certainly plaguy officious in the ladies’ correspondence; and, 
I am informed, plays double between mother and daughter, in 
fear of both. Dost not see him. Jack? I do — popping up and 
down, his wig and hat floating by him; and paddling, pawing, 
and dashing, like a frightened mongrel — I am afraid he never 
ventured to learn to swim. 

But thou wilt not drown the poor fellow; wilt thou ? 

No, no! That is not necessary to the project. I hate to do 
mischief supererogatory. ' The skiff shall be ready to save him, 
while the vessel keeps its course: he shall be set on shore with the 
loss of wig and hat only, and of half of his little wits, at the place 
where he embarked, or anywhere else. 

Well, but shall we not be in danger of being hanged for three 
such enormous rapes, although Hickman should escape with 
only a bellyful of sea water? 

Yes, to be sure, when caught. But is there any likelihood of 
that? Besides, have we not been in danger before now, for 
worse facts? And what is there in being only in danger ? If we 
actually were to appear in open day in England before matters 
are made up, there will be greater likelihood that these women 
will not prosecute, than that they will. For my own part, I 
should wish they may. Would not a brave fellow choose to 
appear in court to such an arraignment, confronting women who 
would do credit to his attempt? The country is more merciful 
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in these cases than in any others'. I should therefore like to put 
myself upon my country. 

Let me indulge a few reflections upon what thou mayst think 
the worst that can happen. I will suppose that thou art one 
of us; and that all five are actually brought to trial on this 
occasion : how bravely shall we enter a court, 1 at the head of you, 
dressed out each man, as if to his wedding-appearance ! You are 
sure of all the women, old and young, of your side. What brave 
fellows ! What fine gentlemen ! There goes a charming handsome 
man ! meaning me, to be sure ! Who could find in their hearts to 
hang such a gentleman as that! whispers one lady, sitting, 
perhaps, on the right hand of the Recorder [I suppose the scene 
to be in London]: while another disbelieves that any woman 
could fairly swear against me. All will crowd after me: it will 
be each man’s happiness (if ye shall chance to be bashful) to be 
neglected: I shall be found to be the greatest criminal; and my 
safety, for which the general voice will be engaged, will be yours. 

But then comes the triumph of triumphs, that will make the 
accused look up, while the accusers are covered with confusion. 

Make room there! Stand by! Give back! One receiving a 
rap, another an elbow, half a score a push apiece ! 

Enter the slow-moving, hooded-faced, down-looking plaintiffs. 

And first the widow, with a sorrowful countenance, though 
half-veiled, pitying her daughter more than herself. The people, 
the women especially, who on this occasion will be five-sixths of 
the spectators, reproaching her. You ’d have the conscience, 
would you, to have five such brave gentlemen as these hanged 
for you know not what ? 

Next comes the poor maid — who perhaps has been ravished 
twenty times before; and had not appeared now, but for 
company-sake; mincing, simpering, weeping, by turns; not 
knowing whether she should be sorry or glad. 

But every eye dwells upon Miss! See, see, the handsome 
gentleman bows to her! 

To the very ground, to be sure, I shall bow; and kiss my hand. 

See her confusion! See! She turns from him! Ay! that’s 
because it is in open court, cries an arch one! While others 
admire her. Ay! that ’s a girl worth venturing one’s neck for! 

Then we shall be praised — even the judges, and the whole 
crowded bench, will acquit us in their hearts; and every single 
man wish he had been me ! — the women, all the time, disclaiming 
prosecution, were the case to be their own. To be sure, Belford, 
the sufferers cannot put half so good a face upon the matter as we. 
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Then what a noise will this matter make ! Is it not enough, 
suppose us moving from the prison to the Sessions-house , 1 to 
make a noble heart thump it away most gloriously, when such 
a one finds himself attended to his trial by a parade of guards 
and officers, of miens and aspects warlike and unwarlike; him- 
self their whole care, and their business ! Weapons in their hands, 
some bright, some rusty, equally venerable for their antiquity 
and inoffensiveness! others, of more authoritative demeanour, 
strutting before with fine painted staves ! shoals of people follow- 
ing, with a Which is he whom the young lady appears against ? 
Then, let us look down, look up, look round, which way we will, 
we shall see all the doors, the shops, the windows, the sign-irons 
and balconies (garrets, gutters, and chimney-tops included) all 
white-capped, black-hooded, and periwigged, or crop-eared up 
by the immobile vulgus : while the floating street-swarmers , who 
have seen us pass by at one place, run with stretched-out necks, 
and strained eyeballs, a round-about way, and elbow and 
shoulder themselves into places by which we have not passed, 
in order to obtain another sight of us; every street continuing to 
pour out its swarms of late-comers, to add to the gathering 
snowball; who are content to take descriptions of our persons, 
behaviour, and countenances, from those who had the good 
fortune to have been in time to see us. 

Let me tell thee, Jack, I see not why (to judge according to 

our principles and practices) we should not be as much elated in 

our march, were this to happen to us, as others may be upon any 

other the most mob -attracting occasion — suppose a lord mayor 

on his gaudy ; suppose a victorious general, or ambassador, on 

his public entry — suppose (as I began with the lowest ) the 

grandest parade that can be supposed, a coronation — for, in all 

these, do not the royal guard, the heroic trained bands, the 

pendent, clinging throngs of spectators, with their waving heads 

rolling to and fro from house-tops to house-bottoms and street- 

ways, as I have above described, make the principal part of the 
raree-show ? 

And let me ask thee if thou dost not think, that either the 
mayor, the ambassador, or the general, would not make very 
pitiful figures on their galas, did not the trumpets and tabrets 
call together the canaille to gaze at them? Nor perhaps should 
we be the most guilty heroes neither: for who knows how the 

1 VV ithin th es e few years past, a passage bas been made from the prison 
to the Sessions-house, whereby malefactors are carried into court without 
going through the street. Lovelace’s triumph on their supposed inarch 
shows the wisdom of this alteration. 
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magistrate may have obtained his gold chain? While the 
general probably returns from cutting of throats, and from 
murders, sanctified by custom only. Caesar, we are told , 1 had 
won, at the age of fifty-six, when he was assassinated, fifty 
pitched battles, had taken by assault above a thousand towns, 
and slain near 1,200,000 men; I suppose exclusive of those who 
fell on his own side in slaying them. Are not you and I, Jack, 
innocent men, and babes in swaddling-clothes, compared to 
Caesar, and to his predecessor in heroism, Alexander, dubbed for 
murders and depredation Magnus ? 

The principal difference that strikes me in the comparison 
between us and the mayor, the ambassador, the general, on their 
gaudies, is, that the mob make a greater noise, a louder huzzaing, 
in the one case than in the other, which is called acclamation , 
and ends frequently in higher taste, by throwing dead animals 
at one another, before they disperse; in which they have as much 
joy as in the former part of the triumph: while they will attend 
us with all the marks of an awful or silent (at most only a 
whispering) respect; their mouths distended, as if set open with 
gags, and their voices generally lost in goggle-eyed admiration. 

Well, but suppose, after all, we are convicted; what have we 
to do, but in time make over our estates, that the sheriffs may 
not revel in our spoils? There is no fear of being hanged for such 
a crime as this, while we have money or friends . And suppose 
even the worst, that two or three were to die, have we not a 
chance, each man of us, to escape ? The devil ’s in ’em, if they ’ll 
hang five for ravishing three ! 

I know I shall get off for one — were it but for family sake: 
and being a handsome fellow, I shall have a dozen or two of 
young maidens, all dressed in white, go to court to beg my life. 
And what a pretty show they will make, with their white hoods, 
white gowns, white petticoats, white scarves, white gloves, 
kneeling for me, with their white handkerchiefs at their eyes, 
in two pretty rows, as his majesty walks through them, and nods 
my pardon for their sakes ! And, if once pardoned, all is over: 
for. Jack, in a crime of this nature there lies no appeal, as in 
a murder. 

So thou seest the worst that can happen, should we not make 
the grand tour upon this occasion, but stay and take our trials. 
But it is most likely that they will not prosecute at all. If not, 
no risk on our side will be run: only taking our pleasure 

1 Pliny gives this account, putting the number of men slain at 1,100,092. 
See also Lipsius de Constantia. 
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abroad, at the worst; leaving friends tired of us, in order, after a 
time, to return to the same friends endeared to us, as we to 
them, by absence. 

This, Jack, is my scheme, at the first running. I know it is 
capable of improvement — for example : I can land these ladies in 
France; whip over before they can get a passage back, or before 
Hickman can have recovered his fright; and so find means to 
entrap my beloved on board — and then all will be right; and I 
need not care if I were never to return to England. 

Memorandum, to be considered of — Whether, in order to 
complete my vengeance, I cannot contrive to kidnap away either 
James Harlowe or Solmes? or both? A man. Jack, would not 
go into exile for nothing. 

Letter CX — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

If, Belford, thou likest not my plot upon Miss Howe, I have 
three or four more as good in my own opinion; better, perhaps, 
they will be in thine: and so ’tis but getting loose from thy 
present engagement, and thou shalt pick and choose. But as 
for thy three brethren, they must do as I would have them : 
and so, indeed, must thou, else why am I your general? But I 
will refer this subject to its proper season. Thou knowest that 
I never absolutely conclude upon a project, till ’tis time for 
execution; and then lightning strikes not quicker than I. 

And now to the subject next my heart. 

Wilt thou believe me, when I tell thee, that I have so many 
contrivances rising up and crowding upon me for preference, 
with regard to my Gloriana, that I hardly know which to choose? 
I could tell thee of no less than six princely ones, any of which 
must do. But as the dear creature has not grudged giving me 
trouble, I think I ought not, in gratitude, to spare combustibles 
for her ; but, on the contrary, to make her stare and stand aghast 
by springing three or four mines at once. 

Thou rememberest what Shakespeare, in his Troilus and 
Cressida, makes Hector, who, however, is not used to boast, 
say to Achilles, in an interview between them; and which' 
applied to this watchful lady, and to the vexation she has given 
me, and to the certainty I now think I have of subduing her, 
will run thus; supposing the charmer before me; and I meditat- 
ing her sweet person from head to foot : 

Henceforth, O watchful fair one, guard thee well * 

For I '11 not kill thee There ! nor There ! nor There ! 

But, by the zone that^circles Venus' waist. 



426 


[let. 


THE HISTORY OF 

I 'II kill thee Ev’rywhere; yea, o'er and o'er. 

Thou, wisest Belford, pardon me this brag: 

Her watchfulness draws folly from my lips; 

But I '11 endeavour deeds to match the words. 

Or may I never 

Then, I imagine thee interposing to qualify my impatience, 
as Ajax did to Achilles: 

Do not chafe thee, cousin: 

And let these threats alone. 

Till accident or purpose bring thee to it. 

All that vexes me, in the midst of my gloried-in devices, is, 
that there is a sorry fellow in the world, who has presumed to 
question whether the prize, when obtained, is worthy of the 
pains it costs me: yet knows with what patience and trouble a 
birdman will spread an acre of ground with gins and snares; 
set up his stalking-horse, his glasses; plant his decoy-birds, and 
invite the feathered throng by his whistle; and all his prize 
at last (the reward of early hours, and of a whole morning’s 
pains) only a simple linnet. 

To be serious, Belford, I must acknowledge that all our 
pursuits, from childhood to manhood, are only trifles of different 
sorts and sizes, proportioned to our years and views: but then 
is not a fine woman the noblest trifle that ever was or could be 
obtained by man? And to what purpose do we say obtained , if 
it be not in the way we wish for? If a man is rather to be her 
prize, than she his? 


And now, Belford, what dost think ? 

That thou art a cursed fellow, if 

If — no if’s. But I shall be very sick to-morrow. I shall, 
’faith. 

Sick! Why sick? What a-devil shouldst thou be sick for? 

For more good reasons than one. Jack. 

I should be glad to hear but one. Sick, quotha! Of all thy 
roguish inventions I should not have thought of this. 

Perhaps thou thinkest my view to be, to draw the lady to my 
bedside: that ’s a trick of three or four thousand years old; and 
I should find it much more to my purpose, if I could get to 
hers. However, I ’ll condescend to make thee as wise as myself. 

I am excessively disturbed about this smuggling scheme of 
Miss Howe. I have no doubt that my fair one, were I to make 
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an attempt, and miscarry, will fly from me, if she can. I once 
believed she loved me: but now I doubt whether she does or not: 
at least, that it is with such an ardour , as Miss Howe calls it, as 
will make her overlook a premeditated fault, should I be guilty 
of one. 

And what will being sick do for thee ? 

Have patience. I don’t intend to be so very bad as Dorcas 
shall represent me to be. But yet I know I shall reach con- 
foundedly, and bring up some clotted blood. To be sure, I 
shall break a vessel: there ’s no doubt of that: and a bottle of 
Eaton’s Styptic shall be sent for; but no doctor. If she has 
hutnanity, she will be concerned. But if she has love , let it have 
been pushed ever so far back, it will, on this occasion, come 
forward and show itself ; not only in her eye, but in every line of 
her sweet face. 

I will be very intrepid. I will not fear death, or anything else. 
I will be sure of being well in an hour or two, having formerly 
found great benefit by this astringent medicine, on occasion of 
an inward bruise by a fall from my horse in hunting, of which 
perhaps this malady may be the remains. And this will show 
her, that though those about me may make the most of it, I do 
not; and so can have no design in it. 

Well, methinks thou sayest, I begin to think tolerably of 
this device. 

I knew thou wouldst, when I explained myself. Another 
time prepare to wonder; and banish doubt. 

Now, Belford, if she be not much concerned at the broken 
vessel, which, in one so fiery in his temper as I have the reputation 
to be thought, may be very dangerous; a malady that I shall 
calmly attribute to the harasses and doubts under which I have 
laboured for some time past; and this will be a further proof of 
my love, and will demand a grateful return. 

And what then, thou egregious contriver? 

Why then I shall have the less remorse , if I am to use a little 
violence : for can she deserve compassion, who shows none ? 

And what if she show a great deal of concern ? 

'then shall I be in hope of building on a good foundation. 
Love hides a multitude of faults, and diminishes those it cannot 
hide. Love, when acknowledged, authorizes freedom; and 
freedom begets freedom; and I shall then see how far I can go. 

Well but, Lovelace, how the deuce wilt thou, with that full 
health and vigour of constitution, and with that bloom in thy 
face, make anybody believe thou art sick? 
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How! Why, take a few grains of ipecacuanha; enough to 
make me reach like a fury. 

Good ! But how wilt thou manage to bring up blood, and not 
hurt thyself? 


Foolish fellow ! Are there not pigeons and chickens in every 
poulterer’s shop ? 

Cry thy mercy. 

But then I will be persuaded by Mrs. Sinclair, that I have of 
late confined myself too much; and so will have a chair called 
and be carried to the park; where I will try to walk half the 

t * ie or so i anc * ln m y return, amuse myself at 

White’s or the Cocoa. 


And what will this do ? 

ix;S UeStioning again! 1 am . afr aid thou ’rt an infidel, Belford. 
Why then shall I not know if my beloved offers to go out in my 

absence ? And shall I not see whether she receives me with 
tenderness at my return ? But this is not all: / have a foreboding 
that so?7iething affecting will happen while I am out. But of this 
more in its place. 

And now, Belford, wilt thou, or wilt thou not, allow that it is 
a right thing to be sick? Lord, Jack, so much delight do I take 
n my contrivances, that I shall be half sorry when the occasion 
for them is over; for never, never, shall I again have such 
charming exercise for my invention. 

Meantime these plaguy women are so impertinent, so full of 
reproaches, that I know not how to do anything but curse them. 
And then, truly, they are for helping me out with some of their 
trite and vulgar artifices. Sally particularly, who pretends to 
be a mighty contriver, has just now in an insolent manner told 
me, on my rejecting her proffered aids, that I had no mind to 
conquer; and that I was so wicked as to intend to marry, though 
I would not own it to her. 


Because this little devil made her first sacrifice at my altar, 
she thinks she may take any liberty with me: and what makes 
her outrageous at times is, that I have, for a long time, studiously , 
as she says, slighted her too readily offered favours: but is it not 
very impudent in her to think that I will be any man’s successor? 

It is not come to that neither. I his, thou knowest, was always < 
my rule. Once any other man 1 s , and 1 know it, and never more mine. 

It is for such as thou, and thy brethren, to take up with harlots. 

I have been always aiming at the merit of a first discoverer. 

.The more devil I, perhaps thou wilt say, to endeavour to 
corrupt the uncorrupted. 
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But I say, not ; since, hence, I have but very few adulteries to 
answer for. 

One affair, indeed, at Paris, with a married lady [I believe I 
never told thee of it] touched my conscience a little: yet brought 
on by the spirit of intrigue, more than by sheer wickedness. I ’ll 
give it thee in brief: 

“A French marquis, somewhat in years, employed by his 
court in a public function at that of Madrid, had put his charming 
young new-married wife under the control and wardship, as I 
may say, of his insolent sister, an old prude. 

“I saw the lady at the opera. I liked her at first sight, and 
better at second, when I knew the situation she was in. So, 
pretending to make my addresses to the prude, got admittance 
to both. 

“The first thing I had to do, was to compliment my prude into 
shyness by complaints of shyness: next, to take advantage of the 
marquise’s situation, between her husband’s jealousy and his 
sister’s arrogance: and to inspire her with resentment; and, as I 
hoped, with a regard to my person. The French ladies have no 
dislike to intrigue. 

“The sister began to suspect me: the lady had no mind to 
P ar t with the company of the only man who had been permitted 
to visit there; and told me of her sister’s suspicions. I put her 
upon concealing the prude, as if unknown to me, in a closet in 
one of her own apartments, locking her in, and putting the key 
in her own pocket: and she was to question me on the sincerity 
of my professions to her sister, in her sister’s hearing. 

“She complied. My mistress was locked up. The lady and I 
took our seats. I owned fervent love, and made high professions : 
for the marquise put it home to me. The prude was delighted 
with what she heard. 

“And how dost think it ended? I took my advantage of the 
lady herself, who durst not for her life cry out; and drew her 
after me to the next apartment, on pretence of going to seek her 
sister, who all the time was locked up in the closet.” 

j\o woman ever gave me a private meeting for nothing ; my 
dearest Miss Harlowe excepted. 

“My ingenuity obtained my pardon: the lady being unable to 
forbear laughing through the whole affair, to find both so un- 
commonly tricked; her gaoleress her prisoner, safe locked up, 
and as much pleased as either of us.” 

The English, Jack , do not often outwit the French. 

“We had contrivances afterwards equally ingenious, in which 
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the lady, the ice once broken [once subdued , always subdued ], co- 
operated— but a more tender tell-tale revealed the secret — 
revealed it, before the marquis could come to cover the disgrace. 
The sister was inveterate; the husband irreconcilable; in every 
respect unfit for a husband, even for a French one — made, 
perhaps, more delicate to these particulars by the customs of a 
people among whom he was then resident, so contrary to those 
of his own countrymen. She was obliged to throw herself into 
my protection — nor thought herself unhappy in it, till childbed 
pangs seized her: then penitence, and death, overtook her the 
same hour!” 

Excuse a tear, Belford ! She deserved a better fate! What 
hath such a vile inexorable husband to answer for! The sister 
was punished effectually — that pleases me on reflection — the 
sister was effectually punished ! But perhaps I have told thee 
this story before. 


Letter CXI — Mr. Lovelace to J ohn Belford, Esq. 

Friday Evening. 

Just returned from an airing with my charmer, complied with 
after great importunity. She was attended by the two nymphs. 
They both topped their parts; kept their eyes within bounds; 
made moral reflections now and then. O Jack! what devils are 
women, when all tests are got over, and we have completely 
ruined them! 

The coach carried us to Hampstead, to Highgate, to Muswell 
Hill; back to Hampstead to the Upper Flask; there, in compli- 
ment to the nymphs, my beloved consented to alight, and take 
a little repast. Then home early by Kentish Town. 

Delightfully easy she: and so respectful and obliging I, all the 
way, and as we walked out upon the heath, to view the variegated 
prospects which that agreeable elevation affords, that she 
promised to take now and then a little excursion with me. I 
think, Miss Howe, I think , said I to myself, every now and then 
as we walked, that thy wicked devices are superseded. 

But let me give thee a few particulars of our conversation in 
the circumrotation we took, while in the coach — She had received 
a letter from Miss Howe yesterday, I presumed ? 

She made no answer. How happy should I think myself to be 
admitted into their correspondence! I would joyfully make an 
exchange of communications. 

So, though I hoped not to succeed by her consent [and little 
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did she think I had so happily in part succeeded without it], I 
thought it not amiss to urge for it, for several reasons: among 
others, that I might account to her for my constant employment 
at my pen; in order to take off her jealousy that she was the 
subject of thy correspondence and mine: and that I might 
justify my secrecy and uncommunicativeness by her own. 

I proceeded, therefore — That I loved familiar letter-writing, as 
I had more than once told her, above all the species of writing: 
it was writing from the heart (without the fetters prescribed by 
method or study), as the very word correspondence implied. 
Not the heart only; the soul was in it. Nothing of body, when 
friend writes to friend ; the mind impelling sovereignly the 
vassal-fingers. It was, in short, friendship recorded; friendship 
given under hand and seal; demonstrating that the parties were 
under no apprehension of changing from time or accident, when 
they so liberally gave testimonies, which would always be ready, 
on failure or infidelity, to be turned against them. For my own 
part it was the principal diversion I had in her absence: but for 
this innocent amusement, the distance she so frequently kept me 
at, would have been intolerable. 

Sally knew my drift; and said she had had the honour to see 
two or three of my letters, and of Mr. Belford’s; and she thought 
them the most entertaining that she had ever read. 

My friend Belford, I said, had a happy talent in the letter- 
writing way; and upon all subjects. 

I expected my beloved would have been inquisitive after our 
subjects: but (lying perdue, as I saw) not a word said she. So 
I touched upon this article myself. 

Our topics were various and diffuse: sometimes upon literary 
articles [she was very attentive upon this]; sometimes upon the 
public entertainments; sometimes amusing each other with the 
fruits of the different correspondences we held with persons 
abroad, with whom we had contracted friendships; sometimes 
upon the foibles and perfections of our particular friends; 
sometimes upon our own present and future hopes; sometimes 
aiming at humour and raillery upon each other. It might 
indeed appear to savour of vanity, to suppose my letters would 
entertain a lady of her delicacy and judgment: but yet I could 
not but say, that perhaps she would be far from thinking so 
hardly of me as sometimes she had seemed to do, if she were to 
see the letters which generally passed between Mr. Belford and 
me [I hope, Jack, thou hast more manners than to give me the 
lie, though but in thy heart]. 
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She then spoke: After declining my compliment in such a 
manner, as only a person could do, who deserved it, she said, 
for her part, she had always thought me a man of sense [a man 
of sense. Jack! What a niggardly praise]], and should therefore 
hope, that, when I wrote, it exceeded even my speech: for that 
it was impossible, be the letters written in as easy and familiar a 
style as they would, but that they must have that advantage 
from sitting down to write them which prompt speech could not 
always have. She should think it very strange, therefore, if my 
letters were barren of sentiment; and as strange, if I gave myself 
liberties upon pretneditation, which could have no excuse at all, 
but from a thoughtlessness which itself wanted excuse. But 
if Mr. Belford’s letters and mine were upon subjects so general, 
and some of them equally (she presumed) instructive and enter- 
taining, she could not but say that she should be glad to see any 
of them; and particularly those which Miss Martin had seen, 
and praised. 

This was put close. 

I looked at her, to see if I could discover any tincture of 
jealousy in this hint; that Miss Martin had seen what I had not 
shown to her . But she did not look it: so I only said, I should 
be very proud to show her not only those, but all that passed 
between Mr. Belford and me; but I must remind her that she 
knew the condition. 

No, indeed ! with a sweet lip pouted out, as saucy as pretty; 
implying a lovely scorn, that yet can only be lovely in youth so 
blooming, and beauty so divinely distinguished. 

How I long to see such a motion again! Her mouth only 
can give it. 

But I am mad with love — yet eternal will be the distance, at 
the rate I go on: now fire, now ice, my soul is continually upon 
the kiss, as I may say. In vain, however, is the trial to quench 
— what, after all, is unquenchable. 

Prithee, Belford, forgive my nonsense, and my Vulcan-like 
metaphors. Did I not tell thee, not that I am sick of love, but 
that I am mad with it ! Why brought I such an angel into such a 
house, into such company? And why do I not stop my ears to 
the sirens, who, knowing my aversion to wedlock, are perpetually 
touching that string? 

I was not willing to be answered so easily: I was sure that 
what passed between two such young ladies (friends so dear) 
might be seen by everybody: I had more reason than anybody 
to wish to see the letters that passed between her and Miss 
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Howe; because I was sure they must be full of admirable instruc- 
tion, and one of the dear correspondents had designed to wish 
my entire reformation. 

She looked at me as if she would look me through: I thought 
I felt eyebeam after eyebeam penetrate my shivering reins. 
But she was silent. Nor needed her eyes the assistance of speech. 

Nevertheless, a little recovering myself, I hoped that nothing 
unhappy had befallen either Miss Howe or her mother. The 
letter of yesterday sent by a particular hand; she opening it with 
great emotion — seeming to have expected it sooner — were the 
reasons for my apprehensions. 

We were then at Muswell Hill: A pretty country within the eye, 
to Polly, was the remark, instead of replying to me . 

But I was not so to be answered. I should expect some 
charming subjects and characters from two such pens: I hoped 
everything went on well between Mr. Hickman and Miss Howe. 
Her mother’s heart, I said, was set upon that match: Mr. Hick- 
man was not without his merits: he was what the ladies called 
a sober man; but I must needs say, that I thought Miss Howe 
deserved a husband of a very different cast ! 

This, I supposed, would have engaged her into a subject from 
which I could have wiredrawn something: for Hickman is one 
of her favourites. Why, I can’t divine, except for the sake of 
opposition of character to that of thy honest friend. 

But she cut me short by a look of disapprobation, and another 
cool remark upon a distant view; and, Hcnv far off , Miss Horton , 
do you think that clump of trees may be ? pointing out of the coach. 
So I had done. 

Here endeth all I have to write concerning our conversation 
on this our agreeable airing. ' 

We have both been writing ever since we came home. I am 
to be favoured with her company for an hour, before she retires 
to rest. 

All that obsequious love can suggest, in order to engage her 
tenderest sentiments for me against to-morrow’s sickness, will I 
aim at when we meet. But at parting will complain of a 
disorder in my stomach. 


We have met. All was love and unexceptionable respect on 
my part. Ease and complaisance on hers. She was concerned 
for my disorder. So sudden! Just as we parted! But it was 
nothing. I should be quite well by morning. 
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Faith, Jack, I think I am sick already. Is it possible for such 
a giddy fellow as me to persuade myself to be ill ? I am a better 
mimic at this rate than I wish to be. But every nerve and 
fibre of me is always ready to contribute its aid, whether by 
health or by ailment, to carry a resolved-on roguery into 
execution. 

Dorcas has transcribed for me the whole letter of Miss Howe, 
dated Sunday, May 14 , 1 of which before I had only extracts. 
She found no other letter added to that parcel: but this, and that 
which I copied myself in character last Sunday while she was at 
church, relating to the smuggling scheme , 2 are enough for me. 

• • ’ • • • • • 

Dorcas tells me that her lady has been removing her papers 
from the mahogany chest into a wainscot box, which held her 
linen, and which she put into her dark closet. We have no key 
of that at present. No doubt but all her letters, previous to 
those I have come at, are in that box. Dorcas is uneasy upon 
it: yet hopes that her lady does not suspect her; for she is sure 
that she laid in everything as she found it. 

Letter CX11 — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford, Esq. 

Cocoa-Tree, Saturday, May 2 7. 

This ipecacuanha is a most disagreeable medicine. That these 
cursed physical folks can find out nothing to do us good, but 
what would poison the devil ! In the other world, were they only 
to take physic, it would be punishment enough of itself for a 
misspent life. A doctor at one elbow, and an apothecary at the 
other, and the poor soul labouring under their prescribed opera- 
tions, he need no worse tormentors. 

But now this was to take down my countenance. It has 
done it: for, with violent Teachings, having taken enough to make 
me sick, and not enough water to carry it off, I presently looked 
as if I had kept my bed a fortnight. Ill jesting, as I thought in 
the midst of the exercise, with edge-tools , and worse with physical 
ones. 

Two hours it held me. I had forbid Dorcas to let her lady 
know anything of the matter; out of tenderness to her; being 
willing, when she knew my prohibition, to let her see that I 
expected her to be concerned for me. 

Well, but Dorcas was nevertheless a woman , and she can 
whisper to her lady the secret she is enjoined to keep! 

1 See Letter lxxxiv, p. 291 . 2 See Letter xcvii, p. 345* 
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Come hither, toad [sick as a devil at the instant]; let me see 
what a mixture of grief and surprise may be beat up together 
in thy pudden-face. 

That won’t do. That dropped jaw, and mouth distended into 
the long oval, is more upon the horrible than the grievous. 

Nor that pinking and winking with thy odious eyes , as my 
charmer once called them. 

A little better that ; yet not quite right: but keep your mouth 
closer. You have a muscle or two which you have no command 
of, between your cheek-bone and your lips, that should carry 
one corner of your mouth up towards your crow’s-foot, and that 
down to meet it. 

There! Begone! Be in a plaguy hurry running upstairs and 
down, to fetch from the dining-room what you carry up on 
purpose to fetch, till motion extraordinary put you out of 
breath, and give you the sigh natural. 

What ’s the matter, Dorcas? 

Nothing, madam. 

My beloved wonders she has not seen me this morning, no 
doubt; but is too shy to say she wonders. Repeated What ’s the 
matter, however, as Dorcas runs up and downstairs by her door, 
bring on, O madam, my master! my poor master! 

What! How! When! — and all the monosyllables of surprise. 

[Within parenthesis let me tell thee, that I have often thought 
that the little words in the republic of letters, like the little folks 
in a nation, are the most significant. The trisyllables , and the 
rumblers of syllables more than three , are but the good-f or- little 
magnates.'] 

I must not tell you, madam. My master ordered me not to 
tell you — but he is in a worse way than he thinks for! But he 
would not ha ve you frightened. 

High concern took possession of every sweet feature. She 
pitied me ! By my soul, she pitied me ! 

Where is he? 

Too much in a hurry for good manners [ another parenthesis , 
Jack / Good manners are so little natural, that we ought to be 
composed to observe them: politeness will not live in a storm.] 
I cannot stay to answer questions, cries the wench — though 
desirous to answer [a third parenthesis. Like the people crying 
proclamations, running away from the customers they want to 
sell to]. This hurry puts the lady in a hurry to ask [a fourth , 
by way of embellishing the third !] as the other does the people 
in a hurry to buy. And I have in my eye now a whole street 
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raised, and running after a proclamation or express-crier, as if 
the first was a thief, the other his pursuers. 

At last, O Lord ! let Mrs. Lovelace know ! There is danger, to 
be sure ! whispered one nymph to another; but at the door, and 
so loud, that my listening fair one might hear. 

Out she darts. As how ! as how, Dorcas ! 

O madam, a vomiting of blood! A vessel broke, to be sure! 

Down she hastens; finds every one as busy over my blood in 
the entry, as if it were that of the Neapolitan saint. 

In steps my charmer, with a face of sweet concern. 

How do you , Mr. Lovelace? 

0 my best love! Very well! Very well! Nothing at all! 
Nothing of consequence! I shall be well in an instant! Straining 
again ! for I was indeed plaguy sick, though no more blood came. 

In short, Belford, I have gained my end. I see the dear soul 
loves me. I see she forgives me all that ’s past. I see I have 
credit for a new score. 

Miss Howe, I defy thee, my dear. Mrs. Townsend ! Who the 
devil are you? Troop away with your contrabands. No 
smuggling! Nor smuggler, but myself! Nor will the choicest of 
my fair one’s favours be long prohibited goods to me ! 

••••••• 

Every one now is sure that she loves me. Tears were in her 
eyes more than once for me. She suffered me to take her hand, 
and kiss it as often as I pleased. On Mrs. Sinclair’s mentioning 
that I too much confined myself, she pressed me to take an 
airing; but obligingly desired me to be careful of myself. Wished 
I would advise with a physician. God made physicians , she said. 

1 did not think that, Jack. God indeed made us all. But I 
fancy she meant physic instead of physicians ; and then the 
phrase might mean what the vulgar phrase means; God sends 
?neat, the devil cooks. 

I was well already, on taking the styptic from her dear hands. 

On her requiring me to take the air, I asked if I might have 
the honour of her company in a coach; and this, that I might 
observe if she had an intention of going out in my absence. 

If she thought a chair were not a more proper vehicle for my 
case, she would with all her heart ! 

There ’s a precious ! 

I kissed her hand again ! She was all goodness ! Would to 
Heaven I better deserved it, I said ! But all were golden days 
before us ! Her presence and generous concern had done every- 
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thing. I was well! Nothing ailed me. But since my beloved 
will have it so, I ’ll take a little airing ! Let a chair be called ! O 
my charmer! were I to have owed this indisposition to my late 
harasses , and to the uneasiness 1 have had for disobliging you ; all 
is infinitely compensated by your goodness. All the art of 
healing is in your smiles! Your late displeasure was the only 
malady ! 

While Mrs. Sinclair, and Dorcas, and Polly, and even poor 
silly Mabel [for Sally went out, as my angel came in] with 
uplifted hands and eyes, stood thanking Heaven that I was 
better, in audible whispers: See the power of love, cried one! 
What a charming husband, another ! Happy couple, all ! 

Oh, how the dear creature’s cheek mantled ! How her eyes 
sparkled ! How sweetly acceptable is praise to conscious merit, 
while it but reproaches when applied to the undeserving ! What 
a new, what a gay creation it makes at once in a diffident or 
dispirited heart ! 

And now, Belford, was it not worth while to be sick ? And yet 
I must tell thee, that too many pleasanter expedients offer them- 
selves, to make trial any more of this confounded ipecacuanha. 


Letter CX 1 II — Miss Clarissa Harlowe to Miss Howe 

Saturday, May 27. 

Mr. Lovelace, my dear, has been very ill. Suddenly taken. 
With a vomiting of blood in great quantities. Some vessel 
broken. He complained of a disorder in his stomach over-night. 
I was the more affected with it, as I am afraid it was occasioned 
by the violent contentions between us. But was I in fault? 

How lately did I think I hated him ! But hatred and anger, 
I see, are but temporary passions with me. One cannot, my 
dear, hate people in danger of death, or who are in distress or 
affliction. My heart, I find, is not proof against kindness, and 
acknowledgment of errors committed. 

He took great care to have his illness concealed from me as 
long as he could. So tender in the violence of his disorder ! So 
desirous to make the best of it ! I wish he had not been ill in my 
sight. I was too much affected — everybody alarming me with 
his danger. The poor man, from such high health, so suddenly 
taken ! — and so unprepared ! 

He is gone out in a chair. I advised him to do so. I fear 
that my advice was wrong; since quiet in such a disorder must 
needs be best. \\ e are apt to be so ready, in cases of emergency. 
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to give our advice, without judgment, or waiting for it! I 
proposed a physician indeed; but he would not hear of one. I 
have great honour for the faculty; and the greater, as I have 
always observed that those who treat the professors of the art 
of healing contemptuously, too generally treat higher institu- 
tions in the same manner. 

I am really very uneasy. For I have, I doubt, exposed myself 
to him, and to the women below. They indeed will excuse me, 
as they think us married. But if he be not generous, I shall 
have cause to regret this surprise; which (as I had reason to 
think myself unaccountably treated by him) has taught me more 
than I knew of myself. 

’Tis true I have owned more than once, that I could have 
liked Mr. Lovelace above all men. I remember the debates you 
and I used to have on this subject, when I was your happy guest. 
You used to say, and once you wrote, 1 that men of his cast are 
the men that our sex do not naturally dislike: while I held that 
such were not (however that might be) the men we ought to like. 
But what with my relations precipitating of me, on one hand, 
and what with his unhappy character, and embarrassing ways, 
on the other, I had no more leisure than inclination to examine 
my own heart in this particular. And this reminds me of a 
passage in one of your former letters, which I will transcribe, 
though it was written in raillery. May it not he , say you, 2 that 
you have had such persons to deal with , as have not allowed you to 
attend to the throbs ; or , if you had them a little now and then, 
whether , having had two accounts to place them to, you have not 
by mistake put them to the wrong one ? A passage, which, although 
it came into my mind when Mr. Lovelace was least exceptionable, 
yet that I have denied any efficacy to, when he has teased and 
vexed me, and given me cause of suspicion. For, after all, my 
dear, Mr. Lovelace is not wise in all his ways. And should we 
not endeavour, as much as we can, as much as human frailty and 
partiality will permit (where we are not attached by natural ties), 
to like and dislike as reason bids us, and according to the merit 
or demerit of the object? If love, as it is called, is allowed to be 
an excuse for our most unreasonable follies, and to lay level all 
the fences that a careful education has surrounded us by, what 
is meant by the doctrine of subduing our passions? But, O my 
dearest friend, am I not guilty of a punishable fault, were I to 
love this man of errors? And has not my own heart deceived 
me, when I thought I did not? And what must be that, love 

1 See Letter Ixxxix. 3 See vol. i, p. 49. 
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that has not some degree of purity for its object ? I am afraid of 
recollecting some passages in my Cousin Morden’s letter. 1 And 
yet why fly I from subjects that, duly considered, might correct 
and purify my heart? I have carried, I doubt, my notions on 
this head too high, not for practice, but for my practice. Yet 
think me not guilty of prudery neither; for had I found out as 
much of myself before, or, rather, had he given me heart’s ease 
enough before to find it out, you should have had my confession 
sooner. 

Nevertheless let me tell you (what I hope I may justly tell 
you) that if again he give me cause to resume distance and 
reserve, I hope my reason will gather strength enough from his 
imperfections to enable me to keep my passions under. What 
can we do more than govern ourselves by the temporary lights 
lent us? 

You will not wonder that I am grave on this detection — 
detection, must I call it ? What can I call it ? 

Dissatisfied with myself, I am afraid to look back upon what 
I have written: and yet know not how to have done writing. I 
never was in such an odd frame of mind. I know not how to 
describe it. Was you ever so? Afraid of the censure of her you 
love — yet not conscious that you deserve it? 

Of this, however, I am convinced, that I should indeed deserve 
censure, if I kept any secret of my heart from you. 

But I will not add another word, after I have assured you, that 
I will look still more narrowly into myself: and that I am 

Your equally sincere and affectionate, 

Cl. Harlowe. 


Letter CX1V — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford, Esq. 

Sat. Evening. 

I had a charming airing. No return of my malady. My heart 
perfectly easy, how could my stomach be otherwise? 

But when I came home, I found that my sweet soul had been 
alarmed by a new incident. The inquiry after us both, in a very 
suspicious manner, and that by description of our persons, and 
not by names, by a servant in a blue livery turned up and 
trimmed with yellow. 

Dorcas was called to him, as the upper servant; and she 
refusing to answer any of the fellow’s questions, unless he told 
his business, and from whom he came, the fellow (as short as 

1 See pp. 256-61. 
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she) said that if she would not answer him, perhaps she might 
answer somebody else; and went away out of humour. 

Dorcas hurried up to her lady, and alarmed her not only with 
the fact, but with her own conjectures; adding that he was an 
ill-looking fellow, and she was sure could come for no good. 

The livery and the features of the servant were particularly 
inquired after, and as particularly described — Lord bless her l 
no end of her alarms , she thoughtl And then did her apprehensions 
anticipate every evil that could happen. 

She wished Mr. Lovelace would come in. 

Mr. Lovelace came in soon after; all lively, grateful, full of 
hopes, of duty, of love, to thank his charmer, and to congratu- 
late with her upon the cure she had performed. And then she 
told the story, with all its circumstances; and Dorcas, to point 
her lady’s fears, told us that the servant was a sunburnt fellow, 
and looked as if he had been at sea. 

He was then, no doubt, Captain Singleton’s servant, and the 
next news she should hear was, that the house was surrounded 
by a whole ship’s crew; the vessel lying no farther off, as she 
understood, than Rotherhithe. 

Impossible, I said. Such an attempt would not be ushered in 
by such a manner of inquiry. And why may it not rather be a 
servant of your Cousin Morden, with notice of his arrival, and 
of his design to attend you ? 

This surmise delighted her. Her apprehensions went off, and 
she was at leisure to congratulate me upon my sudden recovery; 
which she did in the most obliging manner. 

But we had not sat long together, when Dorcas again came 
fluttering up to tell us, that the footman, the very footman, was 
again at the door and inquired whether Mr. Lovelace and his 
lady, by name , had not lodgings in this house? He asked, he 
told Dorcas, for no harm: but his disavowing of harm, was a 
demonstration with my apprehensive fair one, that harm was 
intended. And as the fellow had not been answered by Dorcas, 
I proposed to go down to the street parlour, and hear what he 
had to say. 

I see your causeless terror, my dearest life, said I, and your 
impatience. Will you be pleased to walk down — and without 
being observed (for he shall come no farther than the parlour 
door) you may hear all that passes ? 

She consented. We went down. Dorcas bid the man come 
forward. Well, friend, what is your business with Mr. or 
Mrs. Lovelace? 
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Bowing, scraping, I am sure you are the gentleman, sir. 
Why, sir, my business is only to know if your honour be here, 
and to be spoken with; or if you shall be here for any time? 

Whom came you from? 

From a gentleman who ordered me to say, if I was made to 
tell, but not else, it was from a friend of Mr. John Harlowe, 
Mrs. Lovelace’s eldest uncle. 

The dear creature was ready to sink upon this. It was but of 
late that she had provided herself with salts. She pulled them out. 

Do you know anything of Colonel Morden, friend ? said I. 

No; I never heard of his name. 

Of Captain Singleton? 

No, sir. But the gentleman, my master, is a captain too. 

What is his name? 

I don’t know if I should tell. 

There can be no harm in telling the gentleman’s name, if you 
come upon a good account. 

That I do; for my master told me so; and there is not an 
honester gentleman on the face of God's earth. His name is 
Captain Tomlinson, sir. 

I don’t know such a one. 

I believe not, sir. He was pleased to say he don’t know your 
honour, sir; but I heard him say as how he should not be an 
unwelcome visitor to you for all that. 

Do you know such a man as Captain Tomlinson, my dearest 
life \aside~\ , your uncle’s friend? 

No; but my uncle may have acquaintance, no doubt, that I 
don’t know. But I hope (trembling) this is not a trick. 

Well, friend, if your master has anything to say to Mr. Love- 
lace, you may tell him that Mr. Lovelace is here; and will see 
him whenever he pleases. 

The dear creature looked as if afraid that my engagement was 
too prompt for my own safety; and away went the fellow — 1 
wondering , that she might not wonder , that this Captain Tomlinson, 
whoever he was, came not himself, or sent not a letter the 
second time, when he had reason to suppose that I might be here. 

Meantime, for fear that this should be a contrivance of James 
Harlowe, who, I said, loved plotting, though he had not a head 
turned for it, I gave some precautionary directions to the 
servants, and the women, whom, for the greater parade, I 
assembled before us: and my beloved was resolved not to stir 
abroad till she saw the issue of this odd affair. 

And here must I close, though in so great a puzzle. 
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Only let me add that poor Belton wants thee; for I dare not 
stir for my life. 

Mowbray and Tourville skulk about like vagabonds, without 
heads, without hands, without souls; having neither you nor 
me to conduct them. They tell me, they shall rust beyond the 
power of oil or action to brighten them up, or give them motion. 

How goes it with thy uncle ? 

Letter CXV — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

Sunday , May 28. 

This story of Captain Tomlinson employed us not only for the 
time we were together last night, but all the while we sat at 
breakfast this morning. She would still have it, that it was the 
prelude to some mischief from Singleton. I insisted (according 
to my former hint) that it might much more probably be a 
method taken by Colonel Morden to alarm her, previous to a 
personal visit. Travelled gentlemen affect to surprise in this 
manner. And why, dearest creature, said I, must everything 
that happens, which we cannot immediately account for, be 
what we least wish? 

She had had so many disagreeable things befall her of late, 
that her fears were too often stronger than her hopes. 

And this, madam, makes me apprehensive that you will get 
into so low-spirited a way, that you will not be able to enjoy 
the happiness that seems to await us. 

Her duty and her gratitude, she gravely said, to the Dispenser 
of all good, would secure her, she hoped, against unthankfulness. 
And a thankful spirit was the same as a joyful one. 

So, Belford, for all her future joys she depends entirely upon 
the Invisible Good. She is certainly right; since those who fix 
least upon second causes are the least likely to be disappointed. 
And is not this gravity for her gravity ? 

She had hardly done speaking, when Dorcas came running up 
in a hurry — she set even my heart into a palpitation — thump, 
thump, thump, like a precipitated pendulum in a clock-case 
flutter, flutter, flutter, my charmer’s, as by her sweet bosom 
rising to her chin I saw. 

This lower class of people, my beloved herself observed, were 
for ever aiming at the stupid, wonderful , and for making even 
common incidents matter of surprise. 

Why the devil, said I to the wench, this alarming hurry? 
And with your spread fingers, and your O madams, and O sirs . 
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and be cursed to you ! Would there have been a second of time 
difference, had you come up slowly ? 

Captain Tomlinson, sir ! 

Captain Devilson, what care I! Do you see how you have 

disordered your lady ? ... r 

Good Mr. Lovelace, said my charmer, trembling [see. Jack, 

when she has an end to serve, I am good Mr. Lovelace]. If my 
brother,— if Captain Singleton should appear— pray now— I 
beseech you— let me beg of you— to govern your temper— my 
brother is my brother— Captain Singleton is but an agent. 

My dearest life, folding my arms about her [when she asks 
favours, thought I, the devil ’s in it, if she will not allow of such 
innocent freedoms as this, from good Mr. Lovelace too], you shall 
be witness of all that passes between us. Dorcas, desire the 
gentleman to walk up. 

Let me retire to my chamber first! Let me not be known to 


be in the house ! 

Charming dear! Thou seest, Belford, she is afraid of leaving 
me ! O the little witchcrafts ! Were it not for surprises now and 
then, how would an honest man know where to have them ? 

She withdrew to listen. And though this incident has not 
turned out to answer all I wished from it, yet is it necessary, if I 
would acquaint thee with my whole circulation , to be very 
particular in what passed between Captain Tomlinson and me. 


Enter Captain Tomlinson, in a riding-dress, whip in hand. 

Your servant, sir. Mr. Lovelace, I presume? 

My name is Lovelace, sir. 

Excuse the day, sir. Be pleased to excuse my garb. I am 
obliged to go out of town directly, that I may return at night. 
The day is a good day. Your garb needs no apology. 

When I sent my servant, I did not know that 1 should find time 
to do myself this honour. All that I thought I could do to oblige 
my friend this journey, was only to assure myself of your abode; 
and whether there were a probability of being admitted to the 

speech either of you or your lady. 

Sir, you best know your own motives. What your time will 
permit you to do, you also best know. And here I am, attending 
your pleasure. 

My charmer owned afterwards her concern on my being so short. 
Whatever I shall mingle of her emotions, thou wilt easily guess I 
had afterwards. 

Sir, I hope no offence. I intend none. 

II — p by 3 
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None — none at all, sir. 

Sir, I have no interest in the affair I come about. I may 
appear officious; and if I thought I should, I would decline any 
concern in it, after I have just hinted what it is. 

And pray, sir, what is it ? 

May I ask you, sir, without offence, whether you wish to be 
reconciled, and to co-operate upon honourable terms, with one 
gentleman of the name of Harlowe; preparative, as it may be 
hoped, to a general reconciliation? 

0 how my heart fluttered 1 cried my charmer. 

1 can’t tell, sir [ and then it fluttered still more y no doubt]: the 
whole family have used me extremely ill. They have taken 
greater liberties with my character than are justifiable, and with 
my family too ; which I can less forgive. 

Sir, sir, I have done. I beg pardon for this intrusion. 

My beloved was then ready to sink , and thought very hardly 
of me. 

But pray, sir, to the immediate purpose of your present 
commission; since a commission it seems to be. 

It is a commission, sir; and such a one as I thought would be 
agreeable to all parties, or I should not have given myself 
concern about it. 

Perhaps it may , sir, when known. But let me ask you one 
previous question: Do you know Colonel Morden, sir? 

No, sir. If you mean personally , I do not. But I have heard 
my good friend Mr. John Harlowe talk of him with great respect; 
and as a co-trustee with him in a certain trust. 

Lovel. I thought it probable, sir, that the colonel might be 
arrived; that you might be a gentleman of his acquaintance; 
and that something of an agreeable surprise might be intended. 

Capt. Had Colonel Morden been in England, Mr. John 
Harlowe would have known it; and then I should not have been 
a stranger to it. 

Lovel. Well but, sir, have you then any commission to me 
from Mr. John Harlowe? 

Capt. Sir, I will tell you, as briefly as I can, the whole of what 
I have to say; but you ’ll excuse me also a previous question, for 
which curiosity is not my motive; but it is necessary to be 
answered before I can proceed ; as you will judge when you hear it. 

Lovel. What, pray, sir, is your question? 

Capt. Briefly, Whether you are actually, and bona fide y 
married to Miss Clarissa Harlowe? 

I started, and, in a haughty tone. Is this, sir, a question that 
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must be answered before you can proceed in the business you have 
undertaken ? 

I mean no offence, Mr. Lovelace. Mr. Harlowe sought to me 
to undertake this office. I have daughters and nieces of my 
own. I thought it a good office, or I, who have many consider- 
able affairs upon my hands, had not accepted of it. I know the 
world; and will take the liberty to say, that if that young 
lady 

Captain Tomlinson, I think you are called? 

My name is Tomlinson. 

Why then. Captain Tomlinson, no liberty , as you call it, will 
be taken well, that is not extremely delicate, when that lady 
is mentioned. 

When you had heard me out, Mr. Lovelace, and had found I 
had so behaved as to make the caution necessary, it would have 
been just to have given it. Allow me to say, I know what is 
due to the character of a woman of virtue, as well as any man 
alive. 

Why, sir! Why, Captain Tomlinson, you seem warm. If you 
intend anything by this [Oh , how 1 trembledl said the lady, when 
she took notice of this part of our conversation afterwar ds\ y I will only 
say that this is a privileged place. It is at present my home, 
and an asylum for any gentleman who thinks it worth his while 
to inquire after me, be the manner or end of his inquiry what 
it will. 

I know not, sir, that I have given occasion for this. I make 
no scruple to attend you elsewhere , if I am troublesome here. 
I was told I had a warm young gentleman to deal with: but 
as I knew my intention, and that my commission was an 
amicable one, I was the less concerned about that. I am twice 
your age, Mr. Lovelace, I dare say: but I do assure you, that if 
either my message, or my manner, give you offence, I can 
suspend the one or the other for a day, or for ever, as you like. 
And so, sir, any time before eight to-morrow morning, you will 
let me know your further commands. And was going to tell me 
where he might be found. 

Captain Tomlinson, said I, you answer well. I love a man of 
spirit. Have you not been in the army? 

I have, sir; but have turned my sword into a ploughshare , as 
the Scripture has it. [There was a clever fellow , JackI He was a 
good man with somebody , 1 warrant I Oh, what a fine coat and 
cloak for an hypocrite will a text of Scripture, properly applied, 
make at any time in the eye of the pious! How easily are the 
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good folks taken in!]. And all my delight, added he, for some 
years past, has been in cultivating my paternal estate. I love a 
brave man, Mr. Lovelace, as well as ever I did in my life. But 
let me tell you, sir, that when you come to my time of life, you 
will be of opinion, that there is not so much true bravery in 
youthful choler, as you may now think there is. 

A clever fellow again, Belford ! Ear and heart, both at once, 
he took in my charmer! *Tis well , she says, there are some men 
who have wisdom in their anger. 

Well, captain, that is reproof for reproof. So we are upon a 
foot. And now give me the pleasure of hearing the import of 
your commission. 

Sir, you must first allow me to repeat my question: Are you 
really, and bona fide , married to Miss Clarissa Harlowe? Or are 
you not yet married ? 

Bluntly put, captain. But if I answer that I am, what 
then ? 

Why then, sir, I shall say that you are a man of honour. 

That I hope I am, whether you say it or not. Captain Tomlinson. 

Sir, I will be very frank in all I have to say on this subject. 
Mr. John Harlowe has lately found out that you and his niece 
are both in the same lodgings; that you have been long so; and 
that the lady was at the play with you yesterday was se’nnight; 
and he hopes that you are actually married. He has indeed 
heard that you are; but as he knows your enterprising temper, 
and that you have declared that you disdain a relation to their 
family, he is willing by me to have your marriage confirmed from 
your own mouth, before he take the steps he is inclined to take 
in his niece’s favour. You will allow me to say, Mr. Lovelace, 
that he will not be satisfied with an answer that admits of the 
least doubt. 

Let me tell you. Captain Tomlinson, that it is a high degree of 
vileness for any man to suppose 

Sir — Mr. Lovelace — don’t put yourself into a passion. The 
lady’s relations are jealous of the honour of their family. They 
have prejudices to overcome as well as you — advantage may have 
been taken — and the lady, at the time, not to blame. 

This lady, sir, could give no such advantages: and if she had, 
what must the man be. Captain Tomlinson, who could have taken 
them ? Do you know the lady, sir? 

I never had the honour to see her but once; and that was at 
church; and should not know her again. 

Not know her again, sir! I thought there was not a man 
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living who had once seen her, and would not know her among 
a thousand. 

I remember, sir, that I thought I never saw a finer woman 
in my life. But, Mr. Lovelace, I believe you will allow that it 
is better that her relations should have wronged you , than you 
the lady. I hope, sir, you will permit me to repeat my question. 

Enter Dorcas , in a hurry. 

A gentleman , this minute, sir, desires to speak with your 
honour. [My lady , sir / — Aside.] 

Could the dear creature put Dorcas upon telling this fib, yet 
want to save me one? 

Desire the gentleman to walk into one of the parlours. I 
will wait on him presently. [Exit Dorcas. 

The dear creature, I doubted not, wanted to instruct me how 
to answer the captain’s home-put. I knew how I intended to 
answer it — plumb, thou mayest be sure — but Dorcas’s message 
staggered me. And yet I was upon one of my master-strokes, 
which was, to take advantage of the captain’s inquiries, and to 
make her own her 7narriage before him , as she had done to the 
people below; and if she had been brought to that, to induce her, 
for her uncle’s satisfaction, to write him a letter of gratitude; 
which of course must have been signed Clarissa Lovelace. I was 
loath, therefore, thou mayest believe, to attend her sudden 
commands: and yet, afraid of pushing matters beyond recovery 
with her, I thought proper to lead him from the question, to 
account for himself, and for Mr. Harlowe’s coming at the 
knowledge of where we are; and for other particulars which I 
knew would engage her attention; and which might possibly 
convince her of the necessity there was for her to acquiesce in the 
affirmative I was disposed to give. And this for her own sake ; 
for what, as I asked her afterwards, is it to me, whether I am 
ever reconciled to her family? A family. Jack, which I must 
for ever despise. 

You think, captain, that I have answered doubtfully to the 
question you put. You may think so. And you must know 
that I have a good deal of pride: and only that you are a 
gentleman, and seem in this affair to be governed by generous 
motives, or I should ill brook being interrogated as to my honour 
to a lady so dear to me. But before I answer more directly to 
the point, pray satisfy me in a question or two that I shall put 
to you. 
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With all my heart, sir. Ask me what questions you please, 
I will answer them with sincerity and candour. 

You say Mr. Harlowe has found out that we were at a play 
together: and that we were both in the same lodgings. How, 
pray, came he at his knowledge? For, let me tell you that I 
have, for certain considerations (not respecting myself, I will 
assure you), condescended that our abode should be kept secret. 
And this has been so strictly observed, that even Miss Howe, 
though she and my beloved correspond, knows not directly 
whither to send to us. 

Why, sir, the person who saw you at the play was a tenant of 
Mr. John Harlowe. He watched all your motions. When the 
play was done, he followed your coach to your lodgings. And 
early the next day, Sunday, he took horse, and acquainted his 
landlord with what he had observed. 

Lovel. How oddly things come about! But does any other 
of the Harlowes know where we are? 

Capt. It is an absolute secret to every other person of the 
family; and so it is intended to be kept: as also that Mr. John 
Harlowe is willing to enter into treaty with you, by me, if his 
niece be actually married ; for perhaps he is aware that he shall 
have difficulty enough with some people to bring about the 
desirable reconciliation, although he could give them this 
assurance. 

I doubt it not, captain. To James Harlowe is all the family 
folly owing. Fine fools ! [heroically stalking about] to be governed 
by one to whom malice, and not genius, gives the busy liveliness 
that distinguishes him from a natural ! But how long, pray, sir, 
has Mr. John Harlowe been in this pacific disposition? 

I will tell you, Mr. Lovelace, and the occasion; and be very 
explicit upon it, and upon all that concerns you to know of me, 
and of the commission I have undertaken to execute; and this 
the rather, as when you have heard me out, you will be satisfied 
that I am not an officious man in this my present address to you. 

I am all attention, Captain Tomlinson. 

And so 1 doubt not was my beloved. 

Capt. “You must know, sir, that I have not been many 
months in Mr. John Harlowe’s neighbourhood. I removed from 
Northamptonshire, partly for the sake of better managing one of 
two executorships, which I could not avoid engaging in (the 
affairs of which frequently call me to town, and are part of my 
present business) ; and partly for the sake of occupying a neglected 
farm, which has lately fallen into my hands. But though an 
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acquaintance of no longer standing, and that commencing on the 
bowling-green [ Uncle John is a great bowler , i Self or d] (upon my 
decision of a point to every one’s satisfaction, which was appealed 
to me by all the gentlemen ; and which might have been attended 
with bad consequences), no two brothers have a more cordial 
esteem for each other. You know, Mr. Lovelace, that there is 
a consent , as I may call it, in some minds, which will unite them 
stronger in a few hours, than years will do with others, whom 
yet we see not with disgust.” 

Hovel. Very true, captain. 

Capt. “It was on the foot of this avowed friendship on both 
sides, that on Monday the 15th, as I very well remember, Mr. 
Harlowe invited himself home with me. And when there, he 
acquainted me with the whole of the unhappy affair that had 
made them all so uneasy. Till then I knew it only by report; 
for, intimate as we were, I forbore to speak of what was so near 
his heart, till he began first. And then he told me, that he had 
had an application made to him, two or three days before, by a 
gentleman whom he named, 1 to induce him not only to be 
reconciled himself to his niece, but to forward for her a general 
reconciliation. 

“A like application, he told me, had been made to his sister 
Harlowe, by a good woman whom everybody respected ; who had 
intimated that his niece, if encouraged, would again put herself 
into the protection of her friends, and leave you : but if not, that 
she must unavoidably be yours.” 

I hope, Mr. Lovelace, I make no mischief. You look con- 
cerned — you sigh, sir. 

Proceed, Captain Tomlinson. Pray proceed. And I sighed 
still ?nore profoundly. 

Capt. “They all thought it extremely particular, that a lady 
should decline marriage with a man she had so lately gone 
away with.” 

Pray, captain — pray, Mr. Tomlinson — no more of this subject. 
My beloved is an angel. In everything unblameable. What- 
ever faults there have been, have been theirs and mine. What 
you would further say, is, that the unj orgiving family rejected 
her application. They did. She and I had had a misunder- 
standing. The falling out of lovers , you know, captain. We 
have been happier ever since. 

Capt. “Well, sir; but Mr. John Harlowe could not but better 
consider the matter afterwards. And he desired my advice how 

J See Miss Howe’s letters, p. 272, and p. 292. 
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to act in it. He told me that no father ever loved a daughter 
as he loved this niece of his; whom, indeed, he used to call his 
daughter-niece. He said she had really been unkindly treated 
by her brother and sister: and as your alliance, sir, was far from 
being a discredit to their family, he would do his endeavour to 
reconcile all parties, if he could be sure that ye were actually 
man and wife.” 

Level. And what, pray, captain, was your advice? 

Capt. “I gave it as my opinion, that if his niece were un- 
worthily treated, and in distress (as he apprehended from the 
application to him), he would soon hear of her again: but that 
it was likely, that this application was made without expecting 
it would succeed; and as a salvo only, to herself, for marrying 
without their consent. And the rather thought I so, as he had 
told me, that it came from a young lady, her friend, and not in a 
direct way from herself ; which young lady was no favourite of 
the family; and therefore would hardly have been employed, had 
success been expected.” 

Level. Very well. Captain Tomlinson, pray proceed. 

Capt. “Here the matter rested till last Sunday evening, when 
Mr. John Harlowe came to me with the man who had seen you 
and your lady (as I presume she is) at the play; and who had 
assured him that you both lodged in the same house. And then 
the application having been so lately made, which implied that 
you were not then married, he was so uneasy for his niece’s 
honour, that I advised him to dispatch to town some one in whom 
he could confide, to make proper inquiries.” 

Level. Very well, captain. And was such a person employed 
on such an errand by her uncle? 

Capt. “A trusty and discreet person was accordingly sent; and 
last Tuesday, I think it was (for he returned to us on the 
Wednesday), he made the inquiries among the neighbours first 
[the very inquiry , Jack , that gave us all so much uneasiness J . 1 
But finding that none of them could give any satisfactory 
account, the lady’s woman was come at, who declared that you 
were actually married. But the inquirist keeping himself on the 
reserve as to his employers, the girl refused to tell the day, or to 
give him other particulars.” 

Level. You give a very clear account of everything. Captain 
Tomlinson. Pray proceed. 

Capt. “The gentleman returned; and on his report Mr. 
Harlowe, having still doubts, and being willing to proceed on 

1 See p. 406. 
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some grounds in so important a point, besought me (as my 
affairs called me frequently to town) to undertake this matter. 
‘You, Mr. Tomlinson, he was pleased to say, have children of 
your own: you know the world: you know what I drive at: you 
will proceed, I am sure, with understanding and spirit: and 
whatever you are satisfied with, shall satisfy me/ ” 

Enter Dorcas again , in a hurry. 

Sir, the gentleman is impatient. 

I will attend him presently. 

The captain then accounted for his not calling in person, when 
he had reason to think us here. 

He said he had business of consequence a few miles out of 
town, whither he thought he must have gone yesterday; and 
having been obliged to put off his little journey till this day, and 
understanding that we were within, not knowing whether he 
should have such another opportunity, he was willing to try his 
good fortune before he set out; and this made him come booted 
and spurred, as I saw him. 

He dropped a hint in commendation of the people of the house; 
but it was in such a way, as to give no room to suspect that he 
thought it necessary to inquire after the character of persons who 
make so genteel an appearance, as he observed they do. 

And here let me remark, that my beloved might collect another 
circumstance in favour of the people below, had she doubted 
their characters, from the silence of her uncle’s inquirist on 
Tuesday among the neighbours. 

Capt. “And now, sir, that I believe I have satisfied you in 
everything relating to my commission, I hope you will permit 
me to repeat my question, which is 


Enter Dorcas again , out of breath. 

Sir, the gentleman will step up to you. [My lady is impatient. 
She wonders at your honour's delay. Aside.] 

Excuse me, captain, for one moment. 4 

I have stayed my full time, Mr. Lovelace. What may result 
from my question and your answer, whatever it shall be, may 
take us up time. And you are engaged. Will you permit me 
to attend you in the morning, before I set out on my return ? 

You will then breakfast with me, captain? 

It must be early if I do. I must reach my own house to- 
morrow night, or I shall make the best of wives unhappy. And 
I have two or three places to call at in my way. 

11 — *p 88 3 
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It shall be by seven o’clock, if yon please, captain. We are 
early folks. And this I will tell you, that if ever I am reconciled 
to a family so implacable as I have always found the Harlowes 
to be, it must be by the mediation of so cool and so moderate a 
gentleman as yourself. 

And so, with the highest civilities on both sides, we parted. 
But for the private satisfaction of so good a man, I left him out 
of doubt, that we were man and wife, though I did not directly 
aver it. 


Letter CXVI — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford, Esq. 

Sunday Night. 

This Captain Tomlinson is one of the happiest, as well as one of 
the best men in the world. What would I give to stand as high 
in my beloved’s opinion as he does! But yet I am as good a 
man as he, were I to tell my own story, and have equal credit 
given to it. But the devil should have had him before I had 
seen him on the account he came upon, had I thought I should 
not have answered my principal end in it. I hinted to thee in 
my last what that was. 

But to the particulars of the conference between my fair one 
and me, on her hasty messages; which I was loath to come to, 
because she has had an half triumph over me in it. 

After I had attended the captain down to the very passage, 
I returned to the dining-room, and put on a joyful air, on my 
beloved’s entrance into it. O my dearest creature, said I, let 
me congratulate you on a prospect so agreeable to your wishes! 
And I snatched her hand and smothered it with kisses. 

I was going on; when, interrupting me. You see, Mr. Lovelace, 
said she, how you have embarrassed yourself by your obliquities! 
You see that you have not been able to return a direct answer 
to a plain and honest question, though upon it depends all the 
happiness on the prospect of which you congratulate me. 

You know, my best love, what my prudent, and I will say, 
my kind motives were, for giving out that we were married. 
You see that I have taken no advantage of it; and that no 
inconvenience has followed it. You see that your uncle wants 
only to be assured from ourselves that it is so 

Not another word on this subject, Mr. Lovelace. I will not 
only risk, but I will forfeit, the reconciliation so near my heart, 
rather than I will go on to countenance a story so untrue! 

My dearest soul — would you have me appear 
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I would have you appear, sir, as you are ! I am resolved that 
I will appear to my uncle’s friend, and to my uncle, as I am. 

For one week, my dearest life! Cannot you for one week — 
only till the settlements 

Not for one hour, with my own consent. You don’t know, 
sir, how much I have been afflicted, that I have appeared to the 
people below what I am not. But my uncle, sir, shall never have 
it to upbraid me, nor will I to upbraid myself, that I have 
wilfully passed upon him in false lights. 

What, my dear, would you have me say to the captain to- 
morrow morning? I have given him room to think 

Then put him right, Mr. Lovelace. Tell the truth. Tell him 
what you please of the favour of your relations to me: tell him 
what you will about the settlements: and if, when drawn, you 
will submit them to his perusal and approbation, it will show 
him how much you are in earnest. 

My dearest life — do you think that he would disapprove of the 
terms I have offered ? 

No. 

Then may I be accursed, if I willingly submit to be trampled 
under foot by my enemies ! 

And may I, Mr. Lovelace, never be happy in this life, if I 
submit to the passing upon my Uncle Harlowe a wilful and 
premeditated falsehood for truth! I have too long laboured 
under the affliction which the rejection of all my friends has 
given me, to purchase my reconciliation with them now at so 
dear a price as that of my veracity. 

The women below, my dear 

What are the women below to me? I want not to establish 
myself with them. Need they know all that passes between my 
relations and you and me ? 

Neither are they anything to me, madam. Only that when, 
for the sake of preventing the fatal mischiefs which might have 
attended your brother’s projects, I have made them think us 
married, I would not appear to them in a light which you your- 
self think so shocking. By my soul, madam, I had rather die 
than contradict myself so flagrantly, after I have related to them 
so many circumstances of our marriage. 

Well, sir, the women may believe what they please. That I 
have given countenance to what you told them, is my error. 
The many circumstances which you own one untruth has drawn 
you in to relate, is a justification of my refusal in the present case. 

Don’t you see, madam, that your uncle wishes to find that we 
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are married? May not the ceremony be privately over, before 
his mediation can take place? 

Urge this point no farther, Mr. Lovelace. If you will not tell 
the truth, 1 will to-morrow morning (if I see Captain Tomlinson) 
tell it myself. Indeed I will. 

Will you, madam, consent that things pass as before with the 
people below ? This mediation of Tomlinson may come to nothing. 
Your brother’s schemes may be pursued; the rather, that now 
he will know (perhaps from your uncle) that you are not under a 
legal protection. You will, at least, consent that things pass 
here as before ? 

To permit this, is to go on in an error, Mr. Lovelace. But as 
the occasion for so doing (if there can be in your opinion an 
occasion that will warrant an untruth) will, as I presume, soon 
be over, I shall the less dispute that point with you. But a new 
error I will not be guilty of, if I can avoid it. 

Can I, do you think, madam, have any dishonourable view 
in the step I supposed you would not scruple to take towards a 
reconciliation with your own family? Not for my own sake, 
you know, did I wish you to take it; for what is it to me, if I 
am never reconciled to your family? I want no favours from 
them. 

I hope, Mr. Lovelace, there is no occasion, in our present not 
disagreeable situation, to answer such a question. And let me 
say, that I shall think my prospects still more agreeable, if, 
to-morrow morning, you will not only own the very truth, but 
give my uncle’s friend such an account of the steps you have 
taken, and are taking, as may keep up my uncle’s favourable 
intentions towards me. This you may do under what restrictions 
of secrecy you please. Captain Tomlinson is a prudent man; 
a promoter of family peace, you find; and, I dare say, may be 
made a friend. 

I saw there was no help. I saw that the inflexible Harlowe 
spirit was all up in her. A little witch ! Alittle — Forgive me. Love, 
for calling her names ! And so I said, with an air. We have had too 
many misunderstandings, madam, for me to wish for new ones: 

I will obey you without reserve. Had I not thought I should 
have obliged you by the other method (especially as the ceremony 
might have been over before anything could have operated from 
your uncle’s intentions, and of consequence no untruth persisted 
in), I would not have proposed it. But think not, my beloved 
creature, that you shall enjoy, without condition, this triumph 
over my judgment. 
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And then, clasping my arms about her, I gave her averted 
cheek (her charming lip designed) a fervent kiss. And your 
forgiveness of this sweet freedom (bowing) is that condition. 

She was not mortally offended. And now must I make out 
the rest as well as I can. But this I will tell thee, that although 
her triumph has not diminished my love for her, yet has it 
stimulated me more than ever to revenge , as thou wilt be apt to 
call it. But victory or conquest is the more proper word. 

There is a pleasure, ’tis true, in subduing one of these watchful 
beauties. But, by my soul, Belford, men of our cast take twenty 
times the pains to be rogues that it would cost them to be honest ; 
and dearly, with the sweat of our brows, and to the puzzling of 
our brains (to say nothing of the hazards we run), do we earn our 
purchase; and ought not, therefore, to be grudged our success 
when we meet with it — especially as, when we have obtained our 
end, satiety soon follows: and leaves us little or nothing to show 
for it. But this, indeed, may be said of all worldly delights. 
And is not that a grave reflection from me ? 

I was willing to write up to the time. Although I have not 
carried my principal point, I shall make something turn out in 
my favour from Captain Tomlinson’s errand. But let me give 
thee this caution; that thou do not pretend to judge of my 
devices by parts ; but have patience till thou seest the whole. 
But once more I swear, that I will not be out-Norrised by a pair of 
novices. And yet I am very apprehensive, at times, of the 
consequences of Miss Howe’s smuggling scheme. 

My conscience, I should think, ought not to reproach me for a 
contrivance which is justified by the contrivances of two such 
girls as these: one of whom (the more excellent of the two) I have 
always, with her own approbation as I imagine, proposed for my 
imitation. 

But here. Jack, is the thing that concludes me, and cases my 
heart with adamant: I find, by Miss Howe’s letters, that it is 
owing to her that I have made no greater progress with my 
blooming fair one. She loves me. The ipecacuanha con- 
trivance convinces me that she loves me. Where there is love, 
there must be confidence, or a desire of having reason to confide. 
Generosity, founded on my supposed generosity, has taken hold 
of her heart. Shall I not now see (since I must be for ever 
unhappy, if I marry her, and leave any trial unessayed) what I 
can make of her love, and her newly-raised confidence? Will it 
not be to my glory to succeed? And to hers, and to the honour 
of her sex, if I cannot ? Where then will be the hurt to either, to 
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make the trial? And cannot I, as I have often said, reward her 
when I will by marriage? 

’Tis late, or rather early; for the day begins to dawn upon me. 
I am plaguy heavy. Perhaps I need not to have told thee that. 
But will only indulge a doze in my chair for an hour; then shake 
myself, wash and refresh. At my time of life, with such a 
constitution as I am blessed with, that ’s all that ’ s wanted. 

Good night to me! It cannot be broad day till I am awake. 
Aw-w-w-w-haugh — pox of this yawning! 

Is not thy uncle dead yet? 

What ’s come to mine, that he writes not to my last ? Hunting 
after more wisdom of nations , I suppose! Yaw-yaw-yawning 
again ! Pen, begone ! 


Letter CXVII — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford, Esq. 

Monday , May 29 . 

Now have I established myself for ever in my charmer's heart. 

The captain came at seven, as promised, and ready equipped 
for his journey. My beloved chose not to give us her company 
till our first conversation was over. Ashamed, I suppose, to be 
present at that part of it which was to restore her to her virgin 
state by my confession, after her wifehood had been reported to 
her uncle. But she took her cue nevertheless, and listened to 
all that passed. 

The most modest women. Jack, must think , and think deeply 
sometimes. I wonder whether they ever blush at those things 
by themselves, at which they have so charming a knack of 
blushing in company. If not; and if blushing be a sign of grace 
or modesty, have not the sex as great a command over their 
blushes as they are said to have over their tears ? This reflection 
would lead me a great way into female minds, were I disposed 
to pursue it. 

I told the captain that I would prevent his question; and 
accordingly (after I had enjoined the strictest secrecy, that no 
advantage might be given to James Harlowe; and which he 
answered for as well on Mr. Harlowe’s part as his own) I 
acknowledged nakedly and fairly the whole truth — to wit, 
‘‘That we were not yet married. I gave him hints of the causes 
of procrastination. Some of them owing to unhappy mis- 
understandings: but chiefly to the lady’s desire of previous 
reconciliation with her friends ; and to a delicacy that had no 
example.” 
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Less nice ladies than this. Jack, love to have delays, wilful 
and studied delays, imputed to them in these cases — yet are in- 
delicate in their affected delicacy; for do they not thereby tacitly 
confess that they expect to be the greatest gainers in wedlock; 
and that there is self-denial in the pride they take in delaying? 

“I told him the reason of our passing to the people belovv as 
married — yet as under a vow of restriction, as a consummation, 
which had kept us both to the height, one of forbearing , the 
other of vigilant punctilio; even to the denial of those innocent 
freedoms which betrothed lovers never scruple to allow and 
to take. 

“I then communicated to him a copy of my proposals of 
settlement; the substance of her written answer; the contents 
of my letter of invitation to Lord M. to be her nuptial-father; 
and of my lord’s generous reply. But said, that having appre- 
hensions of delay from his infirmities, and my beloved choosing 
by all means (and that from principles of unrequited duty) a 
private solemnization, I had written to excuse his lordship’s 
presence; and expected an answer every hour. 

“The settlements, I told him, were actually drawing by 
Counsellor Williams, of whose eminence he must have heard.” 

He had * 

“And of the truth of this he might satisfy himself before he 
went out of town. 

“When these were drawn, approved, and engrossed, nothing, 
I said, but signing, and the nomination of my happy day, would 
be wanting. I had a pride, I declared, in doing the highest 
justice to so beloved a creature, of my own voluntary motion, 
and without the intervention of a family from whom I had 
received the greatest insults. And this being our present 
situation, I was contented that Mr. John Harlowe should 
suspend his reconciliatory purposes till our marriage were 
actually solemnized.” 

The captain was highly delighted with all I said : yet owned, 
that as his dear friend Mr. Harlowe had expressed himself 
greatly pleased to hear that we were actually married, he could 
have wished it had been so. But, nevertheless, he doubted not 
that all would be well. 

He saw my reasons, he said, and approved of them, for making 
the gentlewomen below [whom again he understood to be a good sort 
of people ] believe that the ceremony had passed ; which so well 
accounted for what the lady’s maid had told Mr. Harlowe’s friend. 
Mr. James Harlowe, he said, had certainly ends to answer in 
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keeping open the breach; and as certainly had formed a design 
to get his sister out of my hands. Wherefore it as much imported 
his worthy friend to keep this treaty a secret, as it did me; at 
least till he had formed his party, and taken his measures. Ill- 
will and passion were dreadful misrepresenters. It was amazing 
to him, that animosity could be carried so high against a man 
capable of views so pacific and so honourable, and who had shown 
such a command of his temper, in this whole transaction, as I had 
done. Generosity, indeed, in every case, where love of strata- 
gem and intrigue (I would excuse him) were not concerned, was 
a part of my character. 

He was proceeding, when, breakfast being ready, in came the 
empress of my heart, irradiating all around her, as with a glory 
— a benignity and graciousness in her aspect, that, though 
natural to it, had been long banished from it. 

Next to prostration lowly bowed the captain. Oh, how the 
sweet creature smiled her approbation of him! Reverence from 
one begets reverence from another. Men are more of monkeys 
in imitation than they think themselves. — Involuntarily, in a 
manner, I bent my knee — My dearest life — and made a very fine 
speech on presenting the captain to her. No title, myself, to her 
lip or cheek, ’tis well he attempted not either. He was indeed 
ready to worship her; could only touch her charming hand. 

I have told the captain, my dear creature — and then I 
briefly repeated (as if I had supposed she had not heard it) all 
I had told him. 

He was astonished that anybody could be displeased one 
moment with such an angel. He undertook her cause as the 
highest degree of merit to himself. 

Never, I must needs say, did the angel so much look the angel. 
All placid, serene, smiling, self-assured: a more lovely flush than 
usual heightening her natural graces, and adding charms, even 
to radiance, to her charming complexion. 

After we had seated ourselves, the agreeable subject was 
renewed, as we took our chocolate. How happy should she be 
in her uncle’s restored favour! 

The captain engaged for it — no more delays, he hoped, on her 
part! Let the happy day be but once over, all would then be 
right. But was it improper to ask for copies of my proposals, 
and of her answer, in order to show them to his dear friend 
her uncle ? 

As Mr. Lovelace pleased. Oh, that the dear creature would 
always say so! 
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It must be in strict confidence then, I said. But would it not 
be better to show her uncle the draft of the settlements, 
when drawn? 

And will you be so good as to allow of this, Mr. Lovelace? 

There, Belford ! We were once the quarrelsome , but now we are 
the polite , lovers. 

Indeed, my dearest creature, I will, if you desire it; and if 
Captain Tomlinson will engage that Mr. Harlowe shall keep 
them absolutely a secret; that I may not be subjected to the 
cavil and control of any others of a family that have used me 
so very ill. 

Now indeed , sir, you are very obliging. 

Dost think. Jack, that my face did not now also shine? 

I held out my hand (first consecrating it with a kiss) for hers. 
She condescended to give it me. I pressed it to my lips: You know 
not, Captain Tomlinson (with an air), all storms overblown, what 

a happy man •• 

Charming couple! [His hands lifted up.] How will my good 
friend rejoice ! Oh, that he were present ! You know not, madam, 
how dear you still are to your Uncle Harlowe ! 

I am unhappy ever to have disobliged him ! 

Not too much of that, however , fairest, thought I! 

The captain repeated his resolutions of service, and that in so 
acceptable a manner, that the dear creature wished that neither 
he, nor any of his, might ever want a friend of equal benevolence. 

Nor any of his , she said ; for the captain brought it in that he 
had five children living, by one of the best of wives and mothers, 
whose excellent management made him as happy as if his 
eight hundred pounds a year (which was all he had to boast of) 
were two thousand. 

Without economy, the oraculous lady said, no estate was 
large enough. With it, the least was not too small. 

Lie still, teasing villain! lie still! I was only speaking to my 
conscience. Jack. 

And let me ask you, Mr. Lovelace, said the captain; yet not 
so much from doubt, as that I may proceed upon sure grounds — 
You are willing to co-operate with my dear friend in a general 
reconciliation ? 

Let me tell you, Mr. Tomlinson, that if it can be distinguished 
that my readiness to make up with a family, of whose generosity 
I have not had reason to think highly, is entirely owing to the 
value I have for this angel of a woman, I will not only co- 
operate with Mr. John Harlowe, as you ask; but I will meet Mr. 
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James Harlowe, senior, and his lady, all the way. And further- 
more, to make the son James and his sister Arabella quite easy, 
I will absolutely disclaim any further interest, whether living or 
dying, in any of the three brothers’ estates; contenting myself 
with what my beloved’s grandfather has bequeathed to her: for 
I have reason to be abundantly satisfied with my own circum- 
stances and prospects — enough rewarded, were she not to bring 
a shilling in dowry, in a woman who has a merit superior to all 
the goods of fortune. True as the Gospel, Belford ! Why had 
not this scene a real foundation ! 

The dear creature, by her eyes, expressed her gratitude, 
before her lips could utter it. O Mr. Lovelace, said she, you 
have infinitely and there she stopped. 

The captain run over in my praise. He was really affected. 

Oh, that I had not such a mixture of revenge and pride in my love , 
thought I ! But (my old plea) cannot I make her amends at any 
time? And is not her virtue now in the height of its probation? 
Would she lay aside, like the friends of my uncontending 
Rosebud, all thoughts of defiance — would she throw herself 
upon my mercy, and try me but one fortnight in the life of 
honour — What then? 1 cannot say , what then. 

Do not despise me. Jack, for my inconsistency — in no two 
letters perhaps agreeing with myself. Who expects consistency 
in men of our character? But I am mad with love, fired by 
revenge, puzzled with my own devices, my invention is my curse, 
my pride my punishment. Drawn five or six ways at once, can 
she possibly be so unhappy as I? Oh, why, why, was this woman 
so divinely excellent! Yet how know' I that she is? What have 
been her trials? Have I had the courage to make a single one 
upon her person, though a thousand upon her temper? Enough, 
I hope, to make her afraid of ever disobliging me more ! 


I must banish reflection, or 1 am a lost man. For these two 
hours past have I hated myself for my own contrivances. And 
this not only from what I have related to thee; but from what I 
have further to relate. But I have now once more steeled my 
heart. My vengeance is uppermost *,for 1 have been reperusing 
some of Miss Howe's virulence. The contempt they have both 
held me in, I cannot bear. 

The happiest breakfast-time, my beloved owned, that she had 
ever known since she had left her father's house. [She might have let 
this alone.'] The captain renewed all his protestations of service. 
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He would write me word how his dear friend received the account 
he should give him of the happy situation of our affairs, and 
what he thought of the settlements, as soon as I should send him 
the drafts so kindly promised. And we parted with great 
professions of mutual esteem; my beloved putting up vows for 
the success of his generous mediation. 

When I returned from attending the captain downstairs, 
which I did to the outward door, my beloved met me as I 
entered the dining-room; complacency reigning in every lovely 
feature. 

‘‘You see me already, said she , another creature. You know 
not, Mr. Lovelace, how near my heart this hoped-for reconcilia- 
tion is. I am now willing to banish every disagreeable remem- 
brance. You know not, sir, how much you have obliged me. 
And oh, Mr. Lovelace, how happy shall I be, when my heart is 
lightened from the all-sinking weight of a father’s curse ! When 
my dear mamma [you don’t know, sir, half the excellences of my 
dear mamma! and what a kind heart she has, when it is left to 
follow its own impulses — when this blessed mamma] shall once 
more fold me to her indulgent bosom ! When I shall again have 
uncles and aunts, and a brother and sister, all striving who shall 
show most kindness and favour to the poor outcast, then no more 
an outcast! And you, Mr. Lovelace, to behold all this, and to be 
received into a family so dear to me, with welcome — What though 
a little cold at first? when they come to know you better, and to 
see you oftener, no fresh causes of disgust occurring, and you, as 
I hope, having entered upon a new course, all will be warmer and 
warmer love on both sides, till every one perhaps will wonder 
how they came to set themselves against you.” 

Then drying her tears with her handkerchief, after a few 
moments pausing, on a sudden, as if recollecting that she had 
been led by her joy to an expression of it which she had not 
intended I should see, she retired to her chamber with precipita- 
tion; leaving me almost as unable to stand it as herself. 

In short' I was — I want words to say how I was. My nose had 
been made to tingle before; my eyes have before been made to 
glisten by this soul-moving beauty; but so very much affected, 
I never was — for, trying to check my sensibility, it was too strong 
for me, and I even sobbed. Yes, by my soul, I audibly sobbed, 
and was forced to turn from her before she had well finished her 
affecting speech. 

I want, methinks, now I have owned the odd sensation, to 
describe it to thee — the thing was so strange to me — something 
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choking, as it were, in my throat — I know not how — yet, I must 
needs say, though I am out of countenance upon the recollection, 
that there was something very pretty in it; and I wish I could 
know it again, that I might have a more perfect idea of it, and be 
better able to describe it to thee. 

But this effect of her joy on such an occasion gives me a high 
notion of what that virtue must be [what other name can I call 
it?], which in a mind so capable of delicate transport, should 
be able to make so charming a creature, in her very bloom, all 
frost and snow to every advance of love from the man she hates 
not. This must be all from education too — must it not, Belford ? 
Can education have stronger force in a woman’s heart than 
nature ? Sure it cannot. But if it can, how entirely right are 
parents to cultivate their daughters’ minds, and to inspire them 
with notions of reserve and distance to our sex; and indeed to 
make them think highly of their own ! For pride is an excellent 
substitute, let me tell thee, where virtue shines not out, as the 
sun, in its own unborrowed lustre. 

Letter CXV111 — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

And now it is time to confess (and yet I know that thy con- 
jectures are aforehand with my exposition) that this Captain 
Tomlinson, who is so great a favourite with my charmer, and who 
takes so much delight in healing breaches, and reconciling 
differences, is neither a greater man nor a less than honest 
Patrick McDonald, attended by a discarded footman of his own 
finding out. 

Thou knowest what a various-lifed rascal he is; and to what 
better hopes bom and educated. But that ingenious knack of 
forgery, for which he was expelled from the Dublin University, 
and a detection since in evidenceship, have been his ruin. For 
these have thrown him from one country to another; and at last 
into the way of life which would make him a fit husband for 
v Miss Howe’s Townsend with her contrabands. He is, thou 
knowest, admirably qualified for any enterprise that requires 
adroitness and solemnity. And can there, after all, be a higher 
piece of justice, than to keep one smuggler in readiness to play 
against another? 

“Well but, Lovelace (methinks thou questionest), how earnest 
thou to venture upon such a contrivance as this, when, as thou 
hast told me, the lady used to be a month at a time at this 
uncle’s; and must therefore, in all probablity, know that there 
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was not a Captain Tomlinson in all the neighbourhood; at least 
no one of the name so intimate with him as this man pretends 
to be?” 

This objection, Jack, is so natural a one, that I could not help 
observing to my charmer that she must surely have heard her 
uncle speak of this gentleman. No, she said, she never had. 
Besides, she had not been at her Uncle Harlowe’s for near ten 
months [this I had heard her say before ] : and there were several 
gentlemen who used the same green, whom she knew not. 

We are all very ready, thou knowest, to believe what we like. 

And what was the reason, thinkest thou, that she had not been 
of so long time at this uncle’s? Why, this old sinner, who 
imagines himself entitled to call me to account for my freedoms 
with the sex, has lately fallen into familiarities, as it is suspected, 
with his housekeeper; who assumes airs upon it. A cursed de- 
luding sex! In youth, middle age, or dotage, they take us all in. 

Dost thou not see, however, that this housekeeper knows 
nothing, nor is to know anything, of the treaty of reconciliation 
designed to be set on foot; and therefore the uncle always comes 
to the captain, the captain goes not to the uncle: and this I 
surmised to the lady. And then it was a natural suggestion, 
that the captain was the rather applied to, as he is a stranger to 
the rest of the family. Need I tell thee the meaning of all 
this ? 

But this intrigue of the ancient is a piece of private history, the 
truth of which my beloved cares not to own, and indeed affects 
to disbelieve: as she does also some puisne gallantries of her 
foolish brother; which, by way of recrimination, I have hinted 
at, without naming my informant in their family. 

“Well but, methinks, thou questionest again, is it not probable 
that Miss Howe will make inquiry after such a man as Tomlin- 
son? And when she cannot ” 

I know what thou wouldst say — but I have no doubt that 
Wilson will be so good, if I desire it, as to give into my own hands 
any letter that may be brought by Collins to his house, for a 
week to come. And now I hope thou art satisfied. 

I will conclude with a short story. 

“Two neighbouring sovereigns were at war together, about 
some pitiful chuck-farthing thing or other; no matter what \for 
the least trifles will set princes and children at loggerheads. Their 
armies had been drawn up in battalia some days, and the news 
of a decisive action was expected every hour to arrive at each 
court. At last, issue was joined; a bloody battle was fought; 
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and a fellow, who had been a spectator of it, arriving, with the 
news of a complete victory, at the capital of one of the princes 
some time before the appointed couriers, the bells were set a 
ringing, bonfires and illuminations were made, and the people 
went to bed intoxicated with joy and good liquor. But the next 
day all was reversed: the victorious enemy, pursuing his ad- 
vantage, was expected every hour at the gates of the almost 
defenceless capital. The first reporter was hereupon sought 
for, and found; and being questioned, pleaded a great deal of 
merit, in that he had, in so dismal a situation, taken such a space 
of time from the distress of his fellow-citizens, and given it to 
festivity, as were the hours between the false good news and 
the real bad.” 

Do thou, Belford, make the application. This I know, that 
I have given greater joy to my beloved than she had thought 
would so soon fall to her share. And as the human life is 
properly said to be chequer-work, no doubt but a person of her 
prudence will make the best of it, and set off so much good 
against so much bad, in order to strike as just a balance 
as possible. 

The lady , in three several letters , acquaints her friend with the 
most material passages and conversations contained in those of Mr. 
Lovelace preceding. These are her words , on relating what the 
commission of the pretended Tomlinson was , after the apprehensions 
that his distant inquiry had given her : 

At last, my dear, all these doubts and fears were cleared up, 
and banished; and, in their place, a delightful prospect was 
opened to me. For it comes happily out (but at present it must 
be an absolute secret, for reasons which I shall mention in the 
sequel) that the gentleman was sent by my Uncle Harlowe [I 
thought he could not be angry with me for ever]; all owing to 
the conversation that passed between your good Mr. Hickman 
and him. For although Mr. Hickman’s application was too 
harshly rejected at the time, my uncle could not but think better 
of it afterwards, and of the arguments that worthy gentleman 
used in my favour. 

Who, upon a passionate repulse, would despair of having a 
reasonable request granted ? Who would not, by gentleness and 
condescension, endeavour to leave favourable impressions upon 
an angry mind; which, when it comes coolly to reflect, may 
induce it to work itself into a condescending temper ? To request 
a favour, as I have often said, is one thing; to challenge it as our 
due, is another. And what right has a petitioner to be angry 
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at a repulse , if he has not a right to detnand what he sues for 
as a debt ? 

She describes Captain Tomlinson , on his breakfast visit, to be 
a grave good sort of man. And in another place, a genteel man, 
of great gravity, and a good aspect; she believes upwards of 
fifty years of age. “I liked him, says she, as soon as I saw him.” 

As her prospects are now, as she says , more favourable than 
heretofore , she wishes that her hopes of Mr. Lovelace’s so often 
promised reformation were better grounded than she is afraid 
they can be. 

VVe have both been extremely puzzled, my dear, says she , to 
reconcile some parts of Mr. Lovelace’s character with other parts 
of it: his good with his bad; such of the former, in particular, as 
his generosity to his tenants; his bounty to the innkeeper’s 
daughter; his readiness to put me upon doing kind things by my 
good Norton, and others. 

A strange mixture in his mind, as I have told him ! For he is 
certainly (as I have reason to say, looking back upon his past 
behaviour to me in twenty instances) a hard-hearted man. Indeed, 
my dear, I have thought more than once , that he had rather see me 
in tears than give me reason to be pleased with him. 

My Cousin Morden says that free-livers are remorseless. 1 And 
so they must be in the very nature of things. 

Mr. Lovelace is a proud man. We have both long ago 
observed that he is. And I am truly afraid, that his very 
generosity is more owing to his pride and his vanity , than to that 
philanthropy (shall I call it?) which distinguishes a beneficent 
mind. 

Money he values not, but as a means to support his pride and 
his independence. And it is easy, as I have often thought, for 
a person to part with a secondary appetite, when, by so doing, 
he can promote or gratify a first. 

I am afraid, my dear, that there must have been some fault 
in his education. His natural bias was not, I fancy, sufficiently 
attended to. He was instructed, perhaps (as his power was 
likely to be large), to do good and beneficent actions; but not, I 
doubt, from proper motives. 

If he had, his generosity would not have stopped at pride, but 
would have struck into humanity ; and then would he not have 
contented himself with doing praiseworthy things by fits and 
starts, or, as if relying on the doctrine of merits, he hoped by a 

See pp. 259—60. See also Mr. Lovelace’s own confession of the delight 
he takes in a woman’s tears, in different parts of his letters. 
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good action to atone for a bad one 1 ; but he would have been 
uniformly noble, and done the good for its own sake. 

O my dear ! what a lot have I drawn ! Pride this poor man’s 
virtue ; and revenge his other predominating quality! This one 
consolation, however, remains: he is not an infidel, an unbeliever: 
had he been an infidel , there would have been no room at all for 
hope of him; but (priding himself, as he does, in his fertile 
invention) he would have been utterly abandoned, irreclaimable, 
and a savage. 

When she comes to relate those occasions which Mr . Lovelace in 
his narrative acknowledges hunself to be affected by, she thus 
expresses herself : 

He endeavoured, as once before, to conceal his emotion. But 
why, my dear, should these men (for Mr. Lovelace is not singular 
in this) think themselves above giving these beautiful proofs of a 
feeling heart? Were it in my power again to choose, or to refuse, 
I would reject the man with contempt, who sought to suppress, 
or offered to deny, the power of being visibly affected upon proper 
occasions, as either a savage-hearted creature, or as one who was 
so ignorant of the principal glory of the human nature, as to 
place his pride in a barbarous insensibility. 

These lines translated from Juvenal by Mr. Tate, I have been 
often pleased with: 

Compassion proper to mankind appears. 

Which Nature witness'd, when she lent us Tears. 

Of tender sentiments We only give 
These proofs: To weep is Our prerogative; 

To show by pitying looks, and melting eyes. 

How with a sufl'ring friend we sympathize. 

Who can all sense of other's ills escape. 

Is but a brute at best, in human shape. 


1 That the lady judges rightly of him in this place, see vol. i, p. J73» 
where, giving the motive for his generosity to his Rosebud, he says: As 
I make it my rule, whenever I have committed a very capital enormity, 
to do some good by way of atonement ; and as I believe I am a pretty deal 
indebted on that score; I intend to join a hundred pounds to J^innys 
aunt’s hundred pounds, to make one innocent couple happy. resides 
which motive he had a further view to answer in that instance of his 
generosity; as may be seen, vol. i. Letters lxx, lxxi, lxxn. See also 

n °To show the 3 consistence of his actions, as they now appear, with his 
views and principles, as he lays them down in his fir st J etUr f'^ % 
not be amiss to refer the reader to his letters, vol. 1 , No. xxxiv and 

NC See X idso vol. i, Letter xxx, and Letter xl, for Clarissa’s early opinio® 
of Mr Lovelace. Whence the coldness and indifference to him which lie so 
repeatedly accuses her of, will be accounted for, more to her glory, tnan 
to his honour. 
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It cannot but yield me some pleasure, hardly as I have some- 
times thought of the people of the house, that such a good man 
as Captain Tomlinson had spoken well of them, upon inquiry. 

And here I stop a minute, my dear, to receive, in fancy, 
your kind congratulation. 

My next, I hope, will confirm my present, and open still more 
agreeable prospects. Meantime be assured that there cannot 
possibly be any good fortune befall me, which I shall look upon 
with equal delight to that I have in your friendship. 

My thankful compliments to your good Mr. Hickman; to 
whose kind intervention I am so much obliged on this occasion, 
conclude me, my dearest Miss Howe, 

Your ever-affectionate and grateful. 

Cl. Harlowe. 

Letter CXIX — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

Tuesday , May 30. 

I have a letter from Lord M. Such a one as I would wish for, 
if I intended matrimony. But as matters are circumstanced, I 
cannot think of showing it to my beloved. 

My lord regrets, “that he is not to be the lady’s nuptial- father. 
He seems apprehensive that I have still, specious as my reasons 
are, some mischief in my head.” 

He graciously consents, “that I may marry when I please; and 
offers one or both of my cousins to assist my bride, and to 
support her spirits on the occasion; since, as he understands, 
she is so much afraid to venture with me. 

“Pritchard, he tells me, has his final orders to draw up deeds 
for assigning over to me in perpetuity £1,000 per annum ; which 
he will execute the same hour that the lady in person owns 
her marriage.” 

He consents, “that the jointure be made from my own estate.” 

He wishes, “that the lady would have accepted of his draft; 
and commends me for tendering it to her. But reproaches me 
for pride in not keeping it myself. What the right side gives up , 
the left , he says, may be the better for” 

The girls, the left-sided girls, he means. 

With all my heart. If I can have my Clarissa, the devil take 
everything else. 

A good deal of other stuff writes this stupid peer; scribbling 
in several places half a dozen lines, apparently for no other 
reason but to bring in as many musty words in an old saw. 
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If thou askest, “How I can manage, since my beloved will 
wonder that I have not an answer from my lord to such a letter 
as I wrote to him; and if I own I have one, will expect that I 
should show it to her, as I did my letter ?” This I answer. That 
I can be informed by Pritchard, that my lord has the gout in his 
right hand; and has ordered him to attend me in form, for my 
particular orders about the transfer: and I can see Pritchard, 
thou knowest, at the King’s Arms, or wherever I please, at an 
hour’s warning; though he be at M. Hall, I in town', and he, by 
word of mouth, can acquaint me with everything in my lord’s 
letter that is necessary for my charmer to know. 

Whenever it suits me, I can restore the old peer to his right hand, 
and then can make him write a much more sensible letter than 
this that he has now sent me. 

Thou knowest that an adroitness in the art of manual 
imitation, was one of my earliest attainments. It has been said, 
on this occasion, that had I been a bad man in meum and tuum 
matters, I should not have been fit to live. As to the girls, we 
hold it no sin to cheat them. And are we not told, that in being 
well deceived consists the whole of human happiness ? 


Wednesday, May 31. 

All still happier and happier. A very high honour done me: 
a chariot, instead of a coach, permitted, purposely to indulge 
me in the subject of subjects. 

Our discourse in this sweet airing turned upon our future 
manner of life. The day is bashfully promised me. Soon, was 
the answer to my repeated urgency. Our equipage, our servants, 
our liveries, were parts of the delightful subject. A desire that 
the wretch who had given me intelligence out of the family 
(honest Joseph Leman) might not be one of our menials; and her 
resolution to have her faithful Hannah, whether recovered or not; 
were signified; and both as readily assented to. 

Her wishes, from my attentive behaviour, when with her at 
St. Paul’s , 1 that I would often accompany her to the Divine 
Service, were gently intimated, and as readily engaged for. I 
assured her, that I ever had respected the clergy in a body; and 
some individuals of them (her Dr. Lewen for one) highly: and 
that were not going to church an act of religion, I thought it [as 
I told thee 2 once] a most agreeable sight to see rich and poor, all 
of a company, as I might say, assembled once a week in one place, 
and each in his or her best garb, to worship the God that made 

1 See Letter lx. a Ibid. 
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them. Nor could it be a hardship upon a man liberally educated, 
to make one on so solemn an occasion, and to hear the harangue 
of a man of letters (though far from being the principal part of 
the service, as it is too generally looked upon to be), whose 
studies having taken a different turn from his own, he must 
always have something new to say. 

She shook her head, and repeated the word new. but looked 
as if willing to be satisfied for the present with this answer. To 
be sure. Jack, she means to do great despite to his satanic 
majesty in her hopes of reforming me. No wonder, therefore, 
if he exerts himself to prevent her, and to be revenged. But 
how came this in ? I am ever of party against myself. One day, 
I fancy, I shall hate myself on recollecting what I am about at 
this instant. But I must stay till then. We must all of us do 
something to repent of. 

The reconciliation prospect was enlarged upon. If her Uncle 
Harlowe will but pave the way to it, and if it can be brought 
about, she shall be happy. Happy, with a sigh, as it is now 
possible she can be! 

She won’t forbear. Jack I 

I told her that I had heard from Pritchard, just before we set 
out on our airing, and expected him in town to-morrow from 
Lord M. to take my directions. I spoke with gratitude of my 
lord’s kindness to me; and with pleasure of Lady Sarah’s, Lady 
Betty’s, and my two Cousins Montague’s veneration for her: as 
also of his lordship’s concern that his gout hindered him from 
writing a reply with his own hand to my last. 

She pitied my lord. She pitied poor Mrs. Fretchville too; for 
she had the goodness to inquire after her. The dear creature 
pitied everybody that seemed to want pity. Happy in her own 
prospects, she had leisure to look abroad, and wishes everybody 
equally happy. 

It is likely to go very hard with Mrs. Fretchville. Her face, 
which she had valued herself upon, will be utterly ruined. 
“This good, however, as I could not but observe, she may reap 
from so great an evil — as the greater malady generally swallows 
up the less, she may have a grief on this occasion, that may 
diminish the other grief, and make it tolerable.” 

I had a gentle reprimand for this light turn on so heavy an 
evil: “For what was the loss of beauty to the loss of a good 
husband ? ” Excellent creature ! 

Her hopes (and her pleasure upon those hopes) that Miss 
Howe’s mother would be reconciled to her, were also mentioned. 
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Good Mrs. Howe was her word, for a woman so covetous, and so 
remorseless in her covetousness, that no one else will call her 
good. But this dear creature has such an extension in her love, 
as to be capable of valuing the most insignificant animal related 
to those whom she respects. Love me, and love my dog , I have 
heard Lord M. say. Who knows, but that I may in time, in 
compliment to myself, bring her to think well of thee , Jack? 

But what am I about? Am I not all this time arraigning my 
own heart? I know I am, by the remorse I feel in it, while my 
pen bears testimony to her excellence. But yet I must add 
(for no selfish consideration shall hinder me from doing justice 
to this admirable creature) that in this conversation she demon- 
strated so much prudent knowledge in everything that relates 
to that part of the domestic management which falls under the 
care of a mistress of a family, that I believe she has no equal of 
her years in the world. 

But, indeed, I know not the subject on which she does not talk 
with admirable distinction; insomuch that could I but get over 
my prejudices against matrimony, and resolve to walk in the 
dull beaten path of my ancestors, I should be the happiest of 
men — a nd if I cannot, perhaps I may be ten times more to be 


pitied than she. 

My heart, my heart, Belford, is not to be trusted 1 break off 

to reperuse some of Miss Howe’s virulence. 


Cursed letters, these of Miss Howe, Jack! Do thou turn back 
to those of mine, where I take notice of them. I proceed: 

Upon the whole, my charmer was all gentleness, all ease, all 
serenity, throughout this sweet excursion. Nor had she reason 
to be otherwise : for it being the first time that I had the honour 
of her company sola , I was resolved to encourage her, by my 
respectfulness, to repeat the favour. 

On our return, I found the counsellor’s clerk waiting for me, 
with a draft of the marriage settlements. 

They are drawn, with only the necessary variations, from those 
made for my mother. The original of which (now returned by 
the counsellor), as well as the new drafts, I have put into my 
beloved’s hands. 

These settlements of my mother made the lawyer’s work easy; 
nor can she have a better precedent; the great Lord S. having 
settled them, at the request of my mother’s relations; all the 
difference, my charmer’s are £100 per annum more than my 
mother’s. 
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I offered to read to her the old deed, while she looked over the 
draft; for she had refused her presence at the examination 
with the clerk: but this she also declined. 

I suppose she did not care to hear of so many children, first, 
second, third, fourth, fifth, sixth, and seventh sons, and as many 
daughters, to be begotten upon the body of the said Clarissa Harlowe. 

Charming matrimonial recitativoes ! though it is always said 
lawfully begotten too — as if a man could beget children unlawfully 
upon the body of his own wife. But thinkest thou not that these 
arch rogues the lawyers hereby intimate that a man may have 
children by his wife before marriage? This must be what they 
mean. Why will these sly fellows put an honest man in mind of 
such rogueries ? But hence, as in numberless other instances, we 
see that Law and Gospel are two very different things. 

Dorcas, in our absence, tried to get at the wainscot box in the 
dark closet. But it cannot be done without violence. And to 
run a risk of consequence now , for mere curiosity sake, would 
be inexcusable. 

Mrs. Sinclair and the nymphs are all of opinion that I am now 
so much a favourite, and have such a visible share in her confi- 
dence, and even in her affections, that I may do what I will, and 
plead for excuse violence of passion ; which, they will have it, 
makes violence of action pardonable with their sex; as well as an 
allowed extenuation with the unconcerned of both sexes; and they 
all offer their helping hands. Why not? they say: has she not 
passed for my wife before them all ? And is she not in a fine way 
of being reconciled to her friends ? And was not the want of that 
reconciliation the pretence for postponing consummation? 

They again urge me, since it is so difficult to make night my 
friend, to an attempt in the day. They remind me that the 
situation of their house is such that no noises can be heard out 
of it; and ridicule me for making it necessary for a lady to be 
undressed. It was not always so with me, poor old man! Sally 
told me ; saucily flinging her handkerchief in my face. 


Letter CXX — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford, Esq. 

Friday , June 2 . 

Notwithstanding my studied-for politeness and complaisance 
for some days past; and though I have wanted courage to throw 
the mask quite aside; yet I have made the dear creature more 
than once look about her, by the warm, though decent expression 
of my passion. I have brought her to own that I am more than 
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indifferent with her: but as to love, which I pressed her to 
acknowledge, what need of acknowledgments of that sort , when a 
woman consents to marry ? And once repulsing me with dis- 
pleasure, the proof of the true love 1 was vowing for her was 
respect, not freedom. And offering to defend myself, she 
told me that all the conception she had been able to form of a 
faulty passion was that it must demonstrate itself as mine 
sought to do. 

I endeavoured to justify my passion by laying over-delicacy 
at her door. Over-delicacy, she said, was not my fault, if it 
were hers. She must plainly tell me that I appeared to her 
incapable of distinguishing what were the requisites of a pure 
mind. Perhaps, had the libertine presumption to imagine that 
there was no difference in heart , nor any but what proceeded 
from education and custom , between the pure and the impure. 
And yet custom alone , as she observed, if I did so think, would 
make a second nature, as well in good as in bad habits. 


I have just now been called to account for some innocent 
liberties which I thought myself entitled to take before the 
women ; as they suppose us to be married, and now within view 
of consummation. 

I took the lecture very hardly; and with impatience wished 
for the happy day and hour when I might call her all my own, 
and meet with no check from a niceness that had no example. 

She looked at me with a bashful kind of contempt. I thought 
it contempt , and required the reason for it; not being conscious of 
offence, as I told her. 

This is not the first time, Mr. Lovelace, said she, that I have 
had cause to be displeased with you, when you , perhaps, have 
not thought yourself exceptionable. But, sir, let me tell you 
that the married state, in my eye, is a state of purity, and [I 
think she told me] not of licentiousness ; so, at least, I understood 
her. 

Marriage purity , Jack! Very comical, ’faith. Yet, sweet 
dears, half the female world ready to run away with a rake, 
because he is a rake; and for no other reason; nay, every other 
reason against their choice of such a one. 

But have not you and I, Belford, seen young wives who 
would be thought modest; and, when maids, were fantastically 
shy; permit freedoms in public from their uxorious husbands 
which have shown that both of them have forgotten what 
belongs either to prudence or decency? While every modest 
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eye has sunk under the shameless effrontery, and every modest 
face been covered with blushes for those who could not blush. 

I once, upon such an occasion, proposed to a circle of a dozen, 
thus scandalized, to withdraw; since they must needs see that 
as well the lady as the gentleman wanted to be in private. This 
motion had its effect upon the amorous pair; and I was 
applauded for the check given to their licentiousness. 

But upon another occasion of this sort I acted a little more 
in character. For I ventured to make an attempt upon a 
bride, which I should not have had the courage to make, had 
not the unblushing passiveness with which she received her fond 
husband’s public toyings (looking round her with triumph rather 
than with shame upon every lady present) incited my curiosity 
to know if the same complacency might not be shown to a 
private friend. ’Tis true I was in honour obliged to keep the 
secret. But I never saw the turtles bill afterwards but I 
thought of number two to the same female; and in my heart 
thanked the fond husband for the lesson he had taught his wife. 

From what I have said, thou wilt see that I approve of my 
beloved’s exception to public loves. That, I hope, is all the 
charming icicle means by jnarriage purity. But to return. 

From the whole of what I have mentioned to have passed 
between my beloved and me, thou wilt gather that I have not 
been a mere dangler, a Hickman, in the past days, though not 
absolutely active and a Lovelace. 

The dear creature now considers herself as my wife-elect. 
The unsaddened heart, no longer prudish, will not now, I hope, 
give the sable turn to every address of the man she dislikes not. 
And yet she must keep up so much reserve as will justify past 
inflexibilities. “Many and many a pretty soul would yield, 
were she not afraid that the man she favoured would think the 
worse of her for it.” This is also a part of the rake’s creed. But 
should she resent ever so strongly, she cannot now break with 
me; since, if she does, there will be an end of the family recon- 
ciliation; and that in a way highly discreditable to herself. 


Saturday, June 3 . 

Just returned from Doctors’ Commons. I have been endea- 
vouring to get a licence. Very true. Jack, I have the mortifica- 
tion to find a difficulty, as the lady is of rank and fortune, and 
as there is no consent of father or next friend, in obtaining this 
all-fettering instrument. 

I made report of this difficulty. 


“It is very right, she says , 
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that such difficulties should be made.” But not to a man of 
my known fortune, surely. Jack, though the woman were the 
daughter of a duke. 

I asked if she approved of the settlements? She said she 
had compared them with my mother's, and had no objection 
to them. She had written to Miss Howe upon the subject, she 
owned ; and to inform her of our present situation . 1 


Just now, in high good humour, my beloved returned me the 
drafts of the settlements; a copy of which I had sent to Captain 
Tomlinson. She complimented me “that she never had any 
doubt of my honour in cases of this nature." 

In matters between man and man nobody ever had, thou 
knowest. 

I had need, thou wilt say, to have some good qualities. 

Great faults and great virtues are often found in the same 
person. In nothing very bad, but as to women: and did not 
one of them begin with me ? 2 

We have held that women have no souls. I am a very Jew 
in this point, and willing to believe they have not. And if so, 
to whom shall I be accountable for what I do to them? Nay, if 
souls they have, as there is no sex in ethereals, nor need of any, 
what plea can a lady hold of injuries done her in her lad y-state 
when there is an end of her lady-ship ? 


Letter CXXI — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford, Esq. 

Monday, June 5. 

I am now almost in despair of succeeding with this charming 
frost-piece by love or gentleness. A copy of the drafts, as I 
told thee, has been sent to Captain Tomlinson; and that by a 
special messenger. Engrossments are proceeding with. I have 
been again at the Commons. Should in all probability have 
procured a licence by Mallory’s means, had not Mallory's friend, 
the proctor, been suddenly sent for to Cheshunt, to make an 
old lady’s will. Pritchard has told me by word of mouth, 
though my charmer saw him not , all that was necessary for her to 
know in the letter my lord wrote, which I could not show her; 
and taken my directions about the estates to be made over to 
me on my nuptials. Yet with all these favourable appearances 

1 As this letter of the lady to Miss Howe contains no new matter, but 
what may be collected from those of Mr. Lovelace, it is omitted. 

2 See vol. i. Letter xxxi, p. 146. 
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no conceding moment to be found, no improvable tenderness 
to be raised. 

But never, I believe, was there so true, so delicate a modesty 
in the human mind as in that of this lady. And this has been 
my security all along; and, in spite of Miss Howe’s advice to 
her, will be so still; since, if her delicacy be a fault, she can no 
more overcome it than I can my aversion to matrimony. Habit, 
habit, Jack, seest thou not? may subject us both to weaknesses. 
And should she not have charity for me, as I have for her? 

Twice indeed with rapture, which once she called rude, did 
I salute her; and each time resenting the freedom, did she 
retire; though, to do her justice, she favoured me again with 
her presence at my first entreaty, and took no notice of the 
cause of her withdrawing. 

Is it policy to show so open a resentment for innocent liberties, 
which, in her situation, she must so soon forgive ? 

Yet the woman who resents not initiatory freedoms must be lost. 
For love is an encroacher. Love never goes backward. Love 
is always aspiring. Always must aspire. , Nothing but the 
highest act of love can satisfy an indulged love. And what 
advantages has a lover, who values not breaking the peace, over 
his mistress who is solicitous to keep it! 

I have now at this instant wrought myself up, for the dozenth 
time, to a half-resolution. A thousand agreeable things I have 
to say to her. She is in the dining-room. Just gone up. She 
always expects me when there. 


High displeasure ! followed by an abrupt departure. 

I sat down by her. I took both her hands in mine. I would 
have it so. All gentle my voice. Her father mentioned with 
respect. Her mother with reverence. Even her brother 
amicably spoken of. I never thought I could have wished so 
ardently, as I told her I did wish, for a reconciliation with her 
family. 

A sweet and grateful flush then overspread her fair face; a 
gentle sigh now and then heaved her handkerchief. 

I perfectly longed to hear from Captain Tomlinson. It was 
impossible for her uncle to find fault with the draft of the 
settlements. I would not, however, be understood, by sending 
them down, that I intended to put it in her uncle’s power to 
delay my happy day. When, when was it to be? 

I would hasten again to the Commons; and would not return 
without the licence. 

II — Q 88 3 
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The Lawn I proposed to retire to as soon as the happy cere- 
mony was over. This day and that day I proposed. 

It was time enough to name the day when the settlements 
were completed and the licence obtained. Happy should she 
be, could the kind Captain Tomlinson obtain her uncle's presence 
privately . 

A good hint! It may perhaps be improved upon — either for 
a delay or a pacifier. 

No new delays, for Heaven’s sake, I besought her; and 
reproached her gently for the past. Name but the day (an 
early day, I hoped it would be, in the following week), that I 
might hail its approach and number the tardy hours. 

My cheek reclined on her shoulder — kissing her hands by 
turns. Rather bashfully than angrily reluctant, her hands 
sought to be withdrawn; her shoulder avoiding my reclined 
cheek — apparently loath, and more loath, to quarrel with me; 
her downcast eye confessing more than her lips could utter. 
Now surely, thought I, is my time to try if she can forgive a still 
bolder freedom than I had ever yet taken. 

I then gave her struggling hands liberty. I put one arm 
round her waist: I imprinted a kiss on her sweet lips, with a 
Be quiet only, and an averted face, as if she feared another. 

Encouraged by so gentle a repulse , the tenderest things I said; 
and then, with my other hand, drew aside the handkerchief 
that concealed the beauty of beauties, and pressed with my 
burning lips the most charming breast that ever my ravished 
eyes beheld. 

A very contrary passion to that which gave her bosom so 
delightful a swell immediately took place. She struggled out 
of my encircling arms with indignation. I detained her reluc- 
tant hand. Let me go, said she. I see there is no keeping terms 
with you. Base encroacher ! Is this the design of your flattering 
speeches? Far as matters have gone, I will for ever renounce 
you. You have an odious heart. Let me go, I tell you. 

I was forced to obey, and she flung from me, repeating base , 
and adding flattering, encroacher. 

In vain have I urged by Dorcas for the promised favour of 
dining with her. She would not dine at all. She could not. 

But why makes she every inch of her person thus sacred ? 
So near the time, too, that she must suppose that all will be my 
own by deed of purchase and settlement? 

She has read, no doubt, of the art of the Eastern monarchs, 
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who sequester themselves from the eyes of their subjects, in 
order to excite their adoration, when, upon some solemn 
occasions, they think fit to appear in public. 

But let me ask thee, Belford, whether (on these solemn 
occasions) the preceding cavalcade; here a great officer, and 
there a great minister, with their satellites and glaring equipages; 
do not prepare the eyes of the wondering beholders by degrees 
to bear the blaze of canopied majesty (what though but an ugly 
old man perhaps himself? yet) glittering in the collected riches 
of his vast empire? 

And should not my beloved, for her own sake, descend by 
degrees from goddess-hood into humanity ? If it be pride that 
restrains her, ought not that pride to be punished? If, as in 
the Eastern emperors, it be art as well as pride , art is what she 
of all women need not use. If shame , what a shame to be 
ashamed to communicate to her adorer’s sight the most 
admirable of her personal graces? 

Let me perish, Belford, if I would not forego the brightest 
diadem in the world for the pleasure of seeing a twin Lovelace 
at each charming breast, drawing from it his first sustenance; 
the pious task, for physical reasons , 1 continued for one month 
and no more! 

I now, methinks, behold this most charming of women in this 
sweet office: her conscious eye now dropped on one, now on the 
other, with a sigh of maternal tenderness; and then raised up to 
my delighted eye, full of wishes, for the sake of the pretty 
varlets, and for her own sake, that I would deign to legitimate; 
that I would condescend to put on the nuptial fetters. 


Letter CXXI I — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

Monday Afternoon. 

A letter received from the worthy Captain Tomlinson has 
introduced me into the presence of my charmer sooner than 
perhaps I should otherwise have been admitted. 

Sullen her brow at her first entrance into the dining-room. 
But I took no notice of what had passed, and her anger of itself 
subsided. 

“The captain, after letting me know that he chose not to 
write till he had the promised draft of the settlements, acquaints 

1 In Pamela, Vol. II, Letter xlv, these reasons are given, and are worthy 
of every parent’s consideration, as is the whole letter, which contains the 
debate between Mr. B. and his Pamela, on the important subject of 
mothers being nurses to their own children. 
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me that his friend Mr. John Harlowe, in their first conference 
(which was held as soon as he got down), was extremely sur- 
prised, and even grieved (as he J eared he would be), to hear that 
we were not married. The world, he said, who knew my 
character, would be very censorious, were it owned that we had 
lived so long together unmarried in the same lodgings; although 
our marriage were now to be ever so publicly celebrated. 

“His nephew James, he was sure, would make a great handle 
of it against any motion that might be made towards a recon- 
ciliation; and with the greater success, as there was not a family 
in the kingdom more jealous of their honour than theirs.” 

This is true of the Harlowes, Jack: they have been called the 
proud Harlowes: and I have ever found that all young honour 
is supercilious and touchy. 

But seest thou not how right I was in my endeavour to 
persuade my fair one to allow her uncle’s friend to think us 
married; especially as he came prepared to believe it; and as her 
uncle hoped it was so? But nothing on earth is so perverse as 
a woman when she is set upon carrying a point, and has a meek 
man, or one who loves his peace , to deal with. 

My beloved was vexed. She pulled out her handkerchief: but 
was more inclined to blame me than herself. 

Had you kept your word, Mr. Lovelace, and left me when 

we came to town And there she stopped; for she knew 

that it was her own fault that we were not married before we 
left the country; and how could I leave her afterwards , while 
her brother was plotting to carry her off by violence ? 

Nor has this brother yet given over his machinations. 

For, as the captain proceeds, “Mr. John Harlowe owned to 
him (but in confidence) that his nephew is at this time busied 
in endeavouring to find out where we are; being assured (as 
I am not to be heard of at any of my relations, or at my usual 
lodgings) that we are together. And that we are not married 
is plain, as he will have it, from Mr. Hickman's application so 
lately made to her uncle ; and which was seconded by Mrs. Norton 
to her mother. And her brother cannot bear that I should enjoy 
such a triumph unmolested.” 

A profound sigh, and the handkerchief again lifted to the 
eye. But did not the sweet soul deserve this turn upon her, 
for feloniously resolving to rob me of herself, had the application 
made by Hickman succeeded ? 

I read on to the following effect: 

“Why (asked Mr. Harlowe) was it said to his other inquiring 
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friend that we were married; and that by his niece’s woman, 
who ought to know? Who could give convincing reasons, 
no doubt ” 

Here again she wept; took a turn across the room; then 
returned. Read on, said she. 

Will you, my dearest life, read it yourself? 

I will take the letter with me by and by. I cannot see to read 
it just now, wiping her eyes. Read on — let me hear it all — 
that I may know your sentiments upon this letter, as well as 
give my own. 

“The captain then told Uncle John the reasons that induced 
me to give out that we were married; and the conditions on 
which my beloved was brought to countenance it; which had 
kept us at the most punctilious distance. 

“But still Mr. Harlowe objected my character. And went 
away dissatisfied. And the captain was also so much concerned, 
that he cared not to write what the result of his first conference 
was. 

“But in the next, which was held on receipt of the drafts, 
at the captain’s house (as the former was, for the greater secrecy), 
when the old gentleman had read them, and had the captain’s 
opinion, he was much better pleased. And yet he declared that 
it would not be easy to persuade any other person of his family 
to believe so favourably of the matter as he was now willing to 
believe, were they to know that we had lived so long together 
unmarried. 

“And then, the captain says, his dear friend made a proposal: 
it was this: That we should marry out oj hand , but as privately 
as possible , as indeed he found we intended (for he could have no 
objection to the drafts ) — but yet , he expected to have present 
one trusty friend of his own, for his better satisfaction ” 

Here I stopped, with a design to be angry; but she desiring 
me to read on, I obeyed. 

“ But that it should pass to every one living , except to that trusty 
person , to himself , and to the captain , that we were married from 
the time that we had lived together in one house ; and that this time 
should be ?nade to agree with that of Mr. Hickman' s application 
to him from Miss Howe." 

This, my dearest life, said I, is a very considerate proposal. 
We have nothing to do but to caution the people below properly 
on this head. I did not think your Uncle Harlowe capable of 
hitting upon such a charming expedient as this. But you see 
how much his heart is in the reconciliation. 
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This was the return I met with: You have always, as a mark 
of your politeness, let me know how meanly you think of every 
one of my family. 

Yet thou wilt think, Belford, that 1 could forgive her for this 
reproach. 

“The captain does not know, he says, how this proposal will 
be relished by us. But, for his part, he thinks it an expedient 
that will obviate many difficulties, and may possibly put an end 
to Mr. James Harlowe’s further designs: and on this account he 
has, by the uncle's advice , already declared to two several persons, 
by whose means it may come to that young gentleman’s ears, 
that he [Captain Tomlinson] has very great reason to believe 
that we were married soon after Mr. Hickman’s application 
was rejected. 

“And this, Mr. Lovelace (says the captain), will enable you 
to pay a compliment to the family that will not be unsuitable 
to the generosity of some of the declarations you were pleased 
to make to the lady before me (and which Mr. John Harlowe 
may make some advantage of in favour of a reconciliation); in 
that you have not demanded your lady’s estate so soon as you 
were entitled to make the demand.” An excellent contriver 
surely she must think this worthy Mr. Tomlinson to be! 

But the captain adds, “that if either the lady or I disapprove 
of his report of our marriage, he will retract it. Nevertheless he 
must tell me that Mr. John Harlowe is very much set upon this 
way of proceeding; as the only one, in his opinion, capable of 
being improved into a general reconciliation. But if we do 
acquiesce in it, he beseeches my fair one not to suspend my day, 
that he may be authorized in what he says as to the truth of the 
main fact \how conscientious this good man/]: nor must it be 
expected, he says, that her uncle will take one step towards the 
wished-for reconciliation till the solemnity is actually over." 

He adds, “that he shall be very soon in town on other affairs; 
and then proposes to attend us, and give us a more particular 
account of all that has passed, or shall further pass, between 
Mr. Harlowe and him.” 

Well, my dearest life, what say you to your uncle’s expedient? 
Shall I write to the captain and acquaint him that we have no 
objection to it? 

She was silent for a few minutes. At last, with a sigh: See, 
Mr. Lovelace, said she, what you have brought me to, by treading 
after you in such crooked paths! See what disgrace I have 
incurred ! Indeed you have not acted like a wise man. 
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My beloved creature, do you not remember how earnestly 
I besought the honour of your hand before we came to town? 
Had I been then favoured 

Well, well, sir, there has been much amiss somewhere; that ’s 
all I will say at present. And since what ’s past cannot be 
recalled, my uncle must be obeyed, I think. 

Charmingly dutiful ! I had nothing then to do, that I might 
not be behindhand with the worthy captain and her uncle, but 
to press for the day. This I fervently did. But (as I might 
have expected) she repeated her former answer; to wit, that 
when the settlements were completed; when the licence was 
actually obtained; it would be time enough to name the day: 
and, O Mr. Lovelace, said she, turning from me with a grace 
inimitably tender, her handkerchief at her eyes, what a happiness, 
if my dear uncle could be prevailed upon to be personally a 
father, on this occasion, to the poor fatherless girl ! 

What ’s the matter with me ? Whence this dewdrop ? A 
tear! As I hope to be saved, it is a tear. Jack! Very ready 
methinks ! Only on reciting! But her lovely image was before 
me, in the very attitude she spoke the words. And indeed, at 
the time she spoke them, these lines of Shakespeare came into 
my head: 

Thy heart is big. Get thee apart, and weep ! 

Passion, I see, is catching: — For my eyes. 

Seeing those Beads of Sorrow stand in thine. 

Begin to water — 

I withdrew, and wrote to the captain to the following effect: 
“I desired that he would be so good as to acquaint his dear 
friend that we entirely acquiesced with what he had proposed; 
and had already properly cautioned the gentlewomen of the 
house, and their servants, as well as our own: and to tell him 
that, if he would in person give me the blessing of his dear 
niece’s hand, it would crown the wishes of both. In this case 
I consented that his own day, as I presumed it would be a short 
one , should be ours: that by this means the secret would be with 
fewer persons: that I myself, as well as he, thought the ceremony 
could not be too privately performed; and this not only for the 
sake of the wise end he had proposed to answer by it, but 
because I would not have Lord M. think himself slighted ; since 
that nobleman, as I had told him [the captain], had once intended 
to be our nuptial-father; and actually made the offer; but that 
we had declined to accept of it, and that for no other reason 
than to avoid a public wedding; which his beloved niece would 
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not come into while she was in disgrace with her friends. But 
that, if he chose not to do us this honour, I wished that Captain 
Tomlinson might be the trusty person whom he would have to 
be present on the happy occasion.” 

I showed this letter to my fair one. She was not displeased 
with it. So, Jack, we cannot now move too fast as to settle- 
ments and licence: the day is her uncle's day , or Captain Tom- 
linson's perhaps, as shall best suit the occasion. Miss Howe’s 
smuggling scheme is now surely provided against in all events. 

But I will not by anticipation make thee a judge of all the 
benefits that may flow from this my elaborate contrivance. 
Why will these girls put me upon my master-strokes ? 

And now for a little mine which I am getting ready to spring. 
The first that I have sprung, and at the rate I go on (now a 
resolution , and now a remorse ) perhaps the last that I shall 
attempt to spring. 

A little mine, I call it. But it may be attended with great 
effects. I shall not, however, absolutely depend upon the 
success of it, having much more effectual ones in reserve. And 
yet great engines are often moved by small springs. A little 
spark falling by accident into a powder magazine has done 
more execution in a siege than a hundred cannon. 

Come the worst, the hymeneal torch , and a white sheet, must be 
my amende honorable, as the French have it. 


Letter CXXIII — Mr. Belford to Robert Lovelace , Esq. 

Tuesday, June 6 . 

Unsuccessful as hitherto my application to you has been, 
I cannot for the heart of me forbear writing once more in behalf 
of this admirable woman: and yet am unable to account for the 
zeal which impels me to take her part with an earnestness so 
sincere. 

But all her merit thou acknowledgest; all thy own vileness 
thou confessest, and even gloriest in it; what hope then of 
moving so hardened a man? Yet, as it is not too late, and thou 
art nevertheless upon the crisis, I am resolved to try what 
another letter will do. It is but my writing in vain, if it do no 
good; and if thou wilt let me prevail, I know thou wilt hereafter 
think me richly entitled to thy thanks. 

To argue with thee would be folly. The case cannot require 
it. I will only entreat thee, therefore, that thou wilt not let 
such an excellence lose the reward of her vigilant virtue. 
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I believe there never were libertines so vile but purposed, at 
some future period of their lives, to set about reforming; and let 
me beg of thee that thou wilt, in this great article, make thy 
future repentance as easy as some time hence thou wilt wish 
thou hadst made it. 

If thou proceedest, I have no doubt that this affair will end 
tragically, one way or other. It must. Such a woman must 
interest both gods and men in her cause. But what I most 
apprehend is, that with her own hand, in resentment of the 
perpetrated outrage, she (like another Lucretia) will assert the 
purity of her heart: or, if her piety preserve her from this 
violence, that wasting grief will soon put a period to her days. 
And, in either case, will not the remembrance of thy ever-during 
guilt, and transitory triumph, be a torment of torments to thee ? 

’Tis a seriously sad thing, after all, that so fine a creature 
should have fallen into such vile and remorseless hands: for, 
from thy cradle, as I have heard thee own, thou ever delightedst 
to sport with and torment the animal, whether bird or beast, 
that thou lovedst and hadst a power over. 

How different is the case of this fine woman from that of any 
other whom thou hast seduced! I need not mention to thee, 
nor insist upon the striking difference: justice, gratitude, thy 
interest, thy vows, all engaging thee; and thou certainly loving 
her, as far as thou art capable of love, above all her sex. She 
not to be drawn aside by art, or to be made to suffer from 
credulity, nor for want of wit and discernment (that will be 
another cutting reflection to so fine a mind as hers): the con- 
tention between you only unequal, as it is between naked 
innocence and armed guilt. In everything else, as thou ownest, 
her talents greatly superior to thine ! What a fate will hers be, 
if thou art not at last overcome by thy reiterated remorses ! 

At first, indeed, when I was admitted into her presence 1 (and 
till I observed her meaning air, and heard her speak), I supposed 
that she had no very uncommo n judgment to boast of : for I made, 
as I thought, but just allowances for her blossoming youth, and 
for that loveliness of person, and for that ease and elegance in 
her dress, which I imagined must have taken up half her time 
and study to cultivate; and yet I had been prepared by thee 
to entertain a very high opinion of her sense and her reading. 
Her choice of this gay fellow, upon such hazardous terms 
(thought I), is a confirmation that her wit wants that maturity 
which only years and experience can give it. Her knowledge 
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(argued I to myself) must be all theory ; and the complaisance 
ever consorting with an age so green and so gay, will make so 
inexperienced a lady at least forbear to show herself disgusted 
at freedoms of discourse in which those present of her own 
sex, and some of ours (so learned, so well read, and so travelled), 
allow themselves. 

In this presumption I ran on; and, having the advantage, as 
I conceited, of all the company but you, and being desirous to 
appear in her eyes a mighty clever fellow, I thought I showed 
away , when I said any foolish things that had more sound than 
sense in them ; and when I made silly jests, which attracted the 
smiles of thy Sinclair and the specious Partington: and that 
Miss Harlowe did not smile too, I thought was owing to her 
youth or affectation, or to a mixture of both, perhaps to a 
greater command of her features. Little dreamt I that I was 
incurring her contempt all the time. 

But when, as I said, I heard her speak, which she did not till 
she had fathomed us all; when I heard her sentiments on two 
or three subjects, and took notice of that searching eye, darting 
into the very inmost cells of our frothy brains, by my faith, it 
made me look about me; and I began to recollect and be ashamed 
of all I had said before; in short, was resolved to sit silent till 
every one had talked round, to keep my folly in countenance. 
And then I raised the subjects that she could join in, and which 
she did join in, so much to the confusion and surprise of every 
one of us! For even thou, Lovelace, so noted for smart wit, 
repartee, and a vein of raillery, that delightest all who come 
near thee, sattest in palpable darkness, and lookedst about thee, 
as well as we. 

One instance only of this shall I remind thee of. 

We talked of wit, and of wit, and aimed at it, bandying it 
like a ball from one to another, and resting it chiefly with thee, 
who wert always proud enough and vain enough of the attribute ; 
and then more especially as thou hadst assembled us, as far as 
I know, principally to show the lady thy superiority over us; 
and us thy triumph over her. And then Tourville (who is 
always satisfied with wit at second-hand ; wit upon memory; 
other men’s wit) repeated some verses, as applicable to the 
subject; which two of us applauded, though full of double 
entendre. Thou, seeing the lady’s serious air on one of those 
repetitions, appliedst thyself to her, desiring her notions of wit: 
a quality, thou saidst, which every one prized, whether flowing 
from himself or found in another. 


CXXIII] CLARISSA HARLOWE 485 

Then it was that she took all our attention. It was a quality 
much talked of, she said, but, she believed, very little under- 
stood. At least, if she might be so free as to give her judgment 
of it from what had passed in the present conversation, she must 
say that with men wit was one thing; with women another. 

This startled us all : — How the women looked ! How they pursed 
in their mouths; a broad smile the moment before upon each, 
from the verses they had heard repeated, so well understood, as 
we saw, by their looks. While I besought her to let us know, 
for our instruction, what wit was with women : for such I was 
sure it ought to be with men. 

Cowley, she said, had defined it prettily by negatives. 

Thou desiredst her to repeat his definition. 

She did ; and with so much graceful ease, and beauty, and 
propriety of accent as would have made bad poetry delightful. 

A thousand diff'rent shapes it bears. 

Comely in thousand shapes appears. 

’Tis not a tale : 'Tis not a jest. 

Admir'd, with laughter, at a feast. 

Nor florid talk, which must this title gain: 

The proofs of Wit for ever must remain. 

Much less can that have any place 
At which a virgin hides her face. 

Such dross the fire must purge away: — 'Tis just 
The author blush there, where the reader must. 

Here she stopped, looking round her upon us all with conscious 
superiority, as I thought. Lord, how we stared! Thou 
attemptedst to give us thy definition of wit, that thou mightest 
have something to say, and not seem to be surprised into 
silent modesty. 

But, as if she cared not to trust thee with the subject, referring 
to the same author as for his more positive decision, she thus, 
with the same harmony of voice and accent, emphatically 
decided upon it. 

Wit, like a luxuriant vine. 

Unless to Virtue’s prop it join. 

Firm and erect, tow'rd heaven bound. 

Though it with beauteous leaves and pleasant fruit be crown'd. 

It lies deform’d, and rotting on the ground. 

If thou recollectest this part of the conversation, and how like 
fools we looked at one another; how much it put us out of conceit 
with ourselves, and made us fear her, when we found our con- 
versation thus excluded from the very character which our 
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vanity had made us think unquestionably ours; and if thou 
profitest properly by the recollection; thou wilt be of my mind, 
that there is not so much wit in wickedness as we had flattered 
ourselves there was. , 

And after all, I have been of opinion ever since that conversa- 
tion, that the wit of all the rakes and libertines I ever conversed 
with, from the brilliant Bob Lovelace down to little Johnny 
Hartop the punster, consists mostly in saying bold and shocking 
things, with such courage as shall make the modest blush, the 
impudent laugh, and the ignorant stare. 

And why dost thou think I mention these things, so mal-A- 
propos, as it may seem? Only, let me tell thee, as an instance 
(among many that might be given from the same evening’s 
conversation) of this fine woman’s superiority in those talents 
which ennoble nature, and dignify her sex — evidenced not only 
to each of us, as we offended, but to the flippant Partington, and 
the grosser, but egregiously hypocritical Sinclair, in the correct- 
ing eye, the discouraging blush, in which was mixed as much 
displeasure as modesty, and sometimes, as the occasion called for 
it (for we were some of us hardened above the sense of feeling 
delicate reproof), by the sovereign contempt, mingled with a 
disdainful kind of pity, that showed at once her own conscious 
worth, and our despicable worthlessness. 

O Lovelace ! what then was the triumph, even in my eye, and 
what is it still upon reflection, of true modesty, of true wit, and 
true politeness, over frothy jest, laughing impertinence, and an 
obscenity so shameful, even to the guilty, that they cannot hint 
at it but under a double meaning! 

Then, as thou hast somewhere observed, 1 all her correctives 
avowed by her eye. Not poorly, like the generality of her sex, 
affecting ignorance of meanings too obvious to be concealed ; but 
so resenting, as to show each impudent laugher the offence 
given to, and taken by, a purity, that had mistaken its way, 
when it fell into such company. 

Such is the woman, such is the angel, whom thou hast betrayed 
into thy power, and wouldst deceive and ruin. Sweet creature! 
did she but know how she is surrounded (as I then thought, as 
well as now think), and what is intended , how much sooner would 
death be her choice, than so dreadful a situation! “And how 
effectually would her story, were it generally known, warn all the 
sex against throwing themselves into the power of ours, let our 
vows, oaths, and protestations, be what they will!” 

1 See p. 399. 
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But let me beg of thee, once more, my dear Lovelace, if thou 
hast any regard for thine own honour, for the honour of thy 
family, for thy future peace, or for my opinion of thee (who yet 
pretend not to be so much moved by principle, as by that 
dazzling merit which ought still more to attract thee), to be 
prevailed upon — to be — to be humane , that ’s all — only, that 
thou wouldest not disgrace our common humanity! 

Hardened as thou art, I know that they are the abandoned 
people in the house who keep thee up to a resolution against her. 
Oh, that the sagacious fair one (with so much innocent charity 
in her own heart) had not so resolutely held those women at 
distance! That, as she hoarded there, she had oftener tabled 
with them! Specious as they are, in a week’s time, she would 
have seen through them; they could not have been always so 
guarded, as they were when they saw her but seldom, and when 
they prepared themselves to see her; and she would have fled 
their house as a place infected. And yet, perhaps, with so 
determined an enterpriser, this discovery might have accelerated 
her ruin. 

I know that thou art nice in thy loves. But are there not 
hundreds of women, who, though not utterly abandoned, would 
be taken with thee for mere personal regards? Make a toy, if 
thou wilt, of principle with respect to such of the sex as regard 
it as a toy; but rob not an angel of those purities, which, in her 
own opinion, constitute the difference between angelic and 
brutal qualities. 

With regard to the passion itself, the less of soul in either man 
or woman, the more sensual are they. Thou, Lovelace, hast a 
soul, though a corrupted one; and art more intent (as thou even 
gloriest) upon the preparative stratagem, than upon the end 
of conquering. 

See we not the natural bent of idiots and the crazed ? The 
very appetite is body, and when we ourselves are most fools, and 
crazed, then are we most eager in these pursuits. See what 
fools this passion makes the wisest men ! What snivellers, what 
dotards, when they suffer themselves to be run away with by 
it! An unpermanent passion ! Since, if (ashamed of its more 
proper name) we must call it love, love gratified is love satisfied — 
and love satisfied is indifference begun. And this is the case 
where consent on one side adds to the obligation on the other. 
What then but remorse can follow a forcible attempt? 

Do not even chaste lovers choose to be alone in their courtship 
preparations, ashamed to have even a child to witness to their 
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foolish actions, and more foolish expressions? Is this deified 
passion, in its greatest altitudes, fitted to stand the day ? Do not 
the lovers, when mutual consent awaits their wills, retire to 
coverts and to darkness, to complete their wishes? And shall 
such a sneaking passion as this, which can be so easily gratified 
by viler objects, be permitted to debase the noblest? 

Were not the delays of thy vile purposes owing more to the 
awe which her majestic virtue has inspired thee with, than to thy 
want of adroitness in villainy [I must write my free sentiments in 
this case; for have I not seen the angel?]; I should be ready to 
censure some of thy contrivances and pretences to suspend the 
expected day, as trite, stale, and (to me, who know thy intention) 
poor ; and too often resorted to, as nothing comes of them to be 
gloried in ; particularly that of Mennell, the vapourish lady, and 
the ready-furnished house. 

She must have thought so too, at times, and in her heart 
despised thee for them, or love thee (ungrateful as thou art!) to 
her misfortune; as well as entertain hope against probability. 
But this would afford another warning to the sex, were they to 
know her story; “as it would show them what poor pretences 
they must seem to be satisfied with, if once they put themselves 
into the power of a designing man.” 

If trial only was thy end, as once was thy pretence , 1 enough 
surely hast thou tried this paragon of virtue and vigilance. But 
I knew thee too well, to expect, at the time, that thou wouldst 
stop there. “Men of our cast, whenever they form a design upon 
any of the sex, put no other bound to their views, than what 
want of power gives them.” I knew, that from one advantage 
gained, thou wouldst proceed to attempt another. Thy habitual 
aversion to wedlock too well I knew; and indeed thou avowest 
thy hope to bring her to cohabitation, in that very letter in which 
thou pretendest trial to be thy principal view . 2 

But do not even thy own frequent and involuntary remorses, 
when thou hast time, place, company, and every other circum- 
stance, to favour thee in thy wicked design, convince thee that 
there can be no room for a hope so presumptuous? Why then, 
since thou wouldest choose to marry her rather than lose her, 
wilt thou make her hate thee for ever? 

But if thou darest to meditate personal trial, and art sincere 
in thy resolution to reward her, as she behaves in it, let me 
beseech thee to remove her from this vile house. That will be to 


1 See Letter xi. 

2 Ibid. p. 41. See also Letters lxxi, lxxii. 
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give her and thy conscience fair play. So entirely now does the 
sweet deluded excellence depend upon her supposed happier 
prospects, that thou needest not to fear that she will fly from 
thee, or that she will wish to have recourse to that scheme of 
Miss Howe, which has put thee upon what thou callest thy 
master-strokes. 

But whatever be thy determination on this head; and if I 
write not in time, but that thou hast actually pulled off the mask; 
let it not be one of thy devices, if thou wouldest avoid the curses 
of every heart, and hereafter of thy own, to give her, no, not for 
one hour (be her resentment ever so great), into the power of that 
villainous woman, who has, if possible, less remorse than thyself; 
and whose trade it is to break the resisting spirit, and utterly to 
ruin the heart unpractised in evil. O Lovelace, Lovelace, how 
many dreadful stories could this horrid woman tell the sex! 
And shall that of a Clarissa swell the guilty list? 

But this I might have spared. Of this, devil as thou art, 
thou canst not be capable. Thou couldst not enjoy a triumph 
so disgraceful to thy wicked pride, as well as to humanity. 

Shouldst thou think that the melancholy spectacle hourly 
before me has made me more serious than usual, perhaps thou 
wilt not be mistaken. But nothing more is to be inferred from 
hence (were I even to return to my former courses) but that 
whenever the time of cool reflection comes, whether brought on 
by our own disasters, or by those of others, we shall undoubtedly, 
if capable of thought, and if we have time for it, think in the 
same manner. 

We neither of us are such fools as to disbelieve a futurity, or 
to think, whatever be our practice, that we came hither by 
chance, and for no end but to do all the mischief we have it in our 
power to do. Nor am I ashamed to own, that in the prayers 
which my poor uncle makes me read to him, in the absence of a 
very good clergyman who regularly attends him, I do not forget 
to put in a word or two for myself. 

If, Lovelace, thou laughest at me, thy ridicule will be more 
conformable to thy actions than to thy belief . Devils believe and 
tremble. Canst thou be more abandoned than they? 

And here let me add, with regard to my poor old man, that I 
often wish thee present but for one half-hour in a day, to see the 
dregs of a gay life running off in the most excruciating tortures 
that the colic, the stone, and the surgeon’s knife, can unitedly 
inflict; and to hear him bewail the dissoluteness of his past life, 
in the bitterest anguish of a spirit every hour expecting to be 
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called to its last account. Yet, by all his confessions, he has 
not to accuse himself, in sixty-seven years of life, of half the 
very vile enormities which you and I have committed in the 
last seven only. 

I conclude with recommending to your serious consideration 
all I have written, as proceeding from the heart and soul of 

Your assured friend, 

John Belford. 


Letter CXX1V — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

Tuesday Afternoon , June 6 . 

Difficulties still to be got over in procuring this plaguy 
licence. I ever hated, and ever shall hate, these spiritual 
lawyers and their court. 

And now, Jack, if I have not secured victory , I have a retreat. 
But hold. Thy servant with a letter 

A confounded long one! though not a narrative one. Once 
more in behalf of the lady ! Lie thee down, oddity ! What canst 
thou write that can have force upon me at this crisis ? And have 
I not, as I went along, made thee to say all that was necessary 
for thee to say ? 


Yet once more I will take thee up. 

Trite , stale , poor (sayest thou) are some of my contrivances? 
That of the widow particularly? I have no patience with thee. 
Had not that contrivance its effect at the time, for a procrastina- 
tion? And had I not then reason to fear that the lady would 
find enough to make her dislike this house? And was it not right 
(intending what I intended) to lead her on from time to time, 
with a notion that a house of her own would be ready for her 
soon, in order to induce her to continue here till it was? 

Trite , stale , and poor l Thou art a silly fellow, and no judge, 
when thou sayest this. Had I not, like a blockhead, revealed to 
thee, as I went along , the secret purposes of my heart, but had 
kept all in till the event had explained my mysteries. I would 
have defied thee to have been able, any more than the lady, to 
have guessed at what was to befall her, till it had actually come 
to pass. Nor doubt I, in this case, that, instead of presuming to 
reflect upon her for credulity, as loving me to her misfortune, and 
for hoping against probability , thou wouldest have been readier 
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by far, to censure her for nicety and overscrupulousness. And, 
let me tell thee, that had she loved me as I wished her to love me, 
she could not possibly have been so very apprehensive of my 
designs, nor so ready to be influenced by Miss Howe’s precautions, 
as she has always been, although my general character made not 
for me with her. 

But in thy opinion, I suffer for that simplicity in my con- 
trivances, which is their principal excellence. No machinery 
make I necessary. No unnatural flights aim I at. All pure 
nature, taking advantage of nature, as nature tends; and so 
simple my devices, that when they are known, thou, even thou , 
imaginest thou couldest have thought of the same. And indeed 
thou seemest to own , that the slight thou puttest upon them is 
owing to my letting thee into them beforehand — undistinguish- 
ing as well as ungrateful as thou art! 

Yet, after ail, I would not have thee think that I do not know 
my weak places. I have formerly told thee, that it is difficult 
for the ablest general to say what he will do, or what he can do, 
when he is obliged to regulate his motions by those of a watchful 
enemy. 1 If thou givest due weight to this consideration, thou 
wilt not wonder that I should make many marches and counter- 
marches, some of which may appear to a slight observer un- 
necessary. 

But let me cursorily enter into debate with thee on this 
subject, now I am within sight of my journey’s end. 

Abundance of impertinent things thou tellest me in this letter; 
some of which thou hadst from myself; others that I knew before. 

All that thou sayest in this charming creature’s praise, is short 
of what I have said and written on the inexhaustible subject. 

Her virtue, her resistance, which are her merits , are my 
stimulatives . Have I not told thee so twenty times over? 

Demi , as these girls between them call me, what of devil am I, 
but in my contrivances ? I am not more a devil than others, in 
the end I aim at; for when I have carried my point, it is still but 
one seduction. And I have perhaps been spared the guilt of 
many seductions in the time. 

What of uncommon would there be in this case, but for her 
4 watchfulness? As well as I love intrigue and stratagem, dost 
think that I had not rather have gained my end with less 
trouble and less guilt? 

The man, let me tell thee, who is as wicked as he can be, is a 
worse man than I am. Let me ask any rake in England, if, 

1 See p. 1 15. 
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resolving to carry his point, he would have been so long about it? 
or have had so much compunction as I have had ? 

Were every rake, nay, were every man, to sit down, as I do, 
and write all that enters into his head or into his heart, and to 
accuse himself with equal freedom and truth, what an army of 
miscreants should I have to keep me in countenance ! 

It is a maxim with some, that if they are left alone with a 
woman, and make not an attempt upon her, she will think herself 
affronted. Are not such men as these worse than I am? What 
an opinion must they have of the whole sex! 

Let me defend the sex I so dearly love. If these elder brethren 
of ours think they have general reason for their assertion, they 
must have kept very bad company, or must judge of women’s 
hearts by their own. She must be an abandoned woman, who 
will not shrink as a snail into its shell at a gross and sudden 
attempt. A modest woman must be naturally cold , reserved , and 
shy. She cannot be so much , and so soon affected, as libertines 
are apt to imagine. She must, at least , have some confidence 
in the honour and silence of a man, before desire can possibly put 
forth in her, to encourage and meet his flame. For my own part, 
I have been always decent in the company of women, till I was 
sure of them. Nor have I ever offered a great offence, till I have 
found little ones passed over; and that they shunned me not, 
when they knew my character. 

My divine Clarissa has puzzled me, and beat me out of my play: 
at one time, I hoped to overcome by intimidating her; at another 
by love ; by the amorous see-saw , as I have called it . 1 And I have 
only now to join surprise to the other two, and see what can be 
done by all three. 

And whose property, I pray thee, shall I invade, if I pursue my 
schemes of love and vengeance? Have not those who have a 
right in her, renounced that right? Have they not wilfully 
exposed her to dangers? Yet must know, that such a woman 
would be considered as lawful prize by as many as could have 
the opportunity to attempt her? And had they not thus cruelly 
exposed her, is she not a single woman ? And need I tell thee. 
Jack, that men of our cast, the best of them [the worst stick at 
nothing], think it a great grace and favour done to the married 
men, if they leave them their wives to themselves; and com- 
pound for their sisters, daughters, wards, and nieces? Shocking 
as these principles must be to a reflecting mind, yet such thou 
knowest are the principles of thousands (who would not act so 

1 See p. 32. 
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generously as I have acted by almost all of the sex over whom I 
have obtained a power); and as often carried into practice, as 
their opportunities or courage will permit. Such therefore have 
no right to blame me. 

Thou repeatedly pleadest her sufferings from her family. But 
I have too often answered this plea, to need to say any more now, 
than that she has not suffered for my sake. For has she not been 
made the victim of the malice of her rapacious brother and 
envious sister, who only waited for an occasion to ruin her with 
her other relations; and took this as the first to drive her out of 
the house; and, as it happened, into my arms? Thou knowest 
how much against her inclination. 

As for her own sins, how many has the dear creature to answer 
for to love and to me l Twenty times, and twenty times twenty, 
has she not told me, that she refused not the odious Solmes in 
favour to me? And as often has she not offered to renounce me 
for the single life, if the implacables would have received her on 
that condition? Of what repetitions does thy weak pity make 
me guilty? 

To look a little farther back: canst thou forget what my 
sufferings were from this haughty beauty in the whole time of 
my attendance upon her proud motions, in the purlieus of 
Harlowe Place, and at the little White Hart at Neale, as we 
called it? Did I not threaten vengeance upon her then (and had 
I not reason ?) for disappointing me of a promised interview ? 

0 Jack! what a night had I in the bleak coppice adjoining to 
her father’s paddock! My linen and wig frozen; my limbs 
absolutely numbed; my fingers only sensible of so much 
warmth as enabled me to hold a pen; and that obtained by 
rubbing the skin off, and by beating with my hands my shivering 
sides. Kneeling on the hoar moss on one knee, writing on the 
other, if the stiff scrawl could be called writing. My feet, by 
the time I had done, seeming to have taken root, and actually 
unable to support me for some minutes ! Love and rage kept 
then my heart in motion [and only love and rage could do it], or 
how much more than I did suffer, must I have suffered ? 

1 told thee, at my melancholy return, what were the contents 
of the letter I wrote . 1 And I showed thee afterwards her 
tyrannical answer to it . 2 Thou, then. Jack, lovedst thy friend ; 
and pitiedst thy poor suffering Lovelace. Even the affronted 
god of love approved then of my threatened vengeance against 
the fair promiser; though now with thee, in the day of my power, 

1 See vol. i, p. 327. 2 Ibid., p. 329. 
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forgetful of the night of my sufferings, he is become an advocate 
for her. • ; 

Nay, was it not he himself that brought to me my adorable 
Nemesis; and both together put me upon this very vow, “That 
I would never rest till I had drawn in this goddess daughter of 
the Harlowes to cohabit with me; and that in the face of all 
their proud family ? ” 

Nor canst thou forget this vow. At this instant I have thee 
before me, as then thou sorrowfully lookedst. Thy strong 
features glowing with compassion for me; thy lips twisted; thy 
forehead furrowed; thy whole face drawn out from the stupid 
round into the ghastly oval; every muscle contributing its power 
to complete the aspect grievous; and not one word couldst thou 
utter, but amen to my vow. 

And what of distinguishing love, or favour, or confidence, have 
I had from her since, to make me forego this vow ? 

I renewed it not, indeed, afterwards; and actually, for a long 
season, was willing to forget it; till repetitions of the same faults 
revived the remembrance of the former. And now adding to 
those the contents of some of Miss Howe’s virulent letters, so 
lately come at, what canst thou say for the rebel, consistent 
with thy loyalty to thy friend ? 

Every man to his genius and constitution. Hannibal was 
called The father of warlike stratagems. Had Hannibal been a 
private man, and turned his plotting head against the other sex ; 
or had I been a general, and turned mine against such of my 
fellow-creatures of my own , as I thought myself entitled to 
consider as my enemies, because they were bom and lived in a 
different climate; Hannibal would have done less mischief; 
Lovelace more. That would have been the difference. 

Not a sovereign on earth, if he be not a good man , and if he be 
of a warlike temper, but must do a thousand times more mischief 
than I. And why? Because he has it in his power to do 
more. 

An honest man, perhaps thou ’It say, will not wish to have it 
in his power to do hurt. He ought not , let me tell him: for, if he 
have it, a thousand to one but it makes him both wanton and 
wicked. 

In what, then, am I so singularly vile? 

In my contrivances , thou wilt say (for thou art my echo), if not 
in my proposed end of them. 

How difficult does every man find it, as well as I, to forego a 
predominant passion! I have' three passions that sway me by 
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turns; all imperial ones. Love, revenge, ambition, or a desire 
of conquest. 

As to this particular contrivance of Tomlinson and the uncle, 
which perhaps thou wilt think a black one ; that had been spared, 
had not these innocent ladies put me upon finding a husband for 
their Mrs. Townsend: that device, therefore, is but a preventive 
one. Thinkest thou that I could bear to be outwitted ? And 
may not this very contrivance save a world of mischief? for, 
dost thou think I would have tamely given up the lady to 
Townsend’s tars? 

What meanest thou, except to overthrow thy own plea, when 
thou sayest, that men of our cast know no other bound to their 
wickedness , but want of power ; yet knowest this lady to be 
in mine? 

Enough , sayest thou, have 1 tried this paragon of virtue. Not 
so; for I have not tried her at all. All I have been doing is but 
preparation to a trial. 

But thou art concerned for the means that I may have recourse 
to in the trial , and for my veracity. 

Silly fellow! Did ever any man, thinkest thou, deceive a 
woman, but at the expense of his veracity? How otherwise, 
can he be said to deceive ? 

As to the means , thou dost not imagine that I expect a direct 
consent. My main hope is but in a yielding reluctance; without 
which I will be sworn, whatever rapes have been attempted, 
none ever were committed, one person to one person. And 
good Queen Bess of England, had she been living, and appealed 
to, would have declared herself of my mind. 

It would not be amiss for the sex to know what our opinions 
are upon this subject. I love to warn them. I wish no man to 
succeed with them but myself. I told thee once, that though a 
rake , I am not a rake's friend - 1 

Thou sayest that I ever hated wedlock. And true thou 
sayest. And yet as true when thou tellest me that I would 
rather marry than lose this lady. And will she detest me for ever , 
thinkest thou, if I try her and succeed not? Take care — take 
care. Jack! Seest thou not that thou warnest me that I do 
not try without resolving to conquer? 

I must add that I have for some time been convinced that 
I have done wrong to scribble to thee so freely as I have done 
(and the more so if I make the lady legally mine); for has not 
every letter I have written to thee been a bill of indictment 

1 See p. 41. 
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against myself? I may partly curse my vanity for it; and 
I think I will refrain for the future; for thou art really very 
impertinent. 

A good man, I own, might urge many of the things thou 
urgest; but, by my soul, they come very awkwardly from thee. 
And thou must be sensible that I can answer every tittle of 
what thou writest, upon the foot of the maocims we have long 
held and pursued. By the specimen above thou wilt see that 
I can. 

And prithee tell me. Jack, what but this that follows would 
have been the epitome of mine and my beloved's story, after 
ten years ’ cohabitation , had I never written to thee upon the 
subject, and had I not been my own accuser? 

“Robert Lovelace, a notorious woman-eater, makes his 
addresses in an honourable way to Miss Clarissa Harlowe; a 
young lady of the highest merit. Fortunes on both sides out 
of the question. 

“After encouragement given, he is insulted by her violent 
brother; who thinks it his interest to discountenance the match; 
and who at last challenging him, is obliged to take his worthless 
life at his hands. 

“The family, as much enraged as if he had taken the life he 
gave, insult him personally, and find out an odious lover for the 
young lady. 

“To avoid a forced marriage she is prevailed upon to take a 
step which throws her into Mr. Lovelace’s protection. 

“Yet, disclaiming any passion for him, she repeatedly offers 
to renounce him for ever, if, on that condition, her relations will 
receive her, and free her from the address of the man she hates. 

“Mr. Lovelace, a man of strong passions and, as some say, of 
great pride, thinks himself under very little obligation to her 
on this account; and not being naturally fond of marriage, and 
having so much reason to hate her relations, endeavours to 
prevail upon her to live with him what he calls the life of honour : 
and at last, by stratagem, art, and contrivance, prevails. 

“He resolves never to marry any other woman: takes a pride 
to have her called by his name: a church rite all the difference 
between them: treats her with deserved tenderness. Nobody 
questions their marriage but those proud relations of hers whom 
he wishes to question it. Every year a charming boy. Fortunes 
to support the increasing family with splendour. A tender 
father. Always a warm friend; a generous landlord, and a 
punctual paymaster. Now and then, however, perhaps, 
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indulging with a new object, in order to bring him back with 
greater delight to his charming Clarissa. His only fault love of 
the sex — which nevertheless, the women say, will cure itself — 
defensible thus far , that he breaks no contracts by his rovings.” 

And what is there so very greatly amiss, as the world goes, 
in all this? 

Let me aver that there are thousands and ten thousands who 
have worse stories to tell than this would appear to be, had I not 
interested thee in the progress to my great end. And besides, 
thou knowest that the character I gave myself to Joseph Leman, 
as to my treatment of my mistresses, is pretty near the truth . 1 

Were I to be as much in earnest in my defence, as thou art 
warm in my arraignment, I could convince thee, by other 
arguments, observations, and comparisons ( Is not all human good 
and evil comparative ?], that though from my ingenuous temper 
(writing only to thee, who art master of every secret of my 
heart) I am so ready to accuse myself in my narrations; yet I 
have something to say for myself to myself, as I go along; 
though no one else perhaps that was not a rake would allow any 
weight to it. And this caution might I give to thousands who 
would stoop for a stone to throw at me: “See that your own 
predominant passions , whatever they be, hurry you not into as 
much wickedness as mine do me. See, if ye happen to be better 
than I in some things, that ye are not worse in others; and in 
points, too, that may be of more extensive bad consequence 
than that of seducing a girl (and taking care of her afterwards) 
who from her cradle is armed with cautions against the delusions 
of men” And yet I am not so partial to my own follies as to 
think lightly of this fault, when I allow myself to think. 

Another grave thing will I add, now my hand is in: “So 
dearly do I love the sex, that had I found that a character for 
virtue had been generally necessary to recommend me to them, 
I should have had a much greater regard to my morals, as to the 
sex, than I have had.” 

To sum up all: I am sufficiently apprised that men of worthy 
and honest hearts, who never allowed themselves in premeditated 
evil, and who take into the account the excellences of this fine 
creature, will and must not only condemn, but abhor me, were 
they to know as much of me as thou dost. But, methinks, I 
would be glad to escape the censure of those men, and of those 
women too, who have never known what capital trials and 
temptations are; of those who have no genius for enterprise; 

1 See p. 148. 
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of those who want rather courage than will; and most parti- 
cularly of those who have only kept their secret better than 
I have kept, or wished to keep, mine. Were these exceptions 
to take place, perhaps. Jack, I should have ten to acquit, to 
one that would condemn me. Have I not often said that human 
nature is a rogue ? 

• • • • • * * » 

I threatened above to refrain writing to thee. But take it 
not to heart. Jack — I must write on, and cannot help it. 

Letter CXXV — Mr. Lovelace to John Bel/ord , Esq. 

Wednesday Night xi o'clock. 

Faith, Jack, thou hadst half undone me with thy nonsense, 
though I would not own it in my yesterday’s letter: my con- 
science of thy party before. But I think I am my own man 
again. 

So near to execution my plot; so near springing my mine; all 
agreed upon between the women and me; or I believe thou hadst 
overthrown me. 

I have time for a few lines preparative to what is to happen in 
an hour or two ; and I love to write to the moment. 

We have been extremely happy. How many agreeable days 
have we known together! What may the next two hours 
produce ! 

When I parted with my charmer (which I did, with infinite 
reluctance, half an hour ago), it was upon her promise that she 
would not sit up to write or read. For so engaging was the 
conversation to me (and indeed my behaviour throughout the 
whole of it was confessedly agreeable to her), that I insisted, if 
she did not directly retire to rest, that she should add another 
happy hour to the former. 

To have sat up writing or reading half the night, as she some- 
times does, would have frustrated my view, as thou wilt observe 
when my little plot unravels. 

What — what — what now! — bounding villain! wouldst thou 
choke me! 

I was speaking to my heart, Jack! It was then at my throat. 
And what is all this for? These shy women, how, when a man 
thinks himself near the mark, do they tempest him ! 
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Is all ready, Dorcas? Has my beloved kept her word with 
me? Whether are these billowy heavings owing more to love 
or to fear ? I cannot tell, for the soul of me, of which I have most. 
If I can but take her before her apprehension, before her 
eloquence, is awake 

Limbs, why thus convulsed ! Knees, till now so firmly knit, 
why thus relaxed? Why beat ye thus together? Will not 
these trembling fingers, which twice have refused to direct the 
pen, fail me in the arduous moment? 

Once again. Why and for what all these convulsions? This 
project is not to end in matrimony , surely? 

But the consequences must be greater than I had thought of 
till this moment. My beloved’s destiny or my own may depend 
upon the issue of the two next hours ! 

I will recede, I think! 


Soft, O virgin saint, and safe as soft, be thy slumbers ! 

I will now once more turn to my friend Belford’s letter. Thou 
shalt have fair play, my charmer. I will reperuse what thy 
advocate has to say for thee. Weak arguments will do, in the 
frame I am in. 

But what, what ’s the matter! What a double But the 

uproar abates ! What a double coward am I ! Or is it that I am 
taken in a cowardly minute? for heroes have their fits of fear ; 
cowards their brave moments; and virtuous women, all but my 
Clarissa, their moment critical 

But thus coolly enjoying thy reflections in a hurricane! 
Again the confusion is renewed ! 

What ! Where ! How came it ! 

Is my beloved safe! 

Oh, wake not too roughly, my beloved ! 


Letter CXXV I — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford , Esq. 

Thursday Morning, Five o'clock (June 8 ). 

Now is my reformation secured; for I never shall love any other 
woman! Oh, she is all variety! She must be ever new to me! 
Imagination cannot form; much less can the pencil paint; nor 
can the soul of painting, poetry , describe an angel so exquisitely, 
so elegantly lovely! But I will not by anticipation pacify thy 
impatience. Although the subject is too hallowed for profane 
contemplation, yet shalt thou have the whole before thee as it 
passed: and this not from a spirit wantoning in description 
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upon so rich a subject; but with a design to put a bound to thy 
roving thoughts. It will be iniquity greater than a Lovelace ever 
was guilty of, to carry them farther than I shall acknowledge. 

Thus then, connecting my last with the present, I lead to it. 

Didst thou not, by the conclusion of my former, perceive the 
consternation I was in, just as I was about to reperuse thy 
letter, in order to prevail upon myself to recede from my purpose 
of awaking in terrors my slumbering charmer ? And what dost 
think was the matter? 

I ’ll tell thee: 

At a little after two, when the whole house was still, or seemed 
to be so, and, as it proved, my Clarissa in bed and fast asleep; 
I also in a manner undressed (as indeed I was for an hour before), 
and in my gown and slippers, though, to oblige thee, writing on; 
I was alarmed by a trampling noise overhead, and a confused 
buzz of mixed voices, some louder than others, like scolding, 
and little short of screaming. While I was wondering what 
could be the matter, downstairs ran Dorcas, and at my door, 
in an accent rather frightedly and hoarsely inward, than shrilly 
clamorous, she cried out: Fire! Fire! And this the more 
alarmed me, as she seemed to endeavour to cry out louder, but 
could not. 

My pen (its last scrawl a benediction on my beloved) dropped 
from my fingers; and up started I; and making but three steps 
to the door, opening it, I cried out, Where ? Where ? almost as 
much terrified as the wench: while she, more than half-undressed, 
her petticoats in her hand, unable to speak distinctly, pointed 
upstairs. 

I was there in a moment, and found all owing to the careless- 
ness of Mrs. Sinclair’s cook-maid, who, having sat up to read 
the simple History of Dorastus and Faunia when she should have 
been in bed, had set fire to an old pair of calico window-curtains. 

She had had the presence of mind, in her fright, to tear down 
the half-burnt valance, as well as curtains, and had got them, 
though blazing, into the chimney, by the time I came up; so 
that I had the satisfaction to find the danger happily over. 

Meantime Dorcas, after she had directed me upstairs, not 
knowing the worst was over, and expecting every minute the 
house would be in a blaze, out of tender regard for her lady 
/ shall for ever love the wench for it], ran to her door, and rapping 
oudly at it, in a recovered voice cried out, with a shrillness 
equal to her love: Fire I Fire l The house is on firel Rise, 
madaml — this instant rise — if you would not be burnt in your bed l 
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No sooner had she made this dreadful outcry, but I heard her 
lady’s door, with hasty violence, unbar, unbolt, unlock, and 
open, and my charmer’s voice sounding like that of one going 
into a fit. 

Thou mayest believe that I was greatly affected. I trembled 
with concern for her, and hastened down faster than the alarm 
of fire had made me run up, in order to satisfy her that all the 
danger was over. 

When I had flown down to her chamber door, there I beheld 
the most charming creature in the world, supporting herself 
on the arm of the gasping Dorcas, sighing, trembling, and ready 
to faint, with nothing on but an under-petticoat, her lovely 
bosom half open, and her feet just slipped into her shoes. As 
soon as she saw me she panted, and struggled to speak; but 
could only say, O Mr. Lovelace! and down was ready to sink. 

I clasped her in my arms with an ardour she never felt before: 
My dearest life! fear nothing: I have been up — the danger is 
over — the fire is got under. And how, foolish devil ! [to Dorcas] 
could you thus, by your hideous yell, alarm and frighten my 
angel ! 

O Jack! how her sweet bosom, as I clasped her to mine, 
heaved and panted ! I could even distinguish her dear heart 
flutter, flutter, flutter against mine; and for a few minutes 
I feared she would go into fits. 

Lest the half-lifeless charmer should catch cold in this undress, 
I lifted her to her bed, and sat down by her upon the side of 
it, endeavouring with the utmost tenderness, as well of action 
as expression, to dissipate her terrors. 

But what did I get by this my generous care of her, and by 
my successful endeavour to bring her to herself? Nothing 
(ungrateful as she was!) but the most passionate exclamations: 
for we had both already forgotten the occasion, dreadful as it 
was, which had thrown her into my arms: I, from the joy of 
encircling the almost disrobed body of the loveliest of her sex; 
she, from the greater terrors that arose from finding herself in 
my arms, and both seated on the bed, from which she had been 
so lately frighted. 

And now, Belford, reflect upon the distance at which the 
watchful charmer had hitherto kept me. Reflect upon my 
love, and upon my sufferings for her: reflect upon her vigilance, 
and how long I had lain in wait to elude it; the awe I had stood 
in, because of her frozen virtue and over-niceness; and that 
I never before was so happy with her; and then think how 
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ungovernable must be my transports in those happy moments! 
And yet, in my own account, I was both decent and generous. 

But, far from being affected, as I wished, by an address so 
fervent (although from a man for whom she had so lately owned 
a regard, and with whom, but an hour or two before, she had 
parted with so much satisfaction), I never saw a bitterer, or 
more moving grief, when she came fully to herself. 

She appealed to Heaven against my treachery , as she called it; 
while I, by the most solemn vows, pleaded my own equal fright, 
and the reality of the danger that had alarmed us both. 

She conjured me, in the most solemn and affecting manner, 
by turns threatening and soothing, to quit her apartment and 
permit her to hide herself from the light, and from every human 
eye . 

I besought her pardon; yet could not avoid offending; and 
repeatedly vowed that the next morning’s sun should witness our 
espousals*^ but taking, I suppose, all my protestations of this kind 
as an indication that I intended to proceed to the last extremity, 
she would hear nothing that I said; but, redoubling her struggles 
to get from me, in broken accents, and exclamations the most 
vehement, she protested that she would not survive what she 
called a treatment so disgraceful and villainous; and, looking all 
wildly round her, as if for some instrument of mischief, she espied 
a pair of sharp-pointed scissors on a chair by the bedside, and 
endeavoured to catch them up, with design to make her words 
good on the spot. 

Seeing her desperation, I begged her to be pacified; that she 
would hear me speak but one word; declaring that I intended no 
dishonour to her: and having seized the scissors, I threw them 
into the chimney; and she still insisting vehemently upon my 
distance, I permitted her to take the chair. 

But, oh, the sweet discomposure ! Her bared shoulders and 
arms, so inimitably fair and lovely: her spread hands crossed 
over her charming neck; yet not half concealing its glossy 
beauties: the scanty coat, as she rose from me, giving the whole 
of her admirable shape, and fine-turned limbs: her eyes running 
over, yet seeming to threaten future vengeance: and at last her 
lips uttering what every indignant look and glowing feature 
portended ; exclaiming as if I had done the worst I could do, and 
vowing never to forgive me; wilt thou wonder if I resumed the 
incensed, the already too much provoked fair one? 

I did ; and clasped her once more to my bosom : but, consider- 
ing the delicacy of her frame, her force was amazing, and showed 
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how much in earnest she was in her resentment; for it was with 
the utmost difficulty that I was able to hold her: nor could I 
prevent her sliding through my arms, to fall upon her knees: 
which she did at my feet: and there, in the anguish of her soul, 
her streaming eyes lifted up to my face with supplicating soft- 
ness, hands folded, dishevelled hair; for her night head-dress 
having fallen off in her struggling, her charming tresses fell 
down in naturally shining ringlets, as if officious to conceal the 
dazzling beauties of her neck and shoulders; her lovely bosom 
too heaving with sighs and broken sobs, as if to aid her quivering 
lips in pleading for her — in this manner, but when her grief 
gave way to her speech, in words pronounced with that empha- 
tical propriety which distinguishes this admirable creature in her 
elocution from all the women I ever heard speak, did she implore 
my compassion and my honour. 

“Consider me, dear Lovelace” [dear was her charming word!], 
“on my knees I beg you to consider me, as a poor creature who 
has no protector but you; who has no defence but your honour: 
by that honour ! by your humanity ! by all you have vowed ! I 
conjure you not to make me abhor myself! — not to make me 
vile in my own eyes!” 

I mentioned the morrow as the happiest day of my life. 

Tell me not of to-morrow. If indeed you mean me honourably, 
now , this very instant now! you must show it, and be gone! 
You can never in a whole long life repair the evils you may now 
make me suffer. 

Wicked wretch! Insolent villain! — Yes, she called me inso- 
lent villain, although so much in my power! And for what? — 
only for kissing ( with passion indeed) her inimitable neck, her 
lips, her cheeks, her forehead, and her streaming eyes, as this 
assemblage of beauties offered itself at once to my ravished 
sight; she continuing kneeling at my feet, as I sat. 

If I am a villain, madam — And then my grasping, but 
trembling hand — I hope I did not hurt the tenderest and 
loveliest of all her beauties — If I am a villain, madam 

She tore my ruffle, shrunk from my happy hand with amazing 
force and agility, as with my other arm I would have encircled 
her waist. 

Indeed you are ! The worst of villains ! Help ! dear blessed 
people! and screamed. No help for a poor creature! 

Am I then a villain, madam? Am I then a villain, say you? 
and clasped both my arms about her, offering to raise her to my 
bounding heart. 
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Oh, no . — and yet you are ! And again I was her dear Lovelace ! 
—her hands again clasped over her charming bosom. Kill me! 
kill me ! if I am odious enough in your eyes to deserve this 
treatment; and I will thank you! Too long, much too long, has 
my life been a burden to me ! Or [wildly looking all around her], 
give me but the means, and I will instantly convince you that 
my honour is dearer to me than my life ! 

Then, with still folded hands, and fresh-streaming eyes, I was 
her blessed Lovelace; and she would thank me with her latest 
breath if I would permit her to make that preference, or free 
her from further indignities. 

I sat suspended for a moment. By my soul, thought I, thou 

art, upon full proof, an angel and no woman ! Still, however, 

close clasping her to my bosom, as I had raised her from her 

knees, she again slid through my arms and dropped upon 
them: 

See, Mr. Lovelace !- — Good God ! that I should live to see this 
hour, and to bear this treatment ! — See at your feet a poor 
creature, imploring your pity, who, for your sake, is abandoned 
of all the world ! Let not my father’s curse thus dreadfully 
operate! Be not you the inflicter, who have been the cause of it: 
but spare me, I beseech you, spare me ! For how have I deserved 
this treatment from you ? For your own sake, if not for my sake, 
and as you would that God Almighty, in your last hour, should 
have mercy upon you, spare me ! ” 

What heart but must have been penetrated ? 

I would again have raised the dear suppliant from her knees; 
but she would not be raised, till my softened mind, she said, had 
yielded to her prayer, and bid her rise to be innocent. 

Rise then, my angel ! Rise, and be what you are, and all you 
wish to be! Only pronounce me pardoned for what has passed, 
and tell me you will continue to look upon me with that eye of 
favour and serenity which I have been blessed with for some 
days past, and I will submit to my beloved conqueress, whose 
power never was at so great a height with me as now; and retire 
to my apartment. 

God Almighty, said she, hear your prayers in your most 
arduous moments, as you have heard mine ! And now leave me, 
this moment leave me to my own recollection: in that you will 
leave me to misery enough, and more than you ought to wish 
to your bitterest enemy. 

Impute not everything, my best beloved, to design; for design 
it was not 
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O Mr. Lovelace ! 

Upon my soul, madam, the fire was real. [And so it was, 
Jackf\ The house, my dearest life, might have been consumed 
by it, as you will be convinced in the morning by ocular 
demonstration. 

0 Mr. Lovelace! 

Let my passion for you, madam, and the unexpected meeting 
of you at your chamber door, in an attitude so charming 

Leave me, leave me, this moment! I beseech you, leave me; 
looking wildly and in confusion about her, and upon herself. 

Excuse me, dearest creature, for those liberties which, innocent 
as they were, your too great delicacy may make you take 
amiss 

No more ! no more ! Leave me, I beseech you ! Again looking 
upon herself, and around her, in a sweet confusion. Begone! 
Begone ! 

Then weeping, she struggled vehemently to withdraw her 
hands r which all the while I held between mine. Her struggles! 
Oh, what additional charms, as I now reflect, did her struggles 
give to every feature, every limb, of a person so sweetly 
elegant and lovely! 

Impossible, my dearest life, till you pronounce my pardon! 
Say but you forgive me ! — say but you forgive me ! 

1 beseech you, begone ! Leave me to myself, that I may think 
what I can do, and what I ought to do. 

That, my dearest creature, is not enough. You must tell me 
that I am forgiven; that you will see me to-morrow as if nothing 
had happened. 

And then I clasped her again in my arms, hoping she would not 
forgive me. 

I will — I do forgive you — wretch that you are ! 

Nay, my Clarissa ! And is it such a reluctant pardon, mingled 
with a word so upbraiding, that I am to be put off with, when you 
are thus [clasping her close to me] in my power? 

I do, I do forgive you ! 

Heartily ? 

Yes, heartily ! 

And freely? 

Freely ! 

And will you look upon me to-morrow as if nothing had passed ? 

Yes, yes ! 

I cannot take these peevish affirmatives, so much like inten- 
tional negatives ! Say you will, upon your honour. 
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Upon my honour, then. Oh, now begone! begone! And 
never — never 

What, never, my angel ! Is this forgiveness ? 

Never, said # she, let what has passed be remembered more! 

I insisted upon one kiss to seal my pardon — and retired like 
a fool, a woman’s fool, as I was ! I sneakingly retired ! Couldst 
thou have believed it? 

But I had no sooner entered my own apartment than, reflecting 
upon the opportunity I had lost, and that all I had gained was but 
an increase of my own difficulties ; and upon the ridicule I should 
meet with below upon a weakness so much out of my usual 
character; I repented, and hastened back, in hope that through 
the distress of mind which I left her in, she had not so soon 
fastened her door; and I was fully resolved to execute all my 
purposes, be the consequence what it would; for, thought I, I 
have already sinned beyond cordial forgiveness, I doubt; and' if 
fits and desperation ensue, I can but marry at last, and then 
I shall make her amends. 

But I was justly punished; for her door was fast: and hearing 
her sigh and sob, as if her heart would burst: My beloved crea- 
ture, said I, rapping gently [her sobbings then ceasing], I want 
but to say three words to you, which must be the most acceptable 
you ever heard from me. Let me see you but for one moment. 

I thought I heard her coming to open the door, and my heart 
leaped in that hope; but it was only to draw another bolt, to 
make it still the faster; and she either could not or would not 
answer me, but retired to the farther end of her apartment, to 
her closet probably: and more like a fool than before, again 
I sneaked away. 

This was my mine, my plot! And this was all I made of it! 

I love her more than ever! And well I may! Never saw 
I polished ivory so beautiful as her arms and shoulders; never 
touched I velvet so soft as her skin: her virgin bosom — O 
Belford, she is all perfection! Then such an elegance! In her 
struggling losing her shoe (but just slipped on, as I told thee), her 
pretty foot equally white and delicate as the hand of any other 
woman, or even as her own hand ! 

But seest thou not that I have a claim of merit for a grace 
that everybody hitherto had denied me? And that is for a 
capacity of being moved by prayers and tears. Where, where, 
on this occasion, was the callus , where the flint, by which my 
heart was said to be surrounded ? 

This, indeed, is the first instance in the like case that ever 
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I was wrought upon. But why? Because I never before en- 
countered a resistance so much in earnest: a resistance, in short, 
so irresistible. 

What a triumph has her sex obtained in my thoughts by this 
trial and this resistance? 

But if she can now forgive me — Can 1 She must. Has she 
not upon her honour already done it? But how will the dear 
creature keep that part of her promise which engages her to see 
me in the morning as if nothing had happened ? 

She would give the world, I fancy, to have the first interview 
over! She had not best reproach me — yet not to reproach me! 
— what a charming puzzle ! Let her break her word with me at 
her peril. Fly me she cannot. No appeals lie from my tribunal. 
What friend has she in the world if my compassion exert not 
itself in her favour? And then the worthy Captain Tomlinson, 
and her Uncle Harlowe, will be able to make all up for me, be 
my next offence what it will. 

As to thy apprehensions of her committing any rashness upon 
herself, whatever she might have done in her passion if she could 
have seized upon her scissors, or found any other weapon, I dare 
say there is no fear of that from her deliberate mind. A man has 
trouble enough with these truly pious and truly virtuous girls 
[now 1 believe there are such]', he had need to have some benefit 
from, some security in, the rectitude of their minds. 

In short, I fear nothing in this lady but grief: yet that *s a 
slow worker, you know; and gives time to pop in a little joy 
between its sullen fits. 


Letter CXXVI I — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford, Esq. 

Thursday Morning, Eight o'clock. 

Her chamber door has not yet been opened. I must not expect 
she will breakfast with me. Nor dine with me, I doubt. A 
little silly soul, what troubles does she make to herself by her 
over-niceness ! All I have done to her would have been looked 
upon as a frolic only, a romping-bout , and laughed off by nine 
parts in ten of the sex accordingly. The more she makes of it, 
the more painful to herself, as well as to me. 

Why now. Jack, were it not better, upon her own notions, that 
she seemed not so sensible as she will make herself to be, if she 
is very angry ? 

But perhaps I am more afraid than I need. I believe I am. 
From her over-niceness arises my fear, more than from any 
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extraordinary reason for resentment. Next time she may count 
herself very happy if she come off no worse. 

The dear creature was so frightened, and so fatigued, last 
night, no wonder she lies it out this morning. 

I hope she has had more rest than I have had. Soft and 
balmy, I hope, have been her slumbers, that she may meet me 
in tolerable temper. All sweetly blushing and confounded — I 
know how she will look! But why should she, the sufferer, be 
ashamed, when I, the trespasser , am not? 

But custom is a prodigious thing. The women are told how 
much their blushes heighten their graces : they practise for them 
therefore: blushes come as readily when they call for them, as 
their tears: aye, that *s it! While we men, taking blushes for 
a sign of guilt or sheepishness, are equally studious to suppress 
them. 


By my troth. Jack, I am half as much ashamed to see the 
women below, as my fair one can be to see me. I have not yet 
opened my door, that I may not be obtruded upon by them. 

After all, what devils may one make of the sex ! To what a 
height of — what shall I call it? — must those of it be arrived, 
who once loved a man with so much distinction as both Polly 
and Sally loved me ; and yet can have got so much above the 
pangs of jealousy, so much above the mortifying reflections that 
arise from dividing and sharing with new objects the affections of 
him they prefer to all others, as to wish for and promote a 
competitorship in his love, and make their supreme delight 
consist in reducing others to their level! For thou canst not 
imagine how even Sally Martin rejoiced last night in the thought 
that the lady’s hour was approaching. 

Past Ten o’clock. 

I never longed in my life for anything with so much impatience 
as to see my charmer. She has been stirring, it seems, these 
two hours. 

Dorcas just now tapped at her door, to take her morning 
commands. 

She had none for her , was the answer. 

She desired to know if she would not breakfast? 

A sullen and low-voiced negative received Dorcas 

I will go myself. 
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Three different times tapped I at the door; but had no 
answer. 

Permit me, dearest creature, to inquire after your health. As 
you have not been seen to-day, I am impatient to know how 
you do? 

Not a word of answer; but a deep sigh, even to sobbing. 

Let me beg of you, madam, to accompany me up another pair 
of stairs — you 'll rejoice* to see what a happy escape we have 
all had. 

A happy escape indeed. Jack! For the fire had scorched the 
window-board, singed the hangings, and burnt through the 
slit-deal lining of the window-jambs. 

No answer, madam! Am I not worthy of one word? Is it 
thus you keep your promise with me? Shall I not have the 
favour of your company for two minutes [only for two minutes] 
in the dining-room? 

Ahem ! and a deep sigh ! were all the answer. 

Answer me but how you do! Answer me but that you are 
well! Is this the forgiveness that was the condition of my 
obedience ? 

Then, in a faintish, but angry voice: Begone from my 
door! Wretch, inhuman, barbarous, and all that is base and 
treacherous ! begone from my door! Nor tease thus a poor 
creature, entitled to protection, not outrage. 

I see, madam, how you keep your word with me ! If a sudden 
impulse, the effects of an unthought-of accident, cannot be 
forgiven 

Oh, the dreadful weight of a father’s curse, thus in the very 
letter of it 

And then her voice dying away in murmurs inarticulate, I 
looked through the keyhole, and saw her on her knees, her face, 
though not towards me, lifted up, as well as hands, and these 
folded, deprecating, I suppose, that gloomy tyrant’s curse. 

I could not help being moved. 

My dearest life! admit me to your presence but for two 
minutes, and confirm your promised pardon; and may lightning 
blast me on the spot if I offer anything but my penitence at a 
shrine so sacred ! I will afterwards leave you for the whole day; 
and till to-morrow morning; and then attend you with writings, 
all ready to sign, a licence obtained, or, if it cannot, a minister 
without one. I his once believe me ! When you see the reality 
of the danger that gave occasion for this your unhappy resent- 
ment, you will think less hardly of me. And let me beseech you 
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to perform a promise on which I made a reliance not altogether 
ungenerous. 

I cannot see you ! Would to Heaven I never had I If I write 
that *s all I can do. * 

Let your writing then, my dearest life, confirm your promise: 
and I will withdraw in expectation of it. 

Past Eleven o'clock. 

She rung her bell for Dorcas; and, with her door in her hand, 
only half opened, gave her a billet for me. 

How did the dear creature look, Dorcas ? 

She was dressed. She turned her face quite from me; and 
sighed, as if her heart would break. 

Sweet creature ! I kissed the wet wafer, and drew it from the 
paper with my breath. 

These are the contents. No inscriptive Sir! No Mr. Lovelace! 

I cannot see you: nor will I, if I can help it. Words cannot 
express the anguish of my soul on your baseness and ingratitude. 

If the circumstances of things are such, that I can have no 
way for reconciliation with those who would have been my 
natural protectors from such outrages, but through you [the 
only inducement I can have to stay a moment longer in your 
knowledge], pen and ink must be, at present, the only means of 
communication between us. 

Vilest of men! and most detestable of plotters! how have I 
deserved from you the shocking indignities — But no more — 
only for your own sake, wish not, at least for a week to come, 
to see 

The undeservedly injured and insulted 

Clarissa Harlowe. 

So thou seest, nothing could have stood me in stead but this 
plot of Tomlinson and her uncle ! To what a pretty pass, never- 
theless, have I brought myself! Had Caesar been such a fool, 
he had never passed the Rubicon. But after he had passed it, 
had he retreated re infecta , intimidated by a senatorial edict, 
what a pretty figure would he have made in history ! I might 
have known that to attempt a robbery and put a person in 
bodily fear, is as punishable as if the robbery had been actually 
committed. 

But not to see her for a week I Dear pretty soul ! how she 
anticipates me in everything! The counsellor will have finished 
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the writings to-day or to-morrow, at furthest: the licence with 
the parson, or the parson without the licence, must be also 
procured within the next four-and-twenty hours; Pritchard is as 
good as ready with his indentures tripartite: Tomlinson is at 
hand with a favourable answer from her uncle. Yet not to see 
her for a week ! Dear sweet soul ! Her good angel is gone a 
journey: is truanting at least. But nevertheless, in thy week’s 
time, or in much less, my charmer, I doubt not to complete 
my triumph! 

But what vexes me of all things is, that such an excellent 
creature should break her word. Fie, fie, upon her! But 
nobody is absolutely perfect! ’Tis human to err , but not to 
persevere — I hope my charmer cannot be inhuman ! 


Letter CXXV 111 — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford, Esq. 

King’s Arms , Pallmall, Thursday , Two o’clock. 

Several billets passed between us before I went out, by the 
inter nuncio ship of Dorcas: for which reason mine are super- 
scribed by her married name. She would not open her door to 
receive them; lest I should be near it, I suppose: so Dorcas was 
forced to put them under the door (after copying them for thee); 
and thence to take the answers. Read them, if thou wilt, at 
this place. 

To Mrs. Lovelace 

Indeed, my dearest life, you carry this matter too far. What 
will the people below, who suppose us one as to the ceremony, 
think of so great a niceness? Liberties so innocent ! the occasion 
so accidental ! You will expose yourself as well as me. Hitherto 
they know nothing of what has passed. And what indeed has 
passed to occasion all this resentment ? I am sure you will not, 
by a breach of your word of honour, give me reason to conclude 
that, had I not obeyed you, I could have fared no worse. 

Most sincerely do I repent the offence given to your delicacy. 
But must I, for so accidental an occurrence, be branded by such 
shocking names ? V ilest of men , and most detestable of plotters , 
are hard words! From the pen of such a lady too. 

If you step up another pair of stairs you will be convinced that, 
however detestable I may be to you, I am no plotter in this affair. 

I must insist upon seeing you, in order to take your directions 
upon some of the subjects we talked of yesterday in the evening. 

All that is ?nore than necessary is too much. I claim your 
promised pardon, and wish to plead it on my knees. 
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I beg your presence in the dining-room for one quarter of an 
hour, and I will then leave you for the day. I am. 

My dearest life, 

Your ever-adoring and truly penitent, 

Lovelace. 

To Mr. Lovelace 


I will not see you. I cannot see you. I have no directions 
to give you. Let Providence decide for me as it pleases. 

The more I reflect upon your vileness, your ungrateful, your 
barbarous vileness, the more I am exasperated against you. 

You are the last person whose judgment I will take upon what 
is or is not carried too far in matters of decency. 

’Tis grievous to me to write, or even to think of you at present. 
Urge me no more then. Once more, I will not see you. Nor care 
I, now you have made me vile to myself, what other people 
think of me. 

To Mrs. Lovelace 

Again, madam, I remind you of your promise: and beg leave 
to say, I insist upon the performance of it. 

Remember, dearest creature, that the . fault of a blameable 
person cannot warrant a fault in one more perfect. Over- 
niceness may be under -niceness / 

I cannot reproach myself with anything that deserves this 
high resentment. 

I own that the violence of my passion for you might have 
carried me beyond fit bounds. But that your commands and 
adjurations had power over me at such a moment, I humbly 
presume to say, deserves some consideration. 

You enjoin me not to see you for a week. If I have not your 
pardon before Captain Tomlinson comes to town, what shall I 
say to him ? 

I beg once more your presence in the dining-room. By my 
soul, madam, I must see you. 

I want to consult you about the licence, and other particulars 
of great importance. The people below think us married; and 
I cannot talk to you upon such subjects with the door between us. 

For Heaven’s sake, favour me with your presence for a few 
minutes: and I will leave you for the day. 

If I am to be forgiven, according to your promise, the earliest 
forgiveness must be the least painful to yourself, as well as to 

Your truly contrite and afflicted 

Lovelace. 
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To Mr. Lovelace 

The more you tease me, the worse will it be for you. 

Time is wanted to consider whether I ever should think of 
you at all. 

At present , it is my sincere wish that I may never more see 
your face. 

All that can afford you the least shadow of favour from me, 
arises from the hoped-for reconciliation with my real friends, not 
my Judas- protector. 

I am careless at present of consequences. I hate myself: and 
who is it I have reason to value ? Not the man who could form a 
plot to disgrace his own hopes, as well as a poor friendless creature 
{made friendless by himself ), by insults not to be thought of 
with patience. 

To Mrs. Lovelace 

Madam, — I will go to the Commons, and proceed in every parti- 
cular as if I had not the misfortune to be under your displeasure. 

I must insist upon it, that however faulty my passion, on so 
unexpected an incident, made me appear to a lady of your 
delicacy, yet my compliance with your entreaties at such a 
moment [as it gave you an instance of your power over me, which 
few men could have shown] ought, duly considered, to entitle 
me to the effects of that solemn promise which was the condition 
of my obedience. 

I hope to find you in a kinder and, I will say ,juster disposition 
on my return. Whether I get the licence or not, let me beg of 
you to make the soon you have been pleased to bid me hope for, 
to-morrow morning. This will reconcile everything, and make 
me the happiest of men. 

The settlements are ready to sign, or will be by night. 

For Heaven’s sake, madam, do not carry your resentment 
into a displeasure so disproportionate to the offence. For that 
would be to expose us both to the people below; and, what is of 
infinite more consequence to us, to Captain Tomlinson. Let us 
be able, I beseech you, madam, to assure him, on his next visit, 
that we are one. 

As I have no hope to be permitted to dine with you, I shall 
not return till evening: and then, I presume to say, I expect 
[your promise authorizes me to use the word] to find you disposed 
to bless, by your consent for to-morrow, 

Your adoring 

Lovelace. 
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What pleasure did I propose to take, how to enjoy the sweet 
confusion in which I expected to find her, while all was so recent! 
But she must , she shall see me on my return. It were better for 
herself , as well as for me, that she had not made so much ado 
about nothing. I must keep my anger alive, lest it sink into 
compassion. Love and compassion , be the provocation ever so 
great, are hard to be separated : while anger converts what would 
be pity , without it, into resentment. Nothing can be lovely in a 
man’s eye with which he is thoroughly displeased. 

I ordered Dorcas, on putting the last billet under the door, 
and finding it taken up, to tell her that I hoped an answer to it 
before I went out. 

Her reply was verbal. Tell him that I care not whither he goes , 
nor what he does. And this , re-urged by Dorcas, was all she 
had to say to me. 

I looked through the keyhole at my going by her door, and 
saw her on her knees, at her bed’s feet, her head and bosom on 
the bed, her arms extended [sweet creature , how 1 adore her/]; 
and in an agony she seemed to be, sobbing, as I heard at that 
distance, as if her heart would break. By my soul. Jack, I am a 
pitiful fellow. Recollection is my enemy! Divine excellence! 
Happy with her for so many days together; now so unhappy! 
And for what? But she is purity itself. And why, after all, 
should I thus torment — but I must not trust myself with my- 
self, in the humour I am in. 


Waiting here for Mowbray and Mallory, by whose aid I am 
to get the licence, I took papers out of my pocket to divert 
myself ; and thy last popped officiously the first into my hand. 
I gave it the honour of a reperusal; and this revived the subject 
with me, with which I had resolved not to trust myself. 

I remember that the dear creature, in her torn answer to 
my proposals, says that condescension is not meanness. She 
better knows how to make this out than any mortal breathing. 
Condescension indeed implies dignity: and dignity ever was 
there in her condescension. Yet such a dignity as gave grace 
to the condescension; for there was no pride, no insult, no 
apparent superiority, indicated by it. This, Miss Howe con- 
firms to be a part of her general character. 1 

I can tell her how she might behave to make me her own for 
ever. She knows she cannot fly me. She knows she must see 

1 See p. 281. 


CLARISSA HARLOWE 


CXXVIIl] 


515 


me sooner or later; the sooner the more gracious. I would 
allow her to resent [not because the liberties I took with her 
require resentment, were she not a Clarissa; but as it becomes 
her particular niceness to resent] : but would she show more love 
than abhorrence of me in her resentment; would she seem , if it 
were but to seem , to believe the fire no device, and all that followed 
merely accidental; and descend, upon it, to tender expostulation, 
and upbraiding for the advantage I would have taken of her 
surprise; and would she, at last, be satisfied (as well she may) 
that it was attended with no further consequence; and place 
some generous confidence in my honour [power loves to be trusted , 
Jack] 1 I think I would put an end to all her trials, and pay her 
my vows at the altar. 

Yet, to have taken such bold steps, as with Tomlinson and her 
uncle — to have made such a progress — O Belford, Belford, how 
have I puzzled myself, as well as her! This cursed aversion to 
wedlock how has it entangled me ! What contradictions has 
it made me guilty of ! 

How pleasing to myself, to look back upon the happy days I 
gave her; though mine would doubtless have been more un- 
mixedly so, could I have determined to lay aside my contrivances, 
and to be as sincere all the time as she deserved that I should be ! 

If I find this humour hold but till to-morrow morning [and it 
has now lasted two full hours, and I seem, methinks, to have 
pleasure in encouraging it], I will make thee a visit, I think, or 
get thee to come to me; and then will I — consult thee upon it. 

But she will not trust me. She will not confide in my honour. 
Doubt, in this case, is defiance. She loves me not well enough 
to forgive me generously. She is so greatly above me l How can 
I forgive her for a merit so mortifying to my pride ! She thinks , 
she knows , she has told me, that she is above me. These words 
are still in my ears, “Begone, Lovelace! My soul is above thee, 
man ! Thou hast a proud heart to contend with ! My soul is 
above thee, man !” 1 Miss Howe thinks her above me too. 
Thou, even thou, my friend, my intimate friend and companion, 
art of the same opinion. Then I fear her as much as I love her. 
How shall my pride bear these reflections? My wife (as I have 
so often said, because it so often recurs to my thoughts) to be so 
much my superior! Myself to be considered but as the second 
person in my own family ! Canst thou teach me to bear such a 
reflection as this ! To tell me of my acquisition in her, and that 
she, with all her excellences, will be mine in full property, is a 

1 See p. 382-3. 
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mistake. It cannot be so. For shall I not be hers ', and not my 
own? Will not every act of her duty (as I cannot deserve it) 
be a condescension, and a triumph over me ? And must I owe it 
merely to her goodness , that she does not despise me ? To have 
her condescend to bear with my follies ! To wound me with an 
eye °f pity 1 A daughter of the Harlowes thus to excel the last, 
and, as I have heretofore said, not the meanest of the Lovelaces 1 
— forbid it! 

Yet forbid it not — for do I not now — do I not every moment 
— see her before me all over charms, and elegance, and purity, 
as in the struggles of the past midnight ? And in these struggles, 
heart, voice, eyes, hands, and sentiments, so greatly, so gloriously 
consistent with the character she has sustained from her cradle 
to the present hour? 

But what advantages do I give thee? 

Yet have I not always done her justice ? Why then thy teasing 
impertinence? 

However, I forgive thee. Jack. Since (so much generous love 
am I capable of!) I had rather all the world should condemn me, 
than that her character should suffer the least impeachment. 

The dear creature herself once told me that there was a strange 
mixture in my mind. 2 

I have been called Devil , and Beelzebub , between the two proud 
beauties: I must indeed be a Beelzebub, if I had not some 
tolerable qualities. 

But as Miss Howe says, the suffering-time of this excellent 
creature is her shining-time ? Hitherto she has done nothing 
but shine. 

She called me villain, Belford, within these few hours. And what 
is the sum of the present argument; but that had I not been a 
villain in her sense of the word, she had not been so much an angel? 

O Jack, Jack! This midnight attempt has made me mad; 
has utterly undone me! How can the dear creature say, I have 
made her vile in her own eyes, when her behaviour under such a 
surprise, and her resentment under such circumstances, have 
so greatly exalted her in mine? 

Whence, however, this strange rhapsody? Is it owing to my 
being here ? That I am not at Sinclair's? But if there be 
infection in that house, how has my beloved escaped it? 

But no more in this strain ! I will see what her behaviour will 
be on my return. Yet already do I begin to apprehend some 
little sinkings, some little retrogradations : for I have just now a 

‘ See p. 35. * See p. 94. * See p. 282. 
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doubt arisen, whether, for her own sake, I should wish her to 
forgive me lightly , or with difficulty? 

• ■•••• 

I am in a way to come at the wished-for licence. 

I have now given everything between my beloved and me a 
full consideration; and my puzzle is over. What has brought 
me to a speedier determination is, that I think I have found out 
what she means by the week's distance at which she intends to 
hold me. It is, that she may have time to write to Miss Howe, 
to put in motion that cursed scheme of hers, and to take measures 
upon it which shall enable her to abandon and renounce me for 
ever. Now, Jack, if 1 obtain not admission to her presence on 
my return ; but am refused with haughtiness; if her week be 
insisted upon (such prospects before her); I shall be confirmed 
in my conjecture; and it will be plain to me that weak at best 
was that love, which could give place to punctilio, at a time when 
the all-reconciling ceremony, as she must think, waits her com- 
mand: then will I recollect all her perversenesses; then will I 
reperuse Miss Howe’s letters, and the transcripts from others of 
them; give way to my aversion to the life of shackles: and then 
shall she be mine in my own way. 

But, after all, I am in hopes that she will have better con- 
sidered of everything by the evening. That her threat of a 
week's distance was thrown out in the heat of passion; and that 
she will allow, that I have as much cause to quarrel with her 
for breach of her word, as she has with me for breach of the peace. 

These lines of Rowe have got into my head ; and I shall repeat 
them very devoutly all the way the chairmen shall poppet me 
towards her by and by. 

Teach me, some power, the happy art of speech. 

To dress my purpose up in gracious words; 

Such as may softly steal upon her soul. 

And never waken the tempestuous passions. 

Letter CXXIX — Mr. Lovelace to John Belford, Esq. 

Thursday Evening, June 8. 

Oh , for a curse to kill with / Ruined! Undone! Outwitted! 
Tricked! Zounds, man, the lady is gone off! Absolutely gone 
off ! Escaped ! 

Thou knowest not, nor canst conceive, the pangs that wring 
my heart! What can I do! O Lord, O Lord, O Lord ! 

And thou, too, who hast endeavoured to weaken my hands, 
wilt but clap thy dragon's wings at the tidings! 
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Yet I must write, or I shall go distracted. Little less have I 
been these two hours; dispatching messengers to every stage; 
to every inn ; to every wagon or coach, whether flying or creeping, 
and to every house with a bill up, for five miles round. 

The little hypocrite, who knows not a soul in this town [/ 
thought 1 was sure of her at any time ], such an inexperienced 
traitress; giving me hope too, in her first billet, that her expecta- 
tion of the family-reconciliation would withhold her from taking 
such a step as this. Curse upon her contrivances ! I thought 
that it was owing to her bashfulness, to her modesty, that, after 
a few innocent freedoms, she could not look me in the face; 
when, all the while, she was impudently [yes, I say, impudently , 
though she be Clarissa Harlowe] contriving to rob me of the 
dearest property I had ever purchased. Purchased by a painful 
servitude of many months; fighting through the wild beasts of 
her family for her, and combating with a wild-mill virtue, which 
hath cost me millions of perjuries only to attempt; and which 
now, with its damned air-fans, has tossed me a mile and an half 
beyond hope ! And this, just as I had arrived within view of 
the consummation of all my wishes ! 

O devil of love; god of love no more! How have I deserved 
this of thee ! Never before the friend of frozen virtue ! Power- 
less demon, for powerless thou must be, if thou meanedst not to 
frustrate my hopes; who shall henceforth kneel at thy altars! 
May every enterprising heart abhor, despise, execrate, renounce 
thee, as I do. But, O Belford, Belford, what signifies cursing now! 

•••••.. 

How she could effect this her wicked escape, is my astonish- 
ment; the whole sisterhood having charge of her: for, as yet, I 
have not had patience enough to inquire into the particulars, 
nor to let a soul of them approach me. 

Of this I am sure, or 1 had not brought her hither ; there is not a 
creature belonging to this house, that could be corrupted either 
by virtue or remorse : the highest joy every infernal nymph, of 
this worse than infernal habitation, could have known, would 
have been to reduce this proud beauty to her own level. And 
as to my villain, who also had charge of her, he is such a seasoned 
varlet, that he delights in mischief for the sake of it: no bribe 
could seduce him to betray his trust, were there but wickedness 
in it ! ’Tis well, however, he was out of my way when the cursed 
news was imparted to me! Gone, the villain! in quest of her: 
not to return, nor to see my face [so it seems he declared], till he 
has heard some tidings of her; and all the out-of -place varlets 
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of his numerous acquaintance are summoned and employed in 
the same business. 

To what purpose brought I this angel (angel I must yet call 
her) to this hellish house? And was I not meditating to do her 
deserved honour? By my soul, Belford, I was resolved. But 
thou knowest what I had conditionally resolved. And now, who 
can tell into what hands she may have fallen ? 

I am mad, stark mad, by Jupiter, at the thoughts of this! 
Unprovided, destitute, unacquainted — some villain, worse than 
myself, who adores her not as I adore her, may have seized her, 
and taken advantage of her distress ! Let me perish, Belford, 
if a whole hecatomb of innocents , as the little plagues are called, 
shall atone for the broken promise and wicked artifices of this 
cruel creature. 


Going home, as I did, with resolutions favourable to her, judge 
thou of my distraction, when her escape was first hinted to me, 
although but in broken sentences. I knew not what I said, nor 
what I did. I wanted to kill somebody. I flew out of one room 
into another, while all avoided me but the veteran Betty Car- 
berry, who broke the matter to me. I charged bribery and 
corruption, in my first fury, upon all; and threatened destruction 
to old and young, as they should come in my way. 

Dorcas continues locked up from me. Sally and Polly have 

not yet dared to appear. The vile Sinclair 

But here comes the odious devil. She taps at the door, though 
that ’s only ajar, whining and snuffling, to try, I suppose, to 
coax me into temper. 

• ••••• 

What a helpless state, where a man can only execrate himself 
and others; the occasion of his rage remaining; the evil increasing 
upon reflection; time itself conspiring to deepen it! Oh, how 
I cursed her! 

I have her now, methinks, before me blubbering. How odious 
does sorrow make an ugly face! Thine, Jack, and this old 
beldam’s, in penitentials, instead of moving compassion, must 
evermore confirm hatred; while beauty in tears, is beauty 
heightened, and what my heart has ever delighted to see. 

“What excuse! Confound you and your cursed daughters, 
what excuse can you make ? Is she not gone ! Has she not 
escaped ! But before I am quite distracted, before I commit 
half an hundred murders, let me hear how it was.” 
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I have heard her story ! Art, damned, confounded, wicked, 
unpardonable art, in a woman of her character. But show me 
a woman, and I ’ll show thee a plotter I This plaguy sex is art 
itself: every individual of it is a plotter by nature. 

This is the substance of the old wretch’s account. 

She told me, “That I had no sooner left the vile house than 
Dorcas acquainted the siren” [Do, Jack, let me call her names l 
I beseech thee, Jack , to permit me to call her names f] “than Dorcas 
acquainted her lady with it; and that I had left word that I was 
gone to Doctors’ Commons, and should be heard of for some 
hours at the Horn there, if inquired after by the Counsellor, or 
anybody else: that afterwards I should be either at the Cocoa 
Tree, or King’s Arms; and should not return till late. She 
then urged her to take some refreshment. 

“She was in tears when Dorcas approached her; her saucy 
eyes swelled with weeping: she refused either to eat or drink; 
sighed as if her heart would break.” False, devilish grief! 
not the humble, silent grief , that only deserves pity l Contriving 

to ruin me, to despoil me of all that I held valuable, in the very 
midst of it ! 

“Nevertheless, being resolved to see me for not a week at 
least, she ordered her to bring her up three or four French rolls, 
with a little butter and a decanter of water; telling her she would 
dispense with her attendance ; and that should be all she would 
live upon in the interim. So, artful creature! pretending to 
lay up for a week’s siege.” For, as to substantial food, she, no 
more than other angels — Angels, said I ! The devil take me if 
she shall be any more an angel! For she is odious in my eyes; 
and I hate her mortally ! 

But oh! Lovelace, thou best! She is all that is lovely! All 
that is excellent ! 

But is she, can she be gone ! Oh, how Miss Howe will triumph ! 
But if that little fury receive her, fate shall make me rich amends; 
for then will I contrive to have them both. 

I was looking back for connection — but the devil take con- 
nection; I have no business with it: the contrary best befits 
distraction, and that will soon be my lot! 

“Dorcas consulted the old wretch about obeying her: Oh, yes, 
by all means: for Mr. Lovelace knew how to come at her at any 
time; and directed a bottle of sherry to be added. 

“ This cheerful compliance so obliged her that she was pre- 
vailed upon to go up, and look at the damage done by the fire; 
and seemed not only shocked at it, but, as they thought, satisfied 
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it was no trick; as she owned she had at first apprehended it to 
be. All this made them secure ; and they laughed in their 
sleeves, to think what a childish way of showing her resentment 
she had found out; Sally throwing out her witticisms that Mrs. 
Lovelace was right, however, not to quarrel with her bread and 
butter ** 

Now this very childishness, as they imagined it, in such a 
genius, would have made me suspect either her head, after what 
had happened the night before; or her purpose, when the 
marriage was (so far as she knew) to be completed within the 
week in which she was resolved to secrete herself from me in 
the same house. 

“She sent Will with a letter to Wilson's, directed to Miss 
Howe, ordering him to inquire if there were not one for her 
there. 

“He only pretended to go, and brought word there was none; 
and put her letter in his pocket for me. 

“She then ordered him to carry another (which she gave him) 
to the Horn Tavern to me. All this done without any seeming 
hurry; yet she appeared to be very solemn; and put her hand- 
kerchief frequently to her eyes. 

“Will pretended to come to me with this letter. But though 
the dog had the sagacity to mistrust something on her sending 
him out a second time (and to me, whom she had refused to see) ; 
which he thought extraordinary; and mentioned his mistrusts 
to Sally, Polly, and Dorcas ; yet they made light of his sus- 
picions; Dorcas assuring them all that her lady seemed more 
stupid with her grief, than active; and that she really believed 
she was a little turned in her head, and knew not what she did. 
But all of them depended upon her inexperience, her open 
temper, and upon her not making the least motion towards 
going out, or to have a coach or chair called, as sometimes she 
had done; and still more upon the preparations she had made 
for a week's siege, as I may call it. 

“Will went out, pretending to bring the letter to me; but 
quickly returned; his heart still misgiving him, on recollecting 
my frequent cautions, that he was not to judge for himself, when 
he had positive orders; but if any doubt occurred, from circum- 
stances I could not foresee, literally to follow them, as the only 
way to avoid blame. 

“But it must have been in this little interval that she escaped; 
for soon after his return they made fast the street door and 
hatch, the mother and the two nymphs taking a little turn into 
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the garden ; Dorcas going upstairs, and Will (to avoid being seen 
by his lady, or his voice heard) down into the kitchen. 

“About half an hour after, Dorcas, who had planted herself 
where she could see her lady’s door open, had the curiosity to go 
to look through the keyhole, having a misgiving, as she said, that 
her lady might offer some violence to herself, in the mood she had 
been in all day ; and finding the key in the door, which was not 
very usual, she tapped at it three or four times, and having no 
answer, opened it, with Madam, madam, did you call? Sup- 
posing her in her closet. 

“Having no answer she stepped forward, and was astonished 
to find she was not there. She hastily ran into the dining-room, 
then into my apartments, searched every closet; dreading all 
the time to behold some sad catastrophe. 

“Not finding her anywhere, she ran down to the old creature 
and her nymphs, with a Have you seen my lady? — Then she’ s 
gone! She ’s nowhere above! 

“They were sure she could not be gone out. 

“The whole house was in an uproar in an instant; some 
running upstairs, some down, from the upper rooms to the 
lower; and all screaming, How should they look me in the 
face ! 

“Will cried out, he was a dead man; he blamed them ; they 
him ; and every one was an accuser , and an excuser , at the 
same time. 

“When they had searched the whole house, and every closet 
in it, ten times over, to no purpose, they took it into their heads 
to send to all the porters, chairmen, and hackney-coachmen, 
that had been near the house for two hours past, to inquire if 
any of them saw such a young lady; describing her. 

“This brought them some light: the only dawning for hope 
that I can have, and which keeps me from absolute despair. 
One of the chairmen gave them this account: That he saw such 
a one come out of the house a little before four (in a great hurry, 
and as if frighted) with a little parcel tied up in an handkerchief, 
in her hand: that he took notice to his fellow, who plied her 
without her answering, that she was a fine young lady: that 
he ’d warrant she had either a bad husband, or very cross 
parents; for that her eyes seemed swelled with crying. Upon 
which, a third fellow replied that it might be a doe escaped from 
Mother Damnable' s park. This Mrs. Sinclair told me with a 
curse, and a wish that she knew the saucy villain: she thought, 
truly, that she had a better reputation ; so handsomely as she lived , 
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and so justly as she paid everybody for what she bought ; her house 
visited by the best arid civillest of gentlemen ; and no noise or brawls 
ever heard or known in it. 

“From these appearances the fellow who gave this information 
had the curiosity to follow her, unperceived. She often looked 
back. Everybody who passed her, turned to look after her ; 
passing their verdicts upon her tears, her hurry, and her charm- 
ing person; till coming to a stand of coaches, a coachman plied 
her; was accepted; alighted; opened the coach door in a hurry, 
seeing her hurry; and in it she stumbled for haste; and, as the 
fellow believed, hurt her shins with the stumble.” 

The devil take me, Belford, if my generous heart is not moved 
for her, notwithstanding her wicked deceit, to think what must 
be her reflections and apprehensions at the time: a mind so 
delicate, heeding no censures; yet, probably afraid of being laid 
hold of by a Lovelace in every one she saw ! At the same time, 
not knowing to what dangers she was about to expose herself; 
nor of whom she could obtain shelter; a stranger to the town, and 
to all its ways; the afternoon far gone; but little money; and no 
clothes but those she had on ! 

It is impossible, in this little interval since last night, that 
Miss Howe’s Townsend could be co-operating. 

But how she must abhor me to run all these risks; how 
heartily must she detest me, for my freedoms of last night ! Oh, 
that I had given her greater reason for a resentment so violent ! 
As to her virtue , I am too much enraged to give her the merit 
due to that. To virtue it cannot be owing that she should fly 
from the charming prospects that were before her; but to 
malace, hatred, contempt, Harlowe-pride (the worst of pride), 
and to all the deadly passions that ever reigned in a female 
breast. And if I can but recover her. — But be still, be calm, be 
hushed, my stormy passions; for is it not Clarissa {Harlowe must 
I say?) that thus I rave against? 

“The fellow heard her say. Drive fast! Very fast! Where, 
madam? To Holbom Bars, answered she; repeating. Drive 
very fast! And up she pulled both the windows: and he lost 
sight of the coach in a minute. 

“Will, as soon as he had this intelligence, speeded away in 
hopes to trace her out; declaring, that he would never think of 
seeing me till he had heard some tidings of his lady.” 

And now, Belford, all my hope is, that this fellow (who 
attended us in our airing to Hampstead, to Highgate, to Muswell 
Hill, to Kentish Town) will hear of her at some one or other of 
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those places. And on this I the rather build, as I remember she 
was once, after our return, very inquisitive about the stages, and 
their prices; praising the convenience to passengers in their 
going off every hour; and this in Will’s hearing, who was then in 
attendance. Woe be to the villain, if he recollect not this ! 

• • • • • . . 

I have been traversing her room, meditating, or taking up 
everything she but touched or used: the glass she dressed at, I 
was ready to break, for not giving me the personal image it was 
wont to reflect of her , whose idea is for ever present with me. I 
call for her, now in the tenderest, now in the most reproachful 
terms, as if within hearing: wanting her, I want my own soul, at 
least everything dear to it. What a void in my heart ! what a 
chilliness in my blood, as if its circulation were arrested ! From 
her room to my own; in the dining-room, and in and out of every 
place where I have seen the beloved of my heart, do I hurry; in 
none can I tarry; her lovely image in every one, in some lively 
attitude, rushing cruelly upon me, in differently remembered 
conversations. 

But when, in my first fury, at my return, I went up two pair 
of stairs, resolved to find the locked-up Dorcas, and beheld the 
vainly burnt window-board, and recollected my baffled con- 
trivances, baffled by my own weak folly, I thought my distrac- 
tion completed ; and down I ran as one frighted at a spectre, 
ready to howl for vexation; my head and my temples shooting 
with a violence I had never felt before; and my back aching as 
if the vertebrae were disjointed, and falling in pieces. 

But now that I have heard the mother’s story, and contem- 
plated the dawning hopes given by the chairman’s information, 
I am a good deal easier, and can make cooler reflections. Most 
heartily pray I for Will’s success, every four or five minutes. 
If I lose her, all my rage will return with redoubled fury. The 
disgrace to be thus outwitted by a novice, an infant in stratagem 
and contrivance, added to the violence of my passion for her, will 
either break my heart, or (what saves many a heart in evils 
unsupportable) turn my brain. What had I to do to go out a 
licence-hunting, at least till I had seen her, and made up matters 
with her ? And indeed, were it not the privilege of a principal to 
lay all his own faults upon his underlings, and never be to 
blame himself, I should be apt to reflect that I am more in 
fault than anybody. And as the sting of this reflection will 
sharpen upon me if I recover her not, how shall I be able to 
bear it? 
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If ever 

Here Mr. Lovelace lays himself under a curse , too shocking to be 
repeated , if he revenge not himself upon the lady , should he once 
more get her into his hands. 

#••••• 

I have just now dismissed the snivelling toad Dorcas, who was 
introduced to me for my pardon by the whining mother. I gave 
her a kind of negative and ungracious forgiveness. Yet I shall 
as violently curse the two nymphs, by and by, for the conse- 
quences of my own folly: and this will be a good way too, to 
prevent their ridicule upon me, for losing so glorious an oppor- 
tunity as I had last night, or rather this morning. 

I have collected, from the result of the inquiries made of the 
chairman, and from Dorcas’s observations before the cruel 
creature escaped, a description of her dress; and am resolved, 
if I cannot otherwise hear of her, to advertise her in the Gazette , 
as an eloped wife, both by her maiden and acknowledged name; 
for her elopement will soon be known by every enemy : why 
then should not my friends be made acquainted with it, from 
whose inquiries and information I may expect some tidings 
of her ? 

“She had on a brown lustring night-gown, fresh, and looking 
like new, as everything she wears does, whether new or not, 
from an elegance natural to her. A beaver hat, a black ribbon 
about her neck, and blue knots on her breast. A quilted petti- 
coat of carnation-coloured satin; a rose diamond ring, supposed 
on her finger; and in her whole person and appearance, as I shall 
express it, a dignity, as well as beauty, that commands the 
repeated attention of every one who sees her.” 

The description of her person I shall take a little more pains 
about. My mind must be more at ease, before I can undertake 
that. And I shall threaten, “ that if, after a certain period given 
for her voluntary return, she be not heard of, I will prosecute any 
person who presumes to entertain, harbour, abet, or encourage 
her, with all the vengeance that an injured gentleman and 
husband may be warranted to take by law, or otherwise.” 

• ••••• 

Fresh cause of aggravation! But for this scribbling vein, or 
I should still run mad. 

Again going into her chamber, because it was hers, and 
sighing over the bed, and every piece of furniture in it, I cast 
my eye towards the drawers of the dressing-glass, and saw peep 
out, as it were, in one of the half-drawn drawers, the corner of a 
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letter. I snatched it out, and found it superscribed by her, 
To Mr. Lovelace. The sight of it made my heart leap, and I 
trembled so, that I could hardly open the seal. 

How does this damned love unman me! But nobody ever 
loved as I love ! It is even increased by her unworthy flight, and 
my disappointment. Ungrateful creature, to fly from a passion 
thus ardently flaming! which, like the palm, rises the more for 
being depressed and slighted. 

I will not give thee a copy of this letter. I owe her not so 
much service. 

But wouldst thou think that this haughty promise-breaker 
could resolve as she does, absolutely and for ever to renounce me 
for what passed last night? That she could resolve to forego all 
her opening prospects of reconciliation; that reconciliation with 
a worthless family, on which she had set her whole heart? Yet 
she does ! She acquits me of all obligation to her, and herself of 
all expectations from me — and for what? O that indeed I had 
given her real cause ! Damned confounded niceness, prudery, 
affectation, or pretty ignorance, if not affectation! By my soul, 
Belford, I told thee all — I was more indebted to her struggles, 
than to my own forwardness. I cannot support my own 
reflections upon a decency so ill-requited. She could not, she 
would not have been so much a Harlowe in her resentment, had I . 
deserved, as I ought to have done, her resentment. All she feared, 
had then been over; and her own good sense, and even modesty, 
would have taught her to make the best of it. 

But if ever again I get her into my hands, art, and more art, 
and compulsion too, if she make it necessary [ and ’ tis plain that 
nothing else will do], shall she experience from the man whose fear 
of her has been above even his passion for her; and whose 
gentleness and forbearance she has thus perfidiously triumphed 
over. Well says the poet: 

'Tis nobler like a lion to invade 

When appetite directs, and seize my prey. 

Than to wait tamely, like a begging dog. 

Till dull consent throws out the scraps of love. 

Thou knowest what I have so lately vowed — and yet, at times 
[cruel creature, and ungrateful as cruel !] I can subscribe with 
too much truth to those lines of another poet: 

She reigns more fully in my soul than ever; 

She garrisons my breast, and mans against me 
Even my own rebel thoughts, with thousand graces. 

Ten thousand charms, and new-discovered beauties! 
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Advises her to keep fair with Lovelace. 

XXX, XXXI. Clarissa to Miss Howe .... 108, 109 

Wonders not that her brother has weight to make her father 
irreconcilable. Copy of Mr. Doleman’s answer about London 
lodgings. Her caution in her choice of them. Lovelace has 
given her five guineas for Hannah. Other instances of his 
considerateness. Not displeased with her present prospects. 

XXXII. Lovelace to Belford . . . . . .113 

Explains what is meant by Doleman’s answer about the lodgings. 
Makes Belford object to his scheme, that he may answer the 
objections. Exults. Swells. Despises everybody. Importance 
of the minutiae. More of his arts, views, and contrivances. 

XXXIII. Miss Howe to Clarissa . . . . , .115 

Acquaints her with a scheme formed by her brother and Captain 
Singleton, to carry her off. Hickman’s silent charities. She 
despises all his sex , as well as him. Ill terms on which her own 
father and mother lived. Extols Clarissa for her domestic good 
qualities. Particulars of a great contest with her mother, 
on their correspondence. Has been slapped by her. Observa- 
tions on managing wives. 

XXXIV, XXXV, XXXVI. Clarissa to Miss Howe . 122, 126, 127 

A strong remonstrance on her behaviour to her mother: in which 
she lays down the duty of children. Accuses her of want of 
generosity to Hickman. Further excuses herself on declining 
to accept of her money offers. Proposes a condition on which Mrs. 

Howe may see all they write. 

XXXVII. Miss Howe to Clarissa ...... 131 

Her mother rejects the proposed condition. Miss Howe takes 
thankfully her reprehensions: but will continue the corre- 
spondence. Some excuses for herself. Humorous story of 
game-chickens. 

XXXVIII. Clarissa to Miss Howe ...... 135 

Lovelace communicates her brother’s and Singleton’s project; 
but treats it with seeming contempt. She asks his advice what 
to do upon it. This brings on an offer of marriage from him. 

How it went off. 

XXXIX. Lovelace to Belford ...... 140 

He confesses his artful intentions in the offer of marriage: yet had 
like, he says, to have been caught in his own snares. 

XL. Joseph Leman to Mr. Lovelace ..... 143 

With intelligence of a design formed against him by the Harlowes. 
Joseph’s vile hypocrisy and selfishness. 

XLI. Lovelace. In answer ....... 147 

Story of Miss Betterton. Boasts of his treatment of his mis- 
tresses. The artful use he makes of Joseph’s intelligence. 

XLII. Clarissa to her Aunt Hervev ..... 
Complains of her silence. Hints at her not having designed to 
go away with Lovelace. She will open her whole heart to her, 
if she encourage her so to do by the hopes of a reconciliation. 
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XLIII. Miss Howe to Clarissa ...... 

Observations on Lovelace’s meanness, pride, and revenge . 
Politeness not to be expected from him. She raves at him for 
the artful manner in which he urges Clarissa to marry him. 
Advises her how to act in her present situation. 

XLIV. Belford to Lovelace . . . . - 

Becomes a warm advocate for the lady. Gives many instructive 
reasons to enforce his arguments in her favour. 

XLV. Mrs. Hervey to Clarissa . . . . . . 

A severe and cruel letter in answer to hers, No. xlii. It was not 
designed, she says, absolutely to force her to marry to her dislike. 

XLVI. Clarissa to Miss Howe ...... 

Her deep regret, on this intelligence, for having met Lovelace. 
The finer sensibilities make not happy. Her fate too visibly in his 
power. He is unpolite, cruel, insolent, unwise, a trifter with his 
own happiness. Her reasons why she less likes him than ever. Her 
soul his soul's superior. Her fortitude. Her prayer. 

XLVII, XLVIII. From the same ...... 

Now indeed is her heart broken, she says. A solemn curse laid 
upon her by her father. Her sister’s barbarous letters on the 
occasion. 

XLIX. Miss Howe to Clarissa ...... 

A letter full of generous consolation and advice. Her friendly 
vow. Sends her fifty guineas in the leaves of a Norris’s 
Miscellanies. 

L. Clarissa to Miss Howe ....... 

A faithful friend the medicine of life. She is just setting out for 
London. Lovelace has offered marriage to her in so unreserved 
a manner, that she wishes she had never written with diffidence 
of him. Is sorry it was not in her power to comply with his 
earnest solicitations. Returns her Norris: and why. 

LI, LII. Miss Howe to Clarissa . . . . . 176 

Sorry she has returned her Norris. Wishes she had accepted of 
Lovelace’s unreserved offer of marriage. Believes herself to have 
a sneaking kindness for Hickman: and why. She blames Mrs. 
Harlowe: and why. 

In answer to No. li, Clarissa states the difference in the 
characters of Mr. Lovelace and Mr. Hickman; and tells her, that 
her motives for suspending marriage were not merely ceremonious 
ones. Regrets Mrs. Howe’s forbidding the correspondence 
between them. Her dutiful apology for her own mother. 
Lesson to children. 

LIII. Lovelace to Belford . . . . . • • 

Thinks he shall be inevitably manacled at last. The lady s 
extreme illness. Her filial piety gives her dreadful faith in a 
father's curses. She lets not Miss Howe know how very ill she 
was. His vows of marriage bring her back to life. Absolutely in 
earnest in those vows [the only time he was sol. He can now talk 
of love and marriage without check. Descants upon Belford’s 
letter, No. xliv. 

LIV. From the same ......•• 

Is setting out for London. A struggle with his heart. Owns it 
to be a villain of a heart. A fit of strong, but transitory remorse. 
If he do marry, he doubts he shall have a vapourish wife. Thinks 
it would be better for both not to marry. His libertine reasons. 
Lessons to the sex . 
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LV. From the same ........ 188 

They arrive at Mrs. Sinclair’s. Sally Martin and Polly Horton 
set upon him. He wavers in his good purposes. Dorcas VVykes 
proposed, and reluctantly accepted, for a servant, till Hannah 
can come. Dorcas’s character. He has two great points to 
carry. What they are. 

LVI. Clarissa to Miss Howe . . . . . . .192 

Likes her lodgings; but not greatly the widow. Chides Miss 
Howe for her rash though friendly vow. Catalogue of good 
books she finds in her closet. Utterly dissatisfied with him for 
giving out to the women below that they were privately married. 

Has a strong debate with him on this subject. He offers 
matrimony to her, but in such a manner that she could not close 
with his offer. Her caution as to doors, windows, and seals of 
letters. 

LVII. Miss Howe to Clarissa ...... 200 

Her expedient to correspond with each other every day. Is glad 
she had thoughts of marrying him, had he repeated his offer. 
Wonders he did not. 

LVIII. Clarissa to Miss Howe ...... 201 

Breakfasts with him and the widow and her two nieces. Observa- 
tions upon their behaviour and looks. He makes a merit of 
leaving her, and hopes, on his return, that she will name his 
happy day. She is willing to make the best constructions in 
his favour. 

In his next letter (extracts from which are only given) he triumphs 
on the points he has carried. Stimulated by the women, he 
resumes his resolution to try her to the utmost. 

LIX. Clarissa to Miss Howe ...... 209 

Lovelace returns the next day. She thinks herself meanly 
treated, and is angry. He again urges marriage \ but before she 
can return an answer, makes another proposal; yet she suspects 
not that he means a studied delay. He is in treaty for Mrs. 
Fretchville’s house. Description of it. An inviting oppor- 
tunity offers for him to propose matrimony to her. She wonders 
he let it slip. He is very urgent for her company at a collation 
he is to give to four of his select friends and Miss Partington. 

He gives an account who Miss Partington is. 

In Mr. Lovelace’s next letter he invites Belford, Mowbray, 
Belton, and Tourville to his collation. His humorous instruc- 
tions for their behaviour before the lady. Has two views in 
getting her into their company. 

LX. Lovelace to Belford ....... 219 

Has been at church with Clarissa. The Sabbath a charming 
institution. The text startles him. Nathan the prophet he 
calls a good ingenious fellow. She likes the women better than 
she did at first. She reluctantly consents to honour his collation 
with her presence. Longs to have their opinions of his fair prize. 
Describes her to great advantage. 

LXI. Clarissa to Miss Howe ...... 224 

She praises his good behaviour at St. Paul’s. Is prevailed on to 
dine with Mrs. Sinclair and her nieces. Is better pleased with 
them than she thought she should be. Blames herself for her 
readiness to censure, where reputation is concerned. Her 
charitable allowances on this head. This day an agreeable day. 
Interprets everything she can fairly interpret in Mr. Lovelace's 
favour. She could prefer him to all the men she ever knew, if he 
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would, always be what he had been that day. Is determined, how- 
ever, to be governed in her affections, as much as possible, by 
true merit, and by deeds. Dates again, and is offended at Miss 
Partington s being introduced to her, and at his making her 
yield to be present at his intended collation. 

LXII. From the same ...... 

Disgusted with her evening. Characterizes his four companions. 
Likes not Miss Partington’s behaviour. 

LXIII. Clarissa to Miss Howe ...... 

An attempt to induce her to admit Miss Partington to share 
in her bed for that night. She refuses. Her reasons. Is 
highly dissatisfied. 

LXIV. From the same ........ 

Has received an angry letter from Mrs. Howe, forbidding her to 
correspond with her daughter. She advises compliance, though 
against herself; and, to induce her to it, makes the best of her 
present prospects. 

LXV. Miss Howe in answer ...... 

Flames out upon this step of her mother. Insists upon con- 
tinuing the correspondence. Her menaces if Clarissa write not. 
Raves against Lovelace. But blames her for not obliging Miss 
Partington: and why. Advises her to think of settlements. 
Likes Lovelace’s proposal of Mrs. Fretchville’s house. 

LXVI. Clarissa in reply ....... 

Terrified at her menaces, she promises to continue writing. 
Beseeches her to learn to subdue her passions. Has just received 
her clothes. 

LXVII. Mr. Hickman to Clarissa ...... 

Miss Howe, he tells her, is uneasy for the vexation she has given 
her. If she will write on as before, Miss Howe will not think of 
doing what she is so apprehensive of. He offers her his most 
faithful services. 
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LXVIII, LXIX. Lovelace to Belford .... 238, 241 

Tells him how much the lady dislikes the confraternity; Belford 
as well as the rest. Has had a warm debate with her in their 
behalf. Looks upon her refusing a share in her bed to Miss 
Partington as suspecting and defying him. Threatens her. 
Savagely glories in her grief on receiving Mrs. Howe’s pro- 
hibitory letter: which appears to be instigated by himself. 

LXX. Belford to Lovelace ....... 243 

His and his compeers’ high admiration of Clarissa. Thev all 
join to entreat him to do her justice. 

LXXI, LXXII. Lovelace in answer .... 245, 249 

He endeavours to palliate his purposes by familiar instances of 
cruelty to birds, etc. Further characteristic reasonings in support 
of his wicked designs. The passive condition to which he wants 
to bring the lady. 

LXXIII. Belford in reply ....... 

.Still warmly argues in behalf of the lady. Is obliged to attend 
a dying uncle; and entreats him to write from time to time an 
account of all his proceedings. 
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LXXIV. Clarissa to Miss Howe ...... 255 

Lovelace, she says, complains of the reserves he gives occasion 
for. His pride a dirty low pride, which has eaten up his 
prudence. He is sunk in her opinion. An afflicting letter sent 
her from her Cousin Morden. 
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Encloses the letter. In which her cousin (swayed by the 
representations of her brother) pleads in behalf of Solmes, 
and the family views: and sets before her, in strong and just 
lights, the character of a libertine. 

Her heavy reflections upon the contents. Her generous prayer. 

LXXV. Clarissa to Miss Howe ...... 

He presses her to go abroad with him; yet mentions not the 
ceremony that should give propriety to his urgency. Cannot 
bear the life she lives. Wishes her Uncle Harlowe to be sounded 
by Mr. Hickman, as to a reconciliation. Mennell introduced to 
her. Will not take another step with Lovelace till she know the 
success of the proposed application to her uncle. 

Substance of two letters from Lovelace to Belford ; in which 
he tells him who Mennell is, and gives an account of many new 
contrivances and precautions. Women’s pockets ballast-bags. 
Mrs. Sinclair’s wardrobe. Good order observed in her house. 
The lady’s caution, he says, warrants his contrivances. 

LXXVI. Lovelace to Belford ...... 

Will write a play. The title of it. The Quarrelsome Lovers. 
Perseverance his glory: patience his handmaid. Attempts to 
get a letter the lady had dropped as she sat. Her high indigna- 
tion upon it. Further plots. Paul Wheatly, who; and for what 
employed. Sally Martin’s reproaches. Has overplotted him- 
self. Human nature a well-known rogue. 

LXXVII. Clarissa to Miss Howe ...... 

Acquaints her with their present quarrel. Finds it imprudent to 
stay with him. Re-urges the application to her uncle. Cautions 
her sex with regard to the danger of being misled by the eye. 

LXXVIII. Miss Howe in answer ...... 

Approves of her leaving Lovelace. New stories of his wicked- 
ness. Will have her uncle sounded. Comforts her. How 
much her case differs from that of any other female fugitive. She 
will be an example, as well as a warning. A picture of Clarissa’s 
happiness before she knew Lovelace. Brief sketches of her 
exalted character. Adversity her shining-time. 

LXXIX. Clarissa in reply ....... 

Has a contest with Lovelace about going to church. He 
obliges her again to accept of his company to St. Paul’s. 

LXXX. Miss Howe to Mrs. Norton . 

Desiring her to try to dispose Mrs. Harlowe to forward a 
reconciliation. 

LXXXI. Mrs. Norton in answer ...... 

LXXXII. Miss Howe in reply ...... 

LXXXIII. Mrs. Harlowe’s pathetic letter to Mrs. Norton 
LXXXIV. Miss Howe to Clarissa ...... 

Fruitless issue of Mr. Hickman’s application to her uncle. 
Advises her how to proceed with, and what to say to Lovelace. 
Endeavours to account for his teasing ways. Who knows, she 
says, but her dear friend was permitted to swerve, in order to 
bring about his reformation? Informs her of her Uncle Antony’s 
intended address to her mother. 

LXXXV. Clarissa to Miss Howe ...... 

Hard fate to be thrown upon an ungenerous and cruel man. 
Reasons why she cannot proceed with Mr. Lovelace as she 
advises. Affecting apostrophe to Lovelace. 
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LXXXVI. Clarissa to Miss Howe ...... 

Interesting conversation with Lovelace. He frightens her. 
He mentions settlements. Her modest encouragement of him. 
He evades. True generosity what. She requires his proposals of 
settlement in writing. Examines herself on her whole conduct to 
Lovelace. M aidenly niceness not her motive for the distance she has 
kept him at. What is. Invites her correction, if she deceive herself. 
LXXXVII. From the same ....... 

With Mr. Lovelace’s written proposals. Her observations on the 
cold conclusion of them. He knows not what every wise man 
knows, of the prudence and delicacy required in a wife. 
LXXXVIII. From the same ....... 

Mr. Lovelace presses for the day; yet makes a proposal which 
must necessarily occasion a delay. Her unreserved and pathetic 
answer to it. He is affected by it. She rejoices that he is 
penetrable. He presses for her instant resolution; but at the 
same time insinuates delay. Seeing her displeased, he urges for 
the morrow: but, before she can answer, gives her the alternative 
of other days. Yet, wanting to reward himself, as if he had 
obliged her , she repulses him on a liberty he would have taken. 
He is enraged Her melancholy reflections on her future 
prospects with such a man. The moral she deduces from her story. 
[A note, defending her conduct from the censure which some have 
Passed upon her as over-nice ]. 

Extracts from four of his letters: in which he glories in his 
cruelty. Hardheartedness he owns to be an essential of the 
libertine character. Enjoys the confusion of a fine woman. 
His apostrophe to virtue. Ashamed of being visibly affected. 
Enraged against her for repulsing him. Will steel his own heart, 
that he may cut through a rock of ice to hers. The women 
afresh instigate him to attempt her virtue. 

LXXXIX. Miss Howe to Clarissa ..... 

Is enraged at his delays. Will think of some scheme to get her 
out of his hands. Has no notion that he can or dare to mean her 
dishonour . Women do not naturally hate such men as Lovelace. 
XC. Belford to Lovelace ....... 

Warmly espouses the lady’s cause. Nothing but vanity and 
nonsense in the wild pursuits of libertines. For his own sake, 
for his family’s sake, and for the sake of their common hu mani ty, 
he beseeches him to do the lady justice. 

XCI. Lord M. to Mr. Belford ...... 

A proverbial letter in the lady’s favour. 

XCII. Lovelace to Belford ....... 

He ludicrously turns Belford’s arguments against him. Resist- 
ance inflames him. Why the gallant is preferred to the husband. 
Gives a piece of advice to married women. Substance of his 
letter to Lord M. desiring him to give the lady to him in person. 
His view in this letter. Ridicules Lord M. for his proverbs. 
Ludicrous advice to Belford in relation to his dying uncle. 
What physicians should do when a patient is given over. 

XCIII. Belford to Lovelace ....... 

Sets forth the folly, the inconvenience, the impolicy of keeping, 
and the preference of marriage, upon the foot of their own 
principles, as libertines. 

XCIV. Lovelace to Belford ...... 

Affects to mistake the intention of Belford’s letter, and thanks 
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him for approving his present schemes. The seduction progress 
is more delightful to him, he says, than the crowning act. 

XCV. From the same ........ 

All extremely happy at present. Contrives a conversation 
for the lady to overhear. Platonic love, how it generally ends. 
Will get her to a play: likes not tragedies. Has too much 
feeling. Why men of his cast prefer comedy to tragedy. The 
nymphs , and Mrs. Sinclair , and all their acquaintance, of the 
same mind. Other artifices of his. Could he have been 
admitted in her hours of dishabille and heedlessness , he had been 
long ago master of his wishes. His view in getting her to a 
play. A play, and a collation afterwards, greatly befriend a 
lover’s designs: and why. She consents to go with him to see 
the Tragedy of Venice Preserved. 

XCVI. Clarissa to Miss Howe ...... 

Gives the particulars of the overheard conversation. Thinks 
her prospects a little mended. Is willing to compound for 
tolerable appearances, and to hope, when reason for hope offers. 

XCVII. Miss Howe to Clarissa . . . . ' 

Her scheme of Mrs. Townsend. Is not for encouraging dealers 
in prohibited goods. And why. Her humorous treatment of 
Hickman on consulting him upon Lovelace’s proposals of 
settlements. 

XCVIII. From the same ........ 

Her account of Antony Harlowe’s address to her mother, and of 
what passed on her mother’s communicating it to her. Copy of 
Mrs. Howe’s answer to his letter. 

XCIX, C. Lovelace to Bklford ..... 361, 

Comes at several letters of Miss Howe. He is more assured of 
Clarissa than ever. And why. Sparkling eyes, what they 
indicate. She keeps him at distance. Repeated instigations from 
the women. Account of the letters he has come at. All rage 
and revenge upon the contents of them. Menaces Hickman. 
Wishes Miss Howe had come up to town, as she threatened. 

Cl. Clarissa to Miss Howe ....... 

Is terrified by him. Disclaims prudery. Begs of Miss Howe 
to perfect her scheme, that she may leave him. She thinks her 
temper changed for the worse. Trembles to look back upon his 
encroachments. Is afraid, on the close self-examination which 
her calamities have caused her to make, that even in the best 
actions of her past life she has not been quite free from secret 
pride, etc. Tears almost in two the answer she had written to 
his proposals. Intends to go out next day, and not to return. 
Her further intentions. 

CII. Lovelace to Belford ....... 

Meets the lady at breakfast. Flings the tea-cup and saucer over 
his head. The occasion. Alarms and terrifies her by his free 
address. Romping, the use of it to a lover. Will try if she will 
not yield to nightly surprises. A lion-hearted lady where her 
honour is concerned. Must have recourse to his master-strokes. 
Fable of the sun and north wind. Mrs. Fretchville’s house an 
embarrass. He gives that pretended lady the small-pox. Other 
contrivances in his head to bring Clarissa back, if she should get 
away. Miss Howe’s scheme of Mrs. Townsend is, he says, a 
sword hanging over his head. He must change his measures to 
render it abortive. He is of the true lady-make. What that is. 
Another conversation between them. Her apostrophe to her 
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father. He is temporarily moved. Dorcas gives him notice of 
f P a Pef sh .f has come at, and is transcribing. In order to detain 
the lady, he presses for the day. Miss Howe he fancies in love 
^ TTT W1 *“ him. And why. He sees Clarissa does not hate him. 

CIII. From the same. .... 

Copy of the transcribed paper. 1 1 proves* to be her tom answer to 
ms proposals. Meekness the glory of a woman. Ludicrous image of 
a termagant wife. He had better never to have seen this paper. Has 
very strong remorses. Paints them in lively colours. Sets forth the 
lady s transcendent virtue, and greatness of mind. Surprised into 
_ TTr these arguments in her favour by his conscience. Puts it to flight. 
CIV. Lovelace to Belford . . . 

Mennell scruples to aid him further in his designs. Vapourish 
people the physical tribe’s milch-cows. Advice to the faculty. 
,as done with his project about Mrs. PretchviDe’s house. The 
lady suspects him. A seasonable letter for him from his 
Cousin Charlotte. Sends up the letter to the lady. She writes 
to Miss Howe, upon perusing it, to suspend for the present her 
application to Mrs. Townsend. 

CV. From the same # . 

An interview all placid and agreeable. Now is he in a train. 
All he now waits for, is a letter from Lord M. Inquiries after 
their marriage by a stranger of good appearance. The lady 
alarmed at them. J 

CVI. From the same ....... 

Curses his uncle for another proverbial letter he has sent him. 
Permits the lady to see it. Nine women in ten that fall, fall, he 
says, through their own fault. 

CVII. Lord M.’s characteristic letter ..... 

CVIII. Lovelace to Belford ....... 

The lady now comes to him at the first word. Triumphs in her 
sweetness of temper , and on her patience with him. Puts his 
writings into Counsellor Williams’s hands, to prepare settle- 
ments. Shall now be doubly armed . Boasts of his contrivances 
tn petto. Brings patterns to her. Proposes jewels. Admires 
her for her prudence with regard to what he puts her upon doing 
f° r h_ er h orton. What his wife must do and be. She declines a 
public wedding. Her dutiful reasons. She is willing to dispense 
with Lord M. s presence. He writes to Lord M. accordingly. 
LsXtract from a letter of Clarissa. After giving Miss Howe an 
account of the present favourable appearances, she desires her 
to keep to herself all such of the particulars which she has 
communicated to her as may discredit Mr. Lovelace. 

CIX. Lovelace to Belford ....... 

His projected plot to avenge himself upon Miss Howe. 

CX. From the same ........ 

Fresh contrivances crowd in upon him. He shall be very sick on 
the morrow. And why. Women below impertinently re- 
proachful. He will be no man’s successor. Will not take up 
with harlots. His story of the French marquise. 

CXI. From the same ........ 

An agreeable airing with the lady. Delightfully easy she. Obse- 
quiously respectful he. Miss Howe's plot now no longer his terror. 
Gives the particulars of their agreeable conversation while abroad. 
CXII. From the same ........ 

An account of his ipecacuanha plot. Instructs Dorcas how to 
act surprise and terror. Monosyllables and trisyllables to what 
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likened. Politeness lives not in a storm. Proclamation criers. 
The lady now he sees loves him. Her generous tenderness for him! 
He has now credit for a new score. Defies Mrs. Townsend. 

CXIII. Clarissa to Miss Howe 

. Acknowledges tenderness for Lovelace. Love for a man of errors 
punishable. 

CXIV. Lovelace to Belford ....... 

Suspicious inquiry after him and the lady by a servant in livery 
from one Captain Tomlinson. Her terrors on the occasion. 
His alarming management. She resolves not to stir abroad. 
He exults upon her not being willing to leave him. 

CXV, CXVI. From the same •••... 

Arrival of Captain Tomlinson, with a pretended commission from 
Mr. John Harlowe, to set on foot a general reconciliation, 
provided he can be convinced that they are actually married. 
Different conversations on this occasion. The lady insists that 
the truth be told to Tomlinson. She carries her point, though to 
the disappointment of one of his private views. He forms great 
hopes of success from the effects of his ipecacuanha contrivance. 
CXVII. From the same ...... 

He makes such a fair representation to Tomlinson of the situation 
between him and the lady, behaves so plausibly, and makes an 
overture so generous, that she is all kindness and unreserve to him. 
Her affecting exultation on her amended prospects. His unusuai 
sensibility upon it. Reflection on the good effects of educa- 
tion. Pride an excellent substitute to virtue. 

CXVIII. From tije same ........ 

Who Tomlinson is. Again makes Belford object, in order to 
explain his designs by answering the objections. John Harlowe 
a sly sinner. Hard-hearted reasons for giving the lady a gleam 
of joy. Illustrated by a story of two sovereigns at war. 

Extracts from Clarissa's letter to Miss Howe. She rejoices in 
her present agreeable prospects. Attributes much to Mr. 
Hickman. Describes Captain Tomlinson. Gives a character of 
Lovelace [which is necessary to be attended to; especially by those who 
have thought favourably of him for some of his liberal actions, and 
hardly of her for the distance she at first kept him at]. 

CXI X. Lovelace to Belford ..... 

Letter from Lord M. His further arts and precautions. His 
happy day promised to be soon. His opinion of the clergy, and of 
going to church. She pities everybody who wants pity Loves 
everybody. He owns he should be the happiest of men, could he 
get over his prejudices against matrimony. Drafts of settle- 
ments. Ludicrously accounts for the reason why she refuses to 
hear them read to her. Law and Gospel two different things. 
Sally flings her handkerchief in his face. 

CXX. Lovelace to Belford ....... 

Has made the lady more than once look about her! She owns 
that he ts more than indifferent to her. Checks him with sweet- 
ness of temper for his encroaching freedoms. Her proof of true 
love. He ridicules the notion of marriage purity. Severely 
reflects upon public freedoms between men and their wives. 
Advantage he once made upon such an occasion. Has been after 
a licence. Difficulty in procuring one. Great faults and great 
virtues often in the same person. He is willing to believe that 
women have no soul6. His whimsical reasons. 

CXXI. From the same ....... 

Almost despairs of succeeding (as he had hoped) by love and 
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gentleness. Praises her modesty. His encroaching freedoms 
resented by her. The woman, he observes, who resents not 
initiatory freedoms, must be lost. He reasons, in his free 
way, upon her delicacy. Art of the Eastern monarchs. 

CXXII. From the same ........ 

A letter from Captain Tomlinson makes all up. Her Uncle 
Harlowe’s pretended proposal, big with art and plausible delu- 
sion. She acquiesces in it. He writes to the pretended Tomlin- 
son, on an affecting hint of hers, requesting that her Uncle 
Harlowe would in person give his niece to him; or permit 
Tomlinson to be his proxy on the occasion. And now for a 
little mine, he says, which he has ready to spring. 

CXXIII. Belford to Lovelace ...... 

Again earnestly expostulates with him in the lady’s favour. 
Remembers and applauds the part she bore in the conversation 
at his collation. The frothy wit of libertines how despicable. 
Censures the folly, the weakness, the grossness, the unper- 
manency of sensual love. Calls some of his contrivances trite, 
stale, and poor. Beseeches him to remove her from the vile 
house. How many dreadful stories could the horrid Sinclair tell 
the sex ! Serious reflection on the dying state of his uncle. 

CXXIV. Lovelace to Belford ...... 

Cannot yet procure a licence. Has secured a retreat, if not 
victory. Defends in anger the simplicity of his inventive con- 
trivances. Enters upon his general defence, compared with the 
principles and practices of other libertines. Heroes and warlike 
kings worse men than he. Epitome of his and the lady’s story 
after ten years’ cohabitation. Caution to those who would 
censure him. Had the sex made virtue a recommendation to their 
favour , he says, he should have had a greater regard to his 
morals than he has had. 

CXXV. Lovelace to Belford . . . . • 

Preparative to his springing his little mine, as he calls it. 
Loves to write to the moment. Alarm begins. Affectedly terrified. 

CXXVI. From the same ....... 

The lady frighted out of her bed by dreadful cries of Fire. She 
awes him into decency. On an extorted promise of forgiveness, 
he leaves her. Repenting, he returns; but finds her door 
fastened. What a triumph has her sex obtained by her virtue! 
But how will she see him next morning, as he has made her 
promise? Exults in the puzzle he has given her. 

CXXVII. From the same . . . . . • . • 

Dialogue with her, the door between them. Her letter to him. 
She will not see him for a week. 

CXXVIII. From the same . . . . • • 

Copies of letters that pass between them. Goes to the Commons 
to try to get the licence. She shall see him, he declares, on his 
return. Love and compassion hard to be separated. His 
fluctuating reasonings on their present situation. Is jealous 
of her superior qualities. Does justice to her immovable virtue. 

CXXIX. From the same 

The lady escaped. His rage. Makes a solemn vow of revenge 
if once more he get her into his power. His man Will is gone 
in search of her. His hopes. On what grounded. He will 
advertise her. Describes her dress. Letter left behind her. 
Accuses her {that is to say, Lovelace accuses her) of niceness, 
prudery, affectation. 
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Goethe, Life of. By G. H. Lewes. Intro, by Havelock Ellis. 269 
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Hudson (W. U.), Far Away and Long Ago. 956 
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Keats (John), Life and Letters of. By Lord Houghton. Introduction 
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Lamb (Charles). Letters of. 2 vols. 34 2-3 
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Mazzini, Life of. By Bolton King, M.A. 562 

Mozart, Life of. By Edward Holmes. Intro, by Ernest Newman. 564 
Napoleon, Life of. By J. G. Lockhart. 3 

Nelson, Life of. By Robert Southey. 52 [of Newcastle. 722 

Newcastle (First Duke of). Life of, and other writings. By the Duchess 
Outram (Sir J.), The Bayard of India. By Capt. L. J. Trotter. 396 
r, Pepys’s Diary. Lord Braybrooke’s 1854 ed. 2 vols. 53—4 

Plutarch’s Lives of Noble Greeks and Romans. Dryden’s Translation. 

Revised, with Introduction, by Arthur Hugh Clough. 3 vols. 407-9 
Rousseau, Confessions of. 2 vols. 859-60 

Scott (Sir Walter), Life of (abridged). By J. G. Lockhart. 55 
Scott’s Lives of the Novelists. Introduction by George^aintsbury. 331 

(See also Fiction and Poetry) 

Seebohm (Frederic): The Oxford Reformers. 665 
Shakespeare, Life and Work of. By Oliphant Smeaton. 514 

(See also Poetry and Drama) 

Swift’s Journal to Stella. Newly deciphered and edited by J. K. Moor- 
head. Introduction by Sir Walter Scott. 757 
(See also Essays and Fiction) 

Vaaari’s Lives of the Painters. Trans, by A. B. Hinds. 4 vols. 784-7 
Voltaire’s Life of Charles XII. Introduction l ty Rt Hon. J. Burns. 270 

(See also Fiction) 

Walpole (Horace), Selected Letters of. Intro, by W. Hadley, M.A. 775 
Wellington, Life of. By G. R. Gleig. 341 

Wesley ’8 Journal. 4 vols. Intro, by Rev. F. W. Macdonald. 105-8 
Woolman’s (John) Journal and Other Papers. Introduction by Vida D. 
Scudder. 402 


i. 

L 


CLASSICAL 

AC6chylus’ Lyrical Dramas. Translated by Professor J. S. Blaokie. 62 
Aristophanes’ The Frogs, The Clouds. The Thesmophorians. 516 

„ The Acharnians, The Knights, and The Birds. Frere’s 

Translation. Introduction by John P. Maine. 344 
Aristotle’s Politics. Introduction by A. D. Lindsay. 605 

,, Poetics, etc., and Demetrius on Style, etc. Edited by Rev. T. A. 

Moxon. 901 (Sec also Philosophy) 

Caesar’s The Gallic War and Other Commentaries. Translated by W. A. 
McDevittc. 702 

Cicero’s Essays and Select Letters. Intro. Note by de Quincey. 345 
Epictetus, Moral Discourses, etc. Elizabeth Carter’s Translation. Edited 
by W. H. D. Rouse, M.A. 404 

Euripides’ Plavs in 2 vols. Introduction by V. R. Reynolds. Translated 
by M. Wodhull and R. Potter, with Shelley’s ‘ Cyclops’ and Dean 
Milman’s * Bacchanals.’ 63, 271 

Herodotus. Rawlinson’s Translation, omitting his Essays, and Appen- 
dices. Edited, with Intro., by E. U. Blakeney, M.A. 2 vols. 405-6 
Homer’s Iliad. Lord Derby’s Translation. 453 

Odyssey. William Cowper’s Translation. 454 
Horace. Complete Poetical Works. 515 

Hutchinson’s (W. M. L.) The Muses’ Pageant. 3 vols. 581, 606, and 671 
L.ivy’8 History of Rome. Vols. I -VI. Translated by Rev. Canon 
Roberts. 603, 660, 670. 749, 755, and 756 
Lucretius: On the Nature of Things. Translated by W. E. Leonard. 750 
Marcus Aurelius’ Meditations. Introduction by W. H. D. Rouse. 9 
Ovid: Selected Works. Edited by J. C. and M. J. Thornton. 955 
Plato’s Dialogues. 2 vols. Introduction by A. D. Lindsay. 456—7 

Republic. Translated, with an Introduction, by A. D. Lindsay. 64 
Plutarch's Moralia. 20 Essays translated by Philemon Holland. 56a 
Sophocles’ Dramas. Translated by Sir G. Young. Bart. 114 


Crawley’s Translation. 455 


Thucydides' Peloponnesian War. Cj 
V irgil’s vEnoid. Translated by E. Fairfax-Taylor. 161 

Eclogues and Georgies. Translated by T. F. Royds, M.A. 2 22 
Xenophon’s Cyropaedia. Translation revised by Miss F. M. dtawell. 
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ESSAYS AND BELLES-LETTRES 

of Pr°se c °m p i le d and Edited by Miss S. L. Edwards. 675 
Arnold 6 (Matthew) Essays. Introduction by G. K. Chesterton- 115 

•» .. Study of Celtic Literature, and other Critical Essays 

with Supplement by Lord Strangford, etc. 458' 
(See also Poetry) 

Bacons Essays. Introduction by Oliphant Smeaton 10 

(See also Philosophy) 

Bagehot’s Literary Studies. 2 vols. Intro, by George Sampson. 520-1 
Belloc’s (Hilaire) Stories, Essays, and Poems. 948 
Brown's Rab and his Friends, etc. 116 

Burke's Reflections on the French Revolution and contingent Essays 
Introduction by A. J. Grieve, M.A. 460 y8 ‘ 

( See also Oratory) 

Canton’s (William) The Invisible Playmate, W. V.. Her Book anrf Tn 

(See also For Young People) [Memory o( W V 566 
Carlyle s Essay 8. 2 vols. With Notes by J. Russell Lowell. 703-4 

” Past and Present. Introduction by R. W. Emerson. 608 
Sartor Resart us and Heroes and Hero Worship. 278 
also Biography and History) 

< ^uft 1 SoS e ^^ 0 ^ 0 & r . t ^ r ouse Tra “ <1 by Sir Thomaa Uoby ‘ 

Century of Essays, A. An Anthology of English Essayists. 653 
Chesterfield s (Lord) Letters to his Son. 823 
Chesterton’s (G. K.) Stories, Essays, and Poems. 913 

Coleridge’s Biographia Literaria. Introduction by Arthur Symons 1 1 
»» Essays and Lectures on Shakespeare, etc. 162 
( See also Poetry) 

De la Mare’s (Waiter) Stories. Essays, and Poems. 9 40 
Be Quincey’s (Thomas) Opium Eater Intro, by Sir G. Douglas. 223 
” »» The English Mail Coach and Other Writings 

Introduction by S. Hill Burton. 609 
(See also Biography) 

Dryden’e Dramatic Essays. With an Introduction by W. H. Hudson 568 
Elyot's Gouernour. Intro, and Glossary by Prof. Foster Watson ’ 22 7 
Emerson’s Essays. First and Second Series. 12 

Nature, Conduct of Life, Essays from the 4 Dial ' 32 2 

Representative Men. Introduction by E. Rhys. 27 9 
Society and Solitude and Other Essays. 567 
(See also Poetry) 

Florio’s Montaigne. Introduction by A. R. Waller, M.A. 3 vols 4 40-2 
Froude’e Short Studies. Vols. I and II. 13, 705 
. <^ee also History and Biography) 

Gilflllan s Literary Portraits. Intro, by Sir W. Robertson Nicoll. 34 8 

Goethe s Conversations with Eckermann. Intro, by Havelock Ellis 
851. (See also * ictiojj and Poetry) • 

Goldsmith’s Citizen of the W’orld and The Bee. Intro, by R. Church. 902 

(See also Fiction and Poetry) 

Hamilton’s The Federalist. 519 

Hazlitt's Lectures on the English Comic Writers. 411 

” The Round Table and Shakespeare’s Characters. 65 

99 Spirit or tho Agre and Lectures on English Poets. 459 
99 1 a ble I alk. 321 

__ . Plaiu Speaker. Introduction by P. P. Howe. 814 

Holmes s Autocrat of the Breakfast Table. 66 
,, Poet at tho Breakfast Table. 68 
„ > Professor at the Breakfast Table. 67 

Hudson s (\V . H-) A Shepherd’s Life. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 926 
Hunt s (Lei^h) Selected Essays. Introduction by J. li. Priestley. 829 
(Aldous) Stories, Essays, and Poems. 935 
Irving’s Sketch Book of Geoffrey Cravon. 117 

(See also Biography and Hlstory) 

Lambs Essays of Eiia. iutroiiuction uy Augustine Birrell. 14 

(See also Biooraph v and For Young People) 
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Landor’s Imaginary Conversations and Poems: A selection. Edited 
with Introduction by Havelock Ellis. 890 
Lawrence (D. H.), Stories, Essays, and Poems. Edited by Desmond 
Hawkins. 958 

Lowell’s (James Russell) Among My Books. 607 

Macaulay’s Essays. 2 vols. Introduction by A. J. Grieve, M.A. 225-6 
„ Miscellaneous Essays and The Lays of Ancient Rome. 439 
(See also History and Oratory) 

Machiavelli’s Prince. Special Trans, and Intro, by W. K. Marriott. 280 

(See also History) 

Martinengo-Cesaresco (Countess): Essays in the Study of Folk-Songs. 673 
Mazzini’s Duties of Man, etc. Introduction by Thomas Jones, M.A. 224 
Milton’s Areopagitica. etc. Introduction by Professor C. E. Vaughan. 795 

(See also Poetry) 

L Mitford’s Our Village. Edited, with Intro., by Sir John Squire. 927 
Montagu’s (Lady) Letters. Introduction by R. Brimley Johnson. 69 
Newman’s On the Scope and Nature of University Education, and a 
paper on Christianity and Scientific Investigation. Introduction by 
Wilfred Ward. 723 (See also Philosophy) 

Osborne’s (Dorothy) Letters to Sir William Temple. Edited and con- 
notated by Judge Parry. 674 

Penn’s The Peace of Europe. Some Fruits of Solitude, etc. 724 
Prelude to Poetry, The. Edited by Ernest Rhys. 789 
Reynold's Discourses. Introduction by L. March Phillipps. 118 
Rliys’s New Book of Sense and Nonsense. 813 
Rousseau’s Emile. Translated by Barbara Foxlev. 518 

(See also Philosophy and Theology) 

Ruskin’s Crown of Wild Olive and Cestus of Aglaia. 323 

,, Elements of Drawing and Perspective. 217 

„ Ethics of the Dust. Introduction by Grace Rhys. 282 

„ Modern Painters. 5 vols. Introduction by Lionel Cust. 208-12 
,, Prc-Raphaelitism. Lectures on Architecture and Painting, 
Academy Notes, 1855—9, and Notes on the Turner Gallery. 
Introduction by Laurence Binyon. 218 
l „ Sesame and Lilies, The Two Paths, and The King of the Golden 

River. Introduction by Sir Oliver Lodge. 219 
„ Seven Lamps of Architecture. Intro, by Selwyn Image. 207 
„ Stones of Venice. 3 vols. Intro, by L. March Phillipps. 213-15 
„ Time and Tide with other Essays. 450 

,, Unto This Last. The Political Economy of Art. 216 

(See also For Young People) 

Spectator. The. 4 vols. Introduction by G. Gregory Smith. 164-7 
Spencer’s (Herbert) Essays on Education. Intro, by C. W. Eliot. 504 
Sterne’s Sentimental Journey and Journal and Letters to Eliza. Intro. 

by George Saintsbury. 7 96 (See also Fiction) 

Stevenson’s In the South Seas and Island Nights’ Entertainments. 769 
l ,, Virginibus Puerisque and Familiar Studies of Men and 

Books. 765 

(See also Fiction, Poetry, and Travel) 

Swift’s Tale of a Tub, The Battle of the Books, etc. 347 

(See also Biography and Fiction) 

Swinnerton’s (Frank) The Georgian Literary Scene. 943 
Table Talk. Edited by J. C. Thornton. 906 

Taylor’s (Isaac) Words and Places, or Etymological Illustrations of 
History, Ethnology, and Geography. Intro, by Edward Thomas. 517 
Thackeray’s (W. M.) The English Humorists' and The Four Georges. 
Introduction by Walter Jerrold. 610 
(See also Fiction) 

Thorcau’s Walden. Introduction by Walter Raymond. 281 
Trench’s On the Study of Words and English Past and Present. Intro- 
duction by George Sampson. 788 
Tytler’s Essay on the Principles of Translation. 168 
Walton’s Compleat Angler. Introduction by Andrew Lang. 70 
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FICTION 

Aimard’s The Indian Scout. 4 28 

Ainsworth's (Harrison) Old St Paul’s. Intro, by W. E. A. Axon. 522 

The Admirable Crichton. Intro, by E. Rhys. 804 
Tho Tower of London. 400 
Windsor Castle. 709 

Rookwood. Intro, by Frank Swinnerton. 870 
American Short Stories of the Nineteenth Century. Edited by John 
Coumos. 840 

Austen's (Jane) Emma. Introduction by R. B. Johnson. 24 

Mansfield Park. Introduction by It. B. Johnson. 23 
Northanger Abbey and Persuasion. Introduction by 
It. B. Johnson. 25 

Pride and Prejudice. Introduction by R. B. Johnson. 22 
Sense and Sensibility. Intro, by R. B. Johnson. 21 
Balzac's (Honor6 de) Atheist’s Mass. Preface by George Saintsbury. 229 

Catherine de M6dici. Introduction by George 
Saintsbury. 419 

Christ in Flanders. Introduction by George 
Saintsbury. 284 

Cousin Pons. Intro, by George Saintsbury. 463 
Eug6nie Grandet. Intro, by George Saintsbury. 169 
Lost Illusions. Intro, by George Saintsbury. 656 
Old Goriot. Intro, by George Saintsbury. 17 0 
The Cat and Racket, and Other Stories. 349 
The Chouans. Intro, by George Saintsbury. 285 
The Country Doctor. Intro. George Saintsbury. 530 
The Country Parson. 68G 

The Quest of tho Absolute. Introduction by George 
Saintsbury. 286 

Tho Rise and Fall of C6sar Birotteau. 596 
Tho Wild Ass’s Skin. Intro. George Saintsbury. 26 
Ursule MirouCt. Intro, by George Saintsbury. 733 
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Barbusse’s Under Fire. Translated by Fitz water Wray. 

Bennett’s (Arnold) The Old Wives’ Tale. 919 
Blackmoro’s (R. D.) Lorna Doone. 304 

Borrow’s Lavengro. Introduction by Thomas Seceombo. 

,, Romany Rye. 120 
(See also Travel) 

Bronte’s (Anne) The Tenant of Wildfell Hall and Agnes Grey. 685 
,, (Charlotte) Jane Eyro. Introduction by May Sinclair. 287 

Shirley. Introduction by May Sinclair. 288 
The Professor. Introduction by May Sinclair. 
Villetto. Introduction by May Sinclair. 351 
(Emily) Wuthoring Heights. 243 
Burney’s (Fanny) Evelina. Introduction by R. B. Johnson. 352 
Butler’s (Samuel) Erewhon and Ercwhon Revisited. Introduction by 

Desmond MacCarthy. 881 

., ,, The Way of All Flesh. Intro, by A. J. Hopp6. 895 

Collins’ (Wilkie) Tho Woman in Whito. 464 

Conrad’a Lord Jim. Introduction by R. B. Cunninghamo Grahame. 925 
Converse’s (Florence) Long Will. 328 
Dana’s (Richard H.) Two Years before the Mast. 588 
Daudct’s Tartarin of Tarascon and Tartarin of the Alps. 423 
Defoe’s Fortunes and Misfortunes of Moll Flanders. Intro, by G. A. Aitkcn 
Captain Singleton. Introduction by Edward Garnett. 7 1 [837 

Journal of tho Plague Year. Introduction by O. A. Aitkcn. 289 
Memoirs of a Cavalier. Introduction by G. A. Aitken. 233 
(See also For Youno Pkofi.e) 

Chari.es Dickens’ Works. Each volume with an Intro, by G. Iv. Chesterton. 
American Notes. 290 L Christinas Stories. 4 14 

Barnaby Rudgc. 7 6 j. 

Bleak House. 236 L 

Child’s History of England. 291 
Christmas Books. 239 L 
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David Copperlleid. 242 
Dombey and Sou. 240 
Edwin Drood. 725 
Great Expectations. 23 4 
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Charles Dickens’ Works — continued 
Hard Times. 292 

Little Dorrit. 293 L 

Martin Chuzzlewit. 241 
Nicholas Nickleby. 238 
Old Curiosity Shop. 173 L 

Oliver Twist. 233 


Our Mutual Friend. 294 
Pickwick Papers. 235 
Reprinted Pieces. 744 
Sketches by Boz. 237 
Tale of Two Cities. 102 
Uncommercial Traveller. 
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Disraeli’s Coningsby. Introduction by Lanpdon Davies. 535 
DoBtoovksy’a (Fyodor) Crime and Punishment. Introduction by 

Laurence Irving. 501 

Letters from the Underworld and Other Tales. 

Translated by C. J. Hogarth. 654 
Poor Folk and the Gambler. Translated by C. J. 
Hogarth. 711 

The Possessed. Introduction by J. Middleton 
Murry. 2 vole. 861-2 

The House of the Dead, or Prison Life in Siberia. 

Introduction by Madame Stepniak. 533 
The Brothers Karamazov. Translated by Con- 
stance Garnett. 2 vole. 802-3 
The Idiot. 682 

Du Meurier’s (George) Trilby. Introduction by Sir Gerald du Maurier. 

\\ ith the original illustrations. 863 
Dumas’ Block Tulip. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 174 
Chicot the Jester. 421 

Le Chevalier do Maison Rouge. Intro, by Julius Bramont. 614 
Marguerite de Valois (‘La Reine Margot’). 326 
The Count of Monte Cristo. 2 vols. 393-4 
T he Forty -Five. 4 20 
The Three Musketeers. 81 
The Vicomte de Bragelonne. 3 vols. 593-5 
Twenty Years After. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 175 
Edgar’s Creasy and Poictiers. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 17 

„ Runnymede and Lincoln Fair. Intro, by L. K. Hughes. 320 
(See also Fob Young People) 

Edgeworth’s Castle Raekrent and The Absentee. 410 
Eliot’s (George) Adam Bede. 27 

Felix Holt. 353 
Middlemarcli. 2 vols. 854-5 

Mill on the Floss. Intro. Sir W. Robertson Nicoll. 325 
Romola. Introduction by Rudolf Dircks. 231 
Scenes of Clerical Life. 468 

Silas Maraer. Introduction by Annie Matheaon. 121 
English Short Stories. An Anthology. 7 43 
Erckmann-Chatrian’s The Conscript and Waterloo. 354 

,, The Story of a Peasant. Translated by O. J. 

Hogarth. 2 vols. 706-7 
Fenimore Cooper’s The Deerslayer. 7 7 

The Last of the Mohicans. 79 
The Pathfinder. 7 8 
The Pioneers. 171 
The Prairie. 172 

Ferrier’s (Susan) Marriage. Introduction by H. L. Morrow. 816 
Fielding’s Amelia. Intro, by George Saintsbury. 2 vols. 852-3 

Jonathan Wild, and The Journal of a Voyage to Lisbon. 

Introduction by George Saintsbury. 87 7 
Joseph Andrews. Introduction by George Saintsbury. 467 
M Tom Jones. Intro, by George Saintsbury. 2 vols. 355-6 
Flaubert’s Madame Bovary. ’translated by Eleanor Marx-Aveling. 

Introduction by George Saintsbury. 808 
Salammbd. Translated by J. S. Chartres. Introduction by 
Professor F. C. Green. 869 
French Short totories of the 19th and 20th Centuries. Selected, with 
an Introduction by Professor F. C. Green. 896 
Galsworthy's (John) The Country House. 917 
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FICTION — continued 

Galt’s Annals of a Parish. Introduction by Baillie Macdonald. 427 
Gaskell’s (Mrs) Cousin Phillis, etc. Intro, by Thos. Seccombe. 015 

Cranford. 83 

Mary Barton. Introduction by Thomas Seccombe. 598 
Sylvia’s Lovers. Intro, by Mrs. Kills Chadwick. 524 
Ghost Stories. Edited by John Hampden. 952 

(See also Poetry and Drama) 

Gleig’s (G. It.) The Subaltern. 708 

Goethe’s Wilhelm Moister. Carlyle’s Translation. 2 vols. 599-600 

(See also Essays and Poetry) 

Gogol’s (Nicol) Dead Souls. Translated by C. J. Hogarth. 726 
,, ,, Taras Bulba and Other Tales. 740 

Goldsmith’s Vicar of Wakefield. Introduction by J. M. D. 295 

(See also Essays and Poetry) 

Goncharov’s Oblomov. Translated by Natalie Duddington. 878 
Gorki’s Through Russia. Translated by C. J. Hogarth. 741 
Harte’s (Bret) Luck of Roaring Camp and other Tales. 681 
Hawthorne’s The House of the Seven Gables. Intro. Ernest Rhva. 170 

The Scarlet Letter. 122 
The Blithedale Romance. 592 

The Marble Faun. Intro, by Sir Leslie Stephen. 424 
Twice Told Tales. 531 
(See also For Young People) 

Hugo’s (Victor) Les Mis6rables. Intro, by S. R. John. 2 vols. 363-4 

„ Notre Dame. Introduction by A. C. Swinburne. 422 
„ Toilers of the Sea. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 609 

Italian Short Stories. Edited by D. Pettoello. 876 

James’s (G. P. R.) Richelieu. Introduction by Rudolf Dircks. 357 
James’s (Henry), The Turn of the Screw and The Aspern Papers. 912 
Jefferies’s (Richard) After London and Amaryllis at the Fair. Intro br 
David Garnett. 951 y 

(See also For Youno People; 

Kingsley's (Charles) Alton Locke. 462 

Hereward the Wake. Intro, by Ernest Rhys. 296 
Hypatia. 230 

Westward Hoi Introduction by A. Q. Grieve. 20 
„ Yeast. 611 

(See also Poetry and For Youno People) 

(Henry) Geoffrey Ha inly n. 416 
,, Ravenshoe. 28 

Lawrence’s (D. H.) The White Peacock. 914 

Lever’s Harry Lorrequer. Introduction by Lewis Melville. 177 
Loti’s (Pierre) Iceland Fisherman. Translated by W. P. Baines. 920 
Lover’s Handy Andy. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 178 
Lytton’s Harold. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 15 
Last Days of Pompeii. 80 

Last of the Barons. Introduction by R. G. Watkin. 18 
Rienzl. Introduction by E. H. Blakeney, M. A. 532 
(See also Travel) 

MacDonald’s (George) Sir Glbbie. 678 

(See also Romance) 

Manning’s Mary Powell and Deborah's Diary. Introduction by Katherine 

Tynan (Mrs Hinkson). 324 

,, Sir Thomas More. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 19 

Marryat’s Jacob Faithful. 618 

Mr Midshipmaa Easy. Introduction by R. B. Johnson. 82 
Percival Keene. Introduction by R. BrimJoy Johnson. 358 
Peter Simple. Introduction by R. Briinley Johnson. 232 
*, The King’s Own. 580 

(See also For Youno People) 
l Maugham’s (Somerset) Cakes and Ale. 932 

Maupassant’s Short Stories. Translated by Marjorie Laurie. Intro- 
duction by Gerald Gould. 907 

Melville's (Herman) Moby Dick. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 179 
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Melville’s (Herman) Omoo. Introduction by Ernest Rbys. 297 
»» >. Typce. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 180 

Meredith’s (George) The Ordeal of Richard Feverel. 916 
M6rim£e’s Carmen, with Pr6vost’s Manon Lescaut. Intro, bv Philip 
Mickiewicz’s (Adam) Pan Tadeusz. 842 [Henderson. 834 

Modern Humour. Edited by Guy Pocock and M. M. Bozman. 957 
Modern Short Stories. Edited by John Hadfleld. 954 
n Moore’s (George) Esther Waters. 933 

Mulock’s John Halifax. Gentleman. Introduction by J. Shavlor. 123 
Neale’s (J. M.) The Fall of Constantinople. 655 [Bullen. 676 

Paltock’s (Robert) Peter Wilkins; or. The Flying Indians. Intro, by A. H. 
Pater’s Marius the Epicurean. Introduction by Osbert Burdett. 903 
Peacock’s Headlong Hall and Nightmare Abbey. 327 
I. Poe’s Tales of Mystery and Imagination. Intro, by Padraic Colum. 33G 

(See also Poetry) 

Pr6vost’s Manon Lescaut, with M6rim6e’s Carmen. Introduction by 
n Priestley’s Angel Pavement. 938 [Philip Henderson. 834 

Pushkin’s (Alexander) The Captain’s Daughter and Other Tales. Trans, 
by Natalie Duddington. 898 

Quiller-Couch’s (Sir Arthur) Hetty Wesley. 864 [2 vols. 865-6 

RadclifTe’e (Ann) Mysteries of Udolpho. Intro, by R. Austin Freeman. 
L Reade’s (C.) The Cloister and the Hearth. Intro, by A. C. Swinburne. 29 
„ Peg Woffington and Christie Johnstone. 299 

Richardson’s (Samuel) Pamela. Intro, by G. Saintsbury. 2 vols. 683—4 
„ Clarissa. Intro, by Prof.W. L. Phelps. 4 vols. 882-5 

Russian Authors, Short Stories from. Trans, by R. S. Townsend. 758 
Sand’s (George) The Devil's Pool and Francois the Waif. 534 
6chefTel’9 Ekkehard: a Tale of the Tenth Century. 529 
Scott’s (Michael) Tom Cringle’s Log. 710 
Sir Walter Scott’s Works; 

Abbot, The. 124 L I van hoe. Intro. Ernest Rhys. 16 

Anne of Geierstcin. 125 L Kenilworth. 135 

Antiquary, The. 126 Monastery, The. 136 

Black Dwarf and Legend of Old Mortality. 137 

Montrose. 128 Peveril of the Peak. 138 

Bride of Lammcrmoor. 129 Pirate, The. 139 

Castle Dangerous and the Sur- Quentin Durward. 149 

geon’s Daughter. 130 Redgauntlet. 141 

Count Robert of Paris. 131 Rob Roy. 142 

Fair Maid of Perth. 132 St. Ronan’s Well. 143 

Fortunes of Nigel. 71 Talisman, The. 144 

Guy Manncring. 133 Waverley. 75 

Heart of Midlothian, The. 134 Woodstock. Intro, by Edward 

Highland Widow and Betrothed. 127 Garnett. 72 

(See also Biography arid Poetry) 

Shchedrin’s The Golovlyov Family. Translated by Natalie Duddington.’ 

Introduction by Edward Garnett. 908 
Shelley’s (Mary Wollstonecraft) Frankenstein. 616 
Sheppard’s Charles Auchester. Intro, by Jessie M. Middleton. 505 
Shorter Novels, Vol. I. Elizabethan and Jacobean. Edited by Philip 

Henderson. 824 

„ ,, Vol. II. Jacobean and Restoration. Edited by Philip 

Henderson. 841 

„ „ Vol. III. Eighteenth Century (Beckford’s Vathek, 

Walpole’s Castle of Otranto, and Dr. Johnson’s 
Ras&elas). 856 

Sleukiewicz (Henryk). Tales from. Edited by Monica M. Gardner. 871 
Smollett’s Peregrine Pickle. 2 vols. 838-9 

„ Roderick Random. Introduction by H. W. Hodges. 790 

Stendhal’s Scarlet and Black. Translated by C. K. Scott MoncrelfT. 

2 vols. 945—6 

L Sterne's Tristram Shandy. Introduction by George Saintsbury. 617 

(See also Essays) 
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Stevenson's Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde. The Merry Mon, and Other Tales. 

The Master of Ballantrae and The Black Arrow. 764 [767 

Troasure Island and Kidnapped. 763 
St. Ives. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 904 
(See also Essays, Poetry, and Travel.) 

Surtees’ Jorrocks’ Jaunts and Jollities. 817 

Swift’s Gulliver’s Travels. Unabridged Edition, with contemporary 
maps. Introduction by Harold Williams. 00 
Tales of Detection. Edited, with Introduction, by Dorothy L. Sayers. 928 
Thackeray’s Rose and the Ring and other stories. Intro. Walter Jerrold. 

Esmond. Introduction by Walter Jerrold. 7 3 [359 

Ncwcomas. Introduction by Walter Jerrold. 2 vols. 4 65—6 
Pendennie. Intro, by Walter Jerrold. 2 vols. 425—6 
Roundabout Papers. 687 

Vanity Fair. Introduction by Hon. Whiteiaw Reid. 298 
Virginians. Introduction by Walter Jerrold. 2 vols. 507-8 
( See also Essays) 

Tolstoy’s Anna Karenina. Trans, by Rochelle S. Townsend. 2 vols. 612—13 
Childhood, Boyhood, and Youth. Trans, by C. J. Hogarth. 591 
Master and Man, and other Parables and Tales. 469 
War and Peace. 3 vols. 525-7 
Trollope’s (Anthony) Barchester Towers. 30 

Dr. Thorne. 360 

Framley Parsonage. Intro, by Ernest Rhys. 181 
The Golden Lion of Granpfcre. Introduction by 
Sir Hugh Walpole. 761 
The Last Chronicles of Barset. 2 vols. 391-2 
Phineas Finn. Intro, by Sir Hugh Walpole. 2 vols. 
The Small House at Allington. 361 [832—3 

The Warden. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 182 
Turgenev’s Fathers and Sons. Translated by C. J. Hogarth. 742 
,, Liza. Translated by W. R. S. Ralston. 67 7 

,, Virgin Soil. Translated by Rochelle S. Townsend. 528 

L Voltaire’s Candide and Other Tales. 936 
it Walpole’s (Hugh) Mr Perrin and Mr Traill. 918 

l Well’s (H. G.) The Time Machine and The Wheels of Chance. 915 

Whyte-Mel ville’s The Gladiators. Introduction by J. Mavrogordato. 523 
Wood’s (Mrs Henry) The Channings. 84 

Woolf’s (Virginia) To the Lighthouse. Intro, by D. M. Hoare. 919 
Yonge's (Charlotte M.) The Dovo in the Eagle’s Nest. 329 

„ ,, The Heir of Reuclyffe. Intro. Mrs Meynoll. 362 

(See also For Young People) 

Zola’s (Emile) Germinal. Translated by Havelock Ellis. 897 
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HISTORY 

Anglo-Saxon Chronicle, The. Translated by James Ingram. 624 
Bede’s Ecclesiastical History, etc. Introduction by Vida D. Scuddor. 4 79 
Burnet’s History of His Own Times. 85 
i. Carlyle’s French Revolution. Introduction by H. Belloc. 2 vols. 31—2 

(/See also Biography and Essays) 

Creasy's Decisive Battles of the World. Introduction by E. Rhys. 300 
De Joinvillo (See Villchardouin) 

Duruy’s (Jean Victor) A History of France. 2 vols. 737—8 
Finlay's Byzantine Empire. 33 

,, Greece under the Romans. 185 
Froudo’s Henry VIII. Intro, by Llewellyn Williams, M.P. 3 vols. 37 2-4 
„ Edward VI. Intro, by Llewellyn Williams, M.P., B.C.L. 375 

,, Mary Tudor. Intro, by Llewellyn Williams, M.P., B.C.L. 47 7 

„ History of Queen Elizabeth’s Reign. 5 vols. Completing 
Froudo’s ‘History of England.’ in 10 vols. 583—7 
(.See also Essays and Biography) 

Gibbon’s Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire. Edited, with Introduc- 
tion and Notes, by Oliphant Smeaton, M.A. 6 vols. 434-G, 47 4-6 
( See also Biography) I 
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Oreen's Short Hi S tory of the English People. Edited and Reused br 

Jane ;™ th an A PP endlx by R- P. Farley, B.A. 2 vols, 727-8 
!r CT° ry £ ree ??; Intro. by D - Lindsay. 12 voLs. 186-97 

Ha lam s (Henry) Constitutional History of England. 3 vols. 621—3 

ProfesL? 1 ^Uar C dyc“Nfc e oU. in PK*y.. Introduction by 

Irving’s (Washington) Conquest of Granada. 478 

(See also Essays and Biography) 

Josephus* Wars of the Jews. Introduction by Dr Jacob Hart. 712 
Lutzows Bohemia; An Historical Sketch. Introduction by President 
T . G. Masaryk. Revised edition. 432 
Macaulay’s History of England. 3 vols. 34-6 

(See also Essays and Oratory) 

Maine's (Sir Henry) Ancient Law. 734 

Mcrivale s History of Rome. (An Introductory vol. to Gibbon ) 433 

Mignet’s (F. A. M.) The French Revolution 713 ° n,) 433 

Milman’s History of the Jews. 2 vols. 377-8 

Mommsen’s History of Rome. Translated by W. P. Dickson, LL.D. 

" it ha review of the work by E. A. Freeman. 4 vols. 542-5 
Motley s Dutch Republic. 3 vols. 86-8 
Parkman’s Conspiracy of Pontiac. 2 vols. 302-3 

Pa8t MT8 L Archer - Hind, 3T* 2°?o£ UM ??2“l Kn ‘ Bht ' ***"*«“«“ 
Pilgrim Fathers, The. Introduction by John Masefield. 480 
L Pmnow’s History of Germany. Translated by M. R. Brailsford. 929 
Political Liberty. The Grawth of. A Source-Book of English History. 

Arranged by Ernest Rhys. 745 (M.A. 2 vols. 397-8 

Prescott s Conquest of Mexico. With Introduction bv Thomas Seccombe 
Gonquest of Peru. Intro, by Thomas Seccombe, M.A. 301 
Sismondi s Italian Republics. 250 

Stanley's Lectures on the Eastern Church. Intro, by A. J. Grieve. 251 
Tacitus. Vol. I. Annals. Introduction by E. H. Blakeney. 273 

»» . ' ol - 11 • Agricola and Germania. Intro. E. H. Blakeney. 274 

Thierry s Norman Conquest. Intro, by J. A. Price. B.A. 2 vols. 198-9 
\ lllehardouin and De Joinville's Chronicles of the Crusades. Translated. 

with Introduction, by Sir F. Marzials, C.B. 333 
Voltaire’s Age of Louis XIV. Translated by Martyn P. Pollack. 780 

ORATORY 

Anthology of British Historical Speeches and Orations. Compiled by 
Ernest Khva. i 1 4 

Bright’s (John) Speeches. Selected with Intro, by Joseph Sturge. 252 
Burke’s American Speeches and Letters. 340. (See also Essays) 
Demosthenes: Select Orations. 546 

Fox , ( -£^ ar J es .R ai ? eR): Speeches (French Revolutionary War Period). 

Edited with Introduction by Irene Cooper Willis, M.A. 759 
Lincoln's Speeches, etc. Intro, by the Rt Hon. James Bryce. 206 

(See also Biography) 

Macaulay’s Speeches on Politics and Literature. 399 

(See also Essays and History) 

Pitt’s Orations on the War with France. 145 


PHILOSOPHY AND THEOLOGY 

L A Kerapie’ Imitation of Christ. 484 

Ancient Hebrew Literature. Being the Old Testament and Apocrypha. 

Arranged by the Rev. R. B. Taylor. 4 vols. 253-6 
Aristotle, The Nicomachean Ethics of. Translated by D. P. Chase. 
Introduction by Professor J. A. Smith. 54 7 
(See also Classical) 

Bacon’s The Advancement of Learning. 719 (-See also Essays) 
Berkeley’s (Bishop) Principles of Human Knowledge, New Theory of 
Vision. With Introduction by A. D. Lindsay. 483 

io 
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PHILOSOPHY AND THEOLOGY — continued 

Boehme’s (Jacob) The Signature of All Things, with Other Writings. 

Introduction by Clifford Bax. 569 
Browne’s Religio Medici, etc. Intro, by Professor C. H. Herford. 92 
Bunyan’s Grace Abounding and Mr Badman. Introduction by G. B. 

Harrison. 815 (-See also Romance) 

Burton’s (Robert) Anatomy of Melancholy. Introduction by Holbrook 
Jackson. 3 vols. 886—8 

Butler’s Analogy of Religion. Introduction by Rev. Ronald Bayne. 90 
Descartes’ (Ren6) A Discourse on Method. Translated by Professor John 
Veitch. Introduction by A. D. Lindsay. 57 0 
Ellis’ (Havelock) Selected Essays. Introduction by J. S. Collis. 930 
Gore’s (Charles) The Philosophy of the Good Life. 924 
Hindu Scriptures. Edited by Dr Nicol Macnicol. Introduction by 
Rabindranath Tagore. 944 

Hobbes’ Leviathan.' Edited, with Intro, by A. D. Lindsay. M. A. 691 
Hooker’s Ecclesiastical Polity. Intro, by Rev. H. Bayne. 2 vols. 201-2 
Hume’s Treatise of Human Nature, and other Philosophical Works. 

Introduction by A. D. Lindsay, M.A. 2 vols. 548—9 
James (William): Selected Papers on Philosophy. 7 39 
Kant’s Critique of Pure Reason. Translated by J. M. D. Melklejohn. 

Introduction by A. D. Lindsay. M.A. 909 
Keble’s The Christian Year. Introduction by J. C. Shairp. 690 

Edward VI. First and Second Prayer Books. Introduction by the 
Right Rev. Bishop of Gloucester. 448 
L Koran, The. Rodwell’s Translation. 380 

Latimer’s Sermons. Introduction by Canon Beeching. 40 
Law’s Serious Call to a Devout and Holy Life. 91 

Leibniz’s Philosophical Writings. Selected and trans. by Mary Morris. 

Introduction by C. R. Morris, M.A. 905 
Locke’s Two Treatises of Civil Government. Introduction by Professor 
William S. Carpenter. 7 51 

Malthus on the Principles of Population. 2 vols. G92-3 
Mill’s (John Stuart) Utilitarianism. Liberty. Representative Government. 
With Introduction by A. D. Lindsay, M.A. 482 
Subjection of Women. (See Wollstonecraft. Mary, under Science) 
More’s Utopia. Introduction by Judge O’Hagan. 461 

New Testament. Arranged in the order in which the books came to the 
Christians of the First Century. 93 
Newman’s Apologia pro Vita Sua. Intro, by Dr Charles Sarolea. G36 

(See also Essays) 

Nietzsche’s Thus Spake Zarathustra. Trans, by A. Tille and M. M. Bozman. 
Paine’s Rights of Man. Introduction by G. J. Holyoake. 718 (892 

Pascal’s Pcnsfees. Translated by W. F. Trotter. Introduction by 
T. S. Eliot. 874 _ IC.I.E.40J 

Ramayana and the Mababbarata. The. Translated by Romesh Dutt, 
Renan’s Life of Jesus. Introduction by Right Rev. Chas. Gore. D.D. 805 
Robertson’s (F. W.) Sermons on Christian Doctrine, and Bible Subjects. 
Each Volume with Introduction by Canon Burnett. 3 vols. 37-9 
(Note: No. 37 is out of print.) 

Robinson’s (Wade) The Philosophy of Atonement and Other Sermons. 

Introduction by Rev. F. B. Meyer. 637 
Rousseau’s (J. J.) The Social Contract, etc. 6G0. (See also Essays) 

St Augustine’s Confessions. Dr Pusey’s Translation. 200 
L St Francis: The Little Flowers, and The Life of St. Francis. 4 85 
Seeley’s Ecce Homo. Introduction by Sir Oliver Lodge. 305 
Selection from St Thomas Aquinas. Edited by Tbe Rev. lather M. C. 

Spinoza’s °E*thics. etc. Translated by Andrew J. Boyle. With Intro- 
duction by Professor Santayana. 481 
Swedenborg’s (Emmanuel) Heaven and Hell. 379 

The Divine Love and Wisdom. 6 35 
The Divine Providence. 658 
The True Christian Religion. 893 
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POETRY AND DRAMA 

Anerlo-Saxon P ootry * Edited by Professor R TC p ?Q . 
Arnold’s (Matthew) Poems, 1840-66, including Thvrsis 334 
Ballads, A Book of British, Selected by R B? Johnson 572 

Bea Ta° k n e t r a S? 3SgJSg&. ”38 ° f • “ S u°c n tion 5 ^ Professor 

Bjbrnson’s Plays. Vol. I The Newly Married Couple. Leonardo. A 

„ Vo? a iT nt Tho b <?K R * Farquharson Sharp. 625 

V TmnslJid 3 £i t £ 1 ’’ J be Bankrupt, and The King. 
^ _ Aranslated by R. Farquharson Sham 

Biake s Poems and Prophecies. Introduction bv Max Plowman 792 

Broiyiunpr s Poems, 1|33 ; 44. Introduction by AnhSwauXtl 

_ ”, _ The Ring and the Book. Intro, bv Chas W Rnrioii nno 

L Burns Poems and Songs. Introduction by jf Douglas:' 94 d 502 

Byron s Poetical and Dramatic Works. 3 vols. 486-8 
Calderon: Six Plays, translated by Edward FitzGerald 819 
l Chaucers Canterbury Tales. Edited by Principal Burrell M A 

Coleridgre, Ogd«Bookot } Edited by StopforA. K. 307 

Cowper iWHUam^ Poe™ of^ Edited by H. I'Anson Fausset. 872 

Dante’s Divine Comedy (Cary’s Translation). Specially edited bv Fd 
Donne’s Poems. Edited by H. I’ Anson Faueset 867 [Gardnfr ^08 
Drydcn s Poems. Edited by Bonaray Dobree. 910 * 308 

Eighteenth -Century Plays. Edited by John Hampden. 818 
Emerson s I owns. Introduction by Professor Bakewell, Yale USA 715 

nt noll 2 tt. aX Yi. 5 0 9 f Sh0rter PoemS - The - Chosen and edited byGerald 

- English Religious Verse. Edited by G. Lacey May. 937 

'• "'“Soc”? Rh?s. In 381 Udea ' includi118 ei ® ht Miracle Plays. Edited 

l FitzGerald's (Edward) Omar KhayyAm and Six Plays of Calderon sio 
Goethe s ^ oK ^ & d Intro. Ilf 

*• G0ld weU B0f 921 f W ° dcrn En * lish Poetry. The. Edited by Thomas Cald- 

G olden Treasury of Longer Poems, The. Edited by Ernest Rhys 746 
Goldsmith’s Poems and Plays Introduction by Austin Dobson.' 415 

(See also Essays and Fiction) 

Gray's Poems and Letters. Introduction by John Drinkwatcr 628 

Heine* Introducti<m Dr C - Allen. 694 

Herbert's Temple Introduction by Edward Thomas. 309 
Herrick a Hespendcs and Noble Numbers. Intro, bv Ernest Rhys 310 
[. Ibsens Brand. Translated by F. E. Garrett. 716' 7 J1 ' 

” TJ+ e Wf Tf !*° r ® at Belgeland, and An Enemy of the People 

Translated by R. Farquharson Sharp. 552 P 

Lady Inger of Ostraat. Love’s Comedy, and The League of 
\ outh. Translated by R. Farquharson Sharp. 729 

Farquharson Sharp. 74 7 

A Doll s House. The Wild Duck, and The Lady from the Sea 
lranslatcd by R. Farquharson Sharp. 494 

Th K^ P R t<? r„ d ~ rS K PilJars 5£ Societ ?' and Mosxuersholm. Translated 
by R. Farquharson Sharp. 659 

Jonson’s (Ben) Plays. Intro, by Professor Schelling. 2 vols. 489-90 
Kalidasa: Shakuntala. lranslatcd by Professor A. W Ryder 6»9 
Keats’ Poems. 101 

Kingsley's (Charles) Poems. Introduction by Ernest Rhys 793 

(See also Fiction aiut For Yoonb Peopijs) J 
Langland's (William) Piers Plowman. 571 

Lessing’s Laocoon, Minna von Barnhelm, and Nathan the Wise. 843 
Longfellow’s Poems. Introduction by Katherine Tynan 38" ? 

Marlowe’s Plays and Poems. Introduction by Edward Thomas. 383 
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l Milton’s Poems. Introduction by W. H. D. Rouse. 384 

(See also Essays) 

Minor Elizabethan Drama. Vol. I. Tragedy. Selected, with Introduction, 
by Professor Thorndike. Vol. II. Comedy. 491—2 
r, Minor Poets of the 18th Century. Edited by H. I’ Anson Fausset. 844 
Minor Poets of the 17th Century. Edited by R. Cl. Howarth. 873 
L Modern Plays. 942 

Molidre’s Comedies. Introduction by Prof. F. C. Green. 2 vols. 830-1 
New Golden Treasury, The. An Anthology of Songs and Lyrics. G95 
Old Yellow Rook. The. Introduction by Charles E. Hodell. 503 
Omar Khayy&m (The Rub&iy&t of). Trans, by Edward FitzGerald. 819 
L Palgrave’s Golden Treasury. Introduction by Edward Hutton. 96 
Percy’s Reliquos of Ancient English Poetry. 2 vols. 148-9 
Poe’s (Edgar Allan) Poems and Essays. Intro, by Andrew Lung. 791 

( See also Fiction) 

Pope (Alexander): Collected Poems. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 760 
Proctor’s (Adelaide A.) Legends and Lyrics. 150 

Restoration Plays, A Volume of. Introduction by Edmund Gosse. 604 
Rossetti’s Poems and Translations. Introduction by E. G. Gardnor. 627 
Scott’s Poems and Plays. Jntro. by Andrew Lang. 2 vols. 550-1 

( See also Biography and Fiction) 

Shakespeare’s Comedies. 153 

Historical Plays, Poems, and Sonnets. 151 
Tragedies. 155 

Shelley’s Poetical Works. Introduction by A. H. Koszul. 2 vol9. 257-8 
L Sheridan’s Plays. 95 

Spenser’s Faerie Queene. Intro, by Prof. J. W. Hales. 2 vols. 443-4 
,, Shepherd’s Calendar and Other Poems. Edited by Philip 
Henderson. 87 9 

Stevenson’s Poems— A Child’s Garden of Verses. Underwoods. Songs of 
Travel. Ballads. 7 68 (See also Kjssays. Fiction, and Travel) 
Swinburne’s Poems and Prose. 961 
i. Tchekhov. Plays and Stories. 941 

Tennyson’s Poems. Vol. I. 1830-56. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 44 

,. Vol. II. 1857-70. 626 

Twenty One- Act Plays. Selected by John Hampden. 94 7 
Webster and Ford. Plays. Selected, with Introduction, by Dr G. 14. 
Harrison. 899 

Whitman’s (Walt) Leaves of Grass (I), Democratic Vistas, etc. 57 3 
Wilde (Oscar). Plays, Prose Writings, and Poems. 858 
Wordsworth’s Shorter Poems. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 203 
,, Longer Poems. Note by Editor. 311 


REFERENCE 


coloured and line 


Atlas of Ancient anti Classical Geography. Many 
Maps; Historical Gazetteer. Index, etc. 451 
Biographical Dictionary of English Literature. 4 19 
Biographical Dictionary of Foreign Literature. 900 
Dates, Dictionary of. 554 

Dictionary of Quotations and Proverbs. 2 vols. 809-10 
Everyman’s English Dictionary. 776 

Literary anti Historical Atlas. I. Europe. Many coloured and lino Maps; 

full Index and Gazetteer. 4 96 
II. America. Do. 553 

III. Asia. Do. 663 

IV. Africa and Australia. Do. 662 

N on -Classical Mythology. Dictionary of. 632 

Reader’s Guide to Everyman’s Library. Revised edition, covering 
first 950 voLs. 889 

Roget’s Thesaurus of English Words and Phrases. 2 vols. 630-1 
Smith’s Smaller Classical Dictionary. Revised and Edited by E. 
Wright’s An Encyclopaedia of Gardening. 555 (Blakeney, M.A. 
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CLASSIFIED LIST 


ROMANCE 


I. 


Aucassin and Nicolette. with other Medieval Romances 497 
CerV ^:^!; n DO :; vr?^' Translation^ Eo^rt’a^tro- 

JTW; '8°f with Inteo “" 

Grettir Saga, The. Newly Translated by G. Ainslie HIght 699 
Gndrun Done into English by Margaret ArZ “ 880 
Guest s (Lady) Mabinogion. Introduction by Rev. R. Williams 97 
Hennskringla: The O af Sagas Translated by Samuel LnilT' Intro- 

duction and Notes by John Beveridge. 717 
„ Sagas of the Norse Kings. Translated by Samuel Lain* 

„ . _ , Introduction and Notes by John Beveridge 84 7 

Holy Graal, The High History of the, 445 8 * 847 

Kalevala. Introduction by W. F. Kirby. F.L S F F S 9 ocn 

Le Sage’s The Adventures of Gil Bias. Intro, by Anatole Le ?° 

MacBonald’s (George) Phantastes: A Faerie Romance. 732 * ' (437 8 

(oee also Fiction) isoi-a 

Malory’s Le Morte d’Arthur. Intro, by Professor Rhvo 9 .. 

Morris (William): Early RomarK^a. Introduction by Allred Noyes, fif 
»» /? Tnc Life and Death of Jason. 575 

T ''T“ranZ a t Zd' , Z - 1 M^aZ^ if 4 

by D R \V°^ban?lfewis aa Tv n o t ls a Introduction 

Wace’s Arthurian Romance. Translated by Eugene Mason r 

mon b Brut. Introduction by Lucy A. Paton. 578 Laya * 

SCIENCE 

Boyle’s The Sceptical Chymist. 559 

Darwin’s The Origin of Species. Introduction by Sir Arthur Keith. 811 
I. Eddington’s (Sir Arthur) The Nature of the Physical" YVo rid iX™ °hi 

ss&z'igttfs? 

George s (Henry) Progress and Poverty. 560 Author. 263 

Hab InfZductiou a by C.’ E ^Wheeler ° n fi 63 the Rfttional Art Healing. 
Harvey’s Circulation of the Blood. Introduction by Ernest Parkyn 262 
Howard s State of the Prisons. Introduction by Kenneth Ruck 835 
Huxley s Essays. Introduction by Sir Oliver Lodge. 47 

Lyeli’e AnrtaX of Mao. * Wit^^T^oductionb/S ‘h’^SSST $SS 

Mari d 8 ueMy c a p i a, k. T c rt^ ■-g.asr&s- ssr-ijz 

Miller’s Old Red Sandstone. 103 

Owen’s (Robert) A New View of Society, etc. Intro bv G n ft 7on 

i. Pearson’s (Karl) The Grammar of Science^ 939 7 H ’ CoIe * 799 

Ricardo’s Principles of Political Economy and Taxation 590 
Smith’s (Adam) The Wealth of Nations. 2 vols 412-13 

Wbi^'lomZ^e 6 °L t &oi l u 1 ction n b “p^rtpaT^Z 1 ® Vs 98 

WCU ^SS&^Ji WomC^doh^Stuart Mill’. 
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EVERYMAN’S LIBRARY 


CLASSIFIED LIST 


TRAVEL AND TOPOGRAPHY 

A Book of the ‘Bounty.* Edited by George Mackaness. 950 
Anson’s Voyages. Introduction by John Masefield. 510 
Bates’ Naturalist on the Amazon. With Illustrations. 446 
Belt’s The Naturalist in Nicaragua. Intro, by Anthony Belt, F.L.S. 561 
Borrow’s (George) The Gypsies in Spain. Intro, by Edward Thomas. 697 

,, The Bible in Spain. Intro, by Edward Thomas. 151 
». Wild Wales. Intro, by Theodore Watts-Dunton. 49 

/ (-See also Fiction) 

Boswell’s Tour in the Hebrides with Dr Johnson. 387 

(-See also Biography) 

Burton’s (Sir Richard) First Footsteps in East Africa. 500 
Cobbett’s Rural Rides. Introduction by Edward Thomas. 2 vols. 638-9 
Cook’s Voyages of Discovery. 99 

Cr6vecoeur’s (H. St John) Letters from an American Farmer. 640 
Darwin’s Voyage of the Beagle. 104 

(-See also Science) 

Defoe’s Tour through England and Wales. Introduction by Q. D. H. 

(-See also Fiction) [Cole. 820-1 

Dennis’ Cities and Cemeteries of Etruria. 2 vols. 183-4 
DulTerin’s (Lord) Letters from High Latitudes. 499 
Ford’s Gatherings from Spain. Introduction by Thomas Okoy. 152 
Franklin’s Journey to the Polar Sea. Intro, by Capt. R. F. Scott. 447 
Giraldus Cambrensis: Itinerary and Description of Wales. 27 2 
Hakluyt’s Voyages. 8 vols. 264, 265, 313, 314, 338, 339. 388, 389 
Kinglake’s Eothen. Introduction by Harold Spender, M.A. 33 7 
Lane’s Modern Egyptians. With many Illustrations. 315 
Mandevillc’s (Sir John) Travels. Introduction by Jules Bramout. 812 
Park (Mungo): Travels. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 205 
Peaks, Passes, and Glaciers. Selected by E. H. Blakeney, M.A. 7 78 
L. Polo’s (Marco) Travels. • Introduction by John Masefield. 306 

Roberts’ The Western Avernus. Intro, by Cunninghame Grahame. 762 
Speke’s Discovery of the Source of the Nile. 50 
L Stevenson’s An Inland Voyage, Travels %vith a Donkey, and Silverado 
Squatters. 7 66 

(Sec also Essays, Fiction, and Poetry) 

Stow’s Survey of London. Introduction by H. B. Wheatley, 589 
Wakefield's Letter from Sydney and Other Writings on Colonization. 828 
Watorton’s Wanderings in South America. Intro, by E. Selous. 7 72 
Young’s Travels in Franco and Italy. Intro, by Thomas Okoy. 720 


FOR YOUNG PEOPLE 

Aesop’s and Other Fables: An Anthology from all sources. 657 
Alcott’s Little Mon. Introduction by Grace Rhys. 512 

,, Little Women and Good Wives. Intro, by Grace Rhys. 248 
Andersen’s Fairy Tales. Illustrated by the Brothers Robinson. 4 

„ More Fairy Tales. Illustrated by Mary Shillabeer. 822 

Annals of Fairyland. The Reign of King Oberon. 365 
,, ,, The Reign of King Cole. 3C6 

Asgurd and the Norse Herow. Translated by Mrs Boult. 689 
Baker’s Cast up by the Sea. 539 
Ballantyno’s Coral Island. 245 

Martin Rattler. _246 

Ungava. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 276 
Browne’s (Frances) Granny’s Wonderful Chair. Intro, by Dollio Radford. 
Buifinch’s (Thomas) The Ago of Fable. 472 [112 

,, ,, Legends of Charlemagne. Intro, by Ernest Rhys. 556 

Canton's A Child’s Book of Saints. Illustrated by T. H. Robinson. 61 

(See also Essays) 

Carroll’s Alice in Wonderland. Through the Looking-Glass, etc. Illus- 
trated by the Author. Introduction by Ernest Rhys. 83 6 
Clarke’s Tales from Chaucer. 537 
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FOR YOUNG PEOPLE —continued 

Collodi’s Pinocchio; the Story of a Puppet. 538 
Conversed (Florence) The House of Prayer. 923 

(See also Fiction) 

Cox’s (Sir G. W.) Tales of Ancient Greece. 721 

Defoe’s Robinson Crusoe. Illustrated by J. A. Symington. 59 

(See also Fiction) 

Dodge's (Mary Mapes) Hans Brinker; or. The Silver Skates. 620 
Edgar’s Heroes of England. 471 

(See also Fiction) 

Ewing’s (Mrs) Jackanapes, Daddy Darwin’s Dovecot, Illustrated by 

R. Caldecott, and The Story of a Short Life. 731 
„ „ Mrs Overtheway’s Remembrances. 730 

Fairy Gold. Illustrated by Herbert Cole. 157 
Fairy Tales from the Arabian Nights. Illustrated. 249 
Froissart’s Chronicles. 57 

Gatty’s Parables from Nature. Introduction by Grace Rhys. 158 
Grimm’s Fairy Tales. Illustrated by R. Anning Bell. 56 
Hawthorne’s Wonder Book and Tanglewood Tales. 5 

(See also Fiction) 

Howard’s Rattlin the Reefer. Introduction by Guy Pocock. 857 
Hughes’ Tom Brown’s School Days. Illustrated by T. Robinson. 58 
Ingelow’s (Jean) Mopsa the Fairy. Illustrated by Dora Curtis. 619 
Jefferies’s (Richard) Bevis, the Story of a Boy. Intro, by Guy Pocock. 
Kingsley’s Heroes. Introduction by Grace Rhys. 113 (850 

Madam How and Lady Why. Introduction by C. I. Gardiner, 
M.A. 777 

Water Babies and G’^ucus. 277 
(See also Poetry and Fiction) 

Kingston’s Peter the Whaler. 6 
,, Three Midshipmen. 7 

Lamb’s Tales from Shakespeare. Illustrated by A. Rackham. 

(See also Biography and Essays) 

Lear (and Others): A Book of Nonsense. 806 
Morryat’s Children of the New Forest. 247 

Little Savage. Introduction by R. Brimley Johnson. 159 
Masterman Ready. Introduction by R. Brimley Johnson. 160 
Settlers in Canada. Introduction by R. Brimley Johnson. 370 
(Edited by) Rattlin the Reefer. 857 
(See also Fiction) 

Martineau’s Feats on the Fjords, etc. Illustrated by A. Rackham. 429 
Mother Goose’s Nursery Rhymes. Illustrated. 473 
Poetry Book for Boys and Girls. Edited by Guy Pocock. 894 
Reid’s (Mavnc) The Boy Hunters of the Mississippi. 582 

,, The Boy Slaves. Introduction by Guy Pocock. 797 
Ruskin’s The Two Boyhoods and Other Passages. 688 

(See also Essays) 

Sewell’s (Anna) Black Beauty. Illustrated by Lucy Kemp-Welch. 748 
Spyri’s (Johanna) Heidi. Illustrations by Lizzie Lawson. 431 
Story Book for Boys and Girls. Edited by Guy Pocock. 934 
Stowe’s Uncle Tom’s Cabin. 371 

Swiss Family Robinson. Illustrations by Chas. Folkard. 430 
Verne's (Jules) Abandoned. 50 Illustrations. 368 

Dropped from the Clouds. 50 Illustrations. 367 
Five Weeks in a Balloon and Around the World in Eighty 
Days. Translated by Arthur Chambers and P. Desagos. 
Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea. 319 [779 

The Secret of the Island. 50 Illustrations. 3G9 
Yongo’s (Charlotte M.) The Book of Golden Deeds. 330 [579 

The Lances of Lynwood. Illus. by Dora Curtis. 
The Little Duke. Illustrated by Dora Curtis. 470 
(See also Fiction) 
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